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Introduction
Terry Carr, besides all his well-known achievements as an anthologist and
publisher’s editor (for which he won Hugo awards), was a fine fanwriter
and fanzine editor (in both of which capacities he also won Hugo awards).
Several books of his fanwriting – some of it originally carrying the byline
of the hoax fan Carl Brandon whom he co-created with Ron Ellik, Dave
Rike and Bob “Boob” Stewart – have been published:

The Incompleat Terry Carr (1972) edited by rich brown and Arnie
Katz; reprinted 1988 by Jerry Kaufman, with corrections.
The Cacher of the Rye (1982) edited by Jeanne Gomoll, comprising
the “Carl Brandon” title story, a new essay by Terry Carr about the
Brandon hoax, and a useful Brandon bibliography.
Between Two Worlds (1986) published by NESFA Press back-to-back
with Messages Found in an Oxygen Bottle by Bob Shaw; also
containing professionally published Carr stories.
Fandom Harvest (1986) selected by Terry Carr and edited by John-
Henri Holmberg; reissued by Ansible Editions as an ebook for the
TAFF site in 2019.
The Portable Carl Brandon (1988) edited by Jerry Kaufman.
Carl Brandon (2019) edited by Jeanne Gomoll: a retitling of The
Cacher of the Rye above with additional material by other hands.

Of the above, Fandom Harvest was the first choice for a TransAtlantic Fan
Fund (TAFF) ebook since it’s not only the largest by far of these
collections but was published as a printed hardback that was relatively
easy to convert to digital text. After that, the next logical step seemed
initially to be an ebook of The Incompleat Terry Carr, but unfortunately
there’s considerable overlap between this collection and Fandom Harvest.
After removing duplications (“Trufan’s Blood”, the “Fandom Harvest”
column selections, “The Fastest Ham in the West” and “Confessions of a
Literary Midwife”), what remained of The Incompleat Terry Carr was an
unsatisfactorily slim volume. This has been augmented with the fannish
items reprinted in Between Two Worlds, the four best pieces from The
Portable Carl Brandon, and many more notable articles, columns,
editorials and stories not previously included in any Terry Carr collection.
Ranging from 1955 to 1987, it’s a great read throughout.
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A favourite Carl Brandon ploy – continued by Terry Carr even after
the hoax was revealed – was to pastiche a well-known story or even a
whole subgenre by translating it into the microcosm of science fiction
fandom. Such “brandonizations” of The Canterbury Tales, J.D. Salinger’s
The Catcher in the Rye, Daniel Keyes’s Flowers for Algernon, H.P.
Lovecraft in general, My Fair Lady, The Wizard of Oz and shambling
zombie hordes (“Night of the Living Oldpharts”) should need no
introduction. Rudolf Flesch’s attack on 1950s US teaching practices, Why
Johnny Can’t Read (1955), is perhaps less well remembered; and not every
sf fan today may be as familiar with Miles J. Breuer’s “The Gostak and the
Doshes” (1930 – see “The Grunch and the Eggplant”), John Collier’s “The
Chaser” (1940) or Fritz Leiber’s “The Man Who Never Grew Young”
(1947) as Terry Carr could expect in the 1950s. “The Demolished Fan” has
nothing to do with Alfred Bester: its original title “Brain Ripple” echoes
Poul Anderson’s Brain Wave (1954), about the effects of increased
intelligence on almost all of humanity – or here, almost all of fandom.

The contents of Fandom Harvest II generally appear in chronological
order, though it seemed only sensible for “The BNF of Iz” (1959) to be
immediately followed by the 1964 “Exegesis” that explains some of its
obscure fan allusions; and similarly for “The Detention Tales” (1959) and
a 1964 note on the abandonment of this Chaucerian project. Revised
versions of stories and articles are positioned according to their revision
dates: see Original Appearances for historical details. Uncredited footnotes
are Terry Carr’s; those signed [Ed.] are by David Langford unless
otherwise credited, as in “Fanzine Fanfaronade” with its guest footnote
from Avram Davidson.

Three notable “Brandon” pieces not included in this Carr collection
are: “The Daring Young Fan with the Three-Speed Mimeo” (1956), which
is entirely by Bob Stewart; “The Cacher of the Rye” (1956-1957) by Carr
and Stewart, which is so long (it was serialized in four issues of the
Carr/Rike fanzine Innuendo) that it deserves and has been given a book of
its own – The Cacher of the Rye as above, expanded as Carl Brandon; and
“The Purple Pastures” (1958), a riff on The Green Pastures (1930 play,
1936 film) whose faux “black” dialogue now seems somewhat
embarrassing.

Many thanks indeed to Carol Carr for permission to create this ebook;
to Robert Lichtman for research, scans and advice; to Rob Hansen for
further research and much scanning and OCR work; to Steve Stiles for
allowing use of his cover artwork from the 1988 The Incompleat Terry
Carr showing the legendary Tower of Beercans to the Moon; to Ted White
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for allowing use of his on-stencil illustrations and publisher’s notes for the
1959 The BNF of Iz; and to Claire Brialey for proofreading the entire
ebook.

Several other fans have helped with the Fandom Harvest II project,
and I’m additionally grateful to Joe Siclari and the Fanac.org team for
putting so many relevant fanzines online, including The BNF of Iz
(transcribed by Judy Bemis), Cry of the Nameless, Innuendo and
Lighthouse; to Gary Farber for long ago transcribing “Egoboo for
Algernon” and posting it in instalments to Usenet rec.arts.sf.fandom; to
John-Henri Holmberg for suggestions and encouragement; to Mark L.
Olson, Mark Plummer and Nigel Rowe for yet more research efforts and
supplying further scans; and to Pat Charnock and Curt Phillips for offers of
additional assistance.

Terry Carr, of course, wrote it all. Thank you, Terry.
David Langford

June 2019
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Why Johnny Can’t Read
Fanzines

Dear Jophan:
I have decided to write this article in the form of a letter to you. You

know that the idea came to me when I offered to help Johnny to read
fanzines. It’s really his article – or yours.

You remember when I began to work with Johnny half a year ago.
That was when he was twelve and he still couldn’t read fanzines. Oh, sure,
he did all right on those nonfan things like War and Peace and Kiss Me,
Deadly, but he couldn’t read fanzines. So I told you that I knew of a way
to teach him how. Well, you trusted me, and you know how your son
Johnny has improved since. Today Johnny can read fanzines – not
Hyphen, to be sure, but in a few months he should be subscribing to
fanzines on his own.

I think Johnny will become a BNF. He has a very good sense of
humor and he cuts a mean stencil. There are a lot of good fannish traits in
Johnny that have never come to the surface because he couldn’t read
fanmags. And after all, how can you become a BNF unless you can read
fanmags? I mean unless your name is Robert Bloch.

Since I started to work with Johnny, I have looked into this whole
reading business. What I found is absolutely fantastic. Johnny couldn’t
read fanmags until half a year ago because nobody ever showed him how.
Johnny’s only problem was that he was unfortunately exposed to an
ordinary American school. In our schools today they don’t teach the
phonics system – whereby Johnny would learn what “a” stands for, and
what “b,” “c,” “d” and “e” and so on stand for. In our schools they teach
the children to look at words and guess what they mean.

You don’t believe me? I assure you what I am saying is literally true.
Go to your school tomorrow morning – or if Johnny has brought home one
of his readers, look at it. You will immediately see that all the words in it
are learned by endless repetition. Not a sign anywhere that letters
correspond to sounds and that words can be worked out by pronouncing
the letters. No. The child is told what each word means and then they are
mechanically, brutally hammered into his brain. By this method, if we
were to try to teach Johnny to read fanzines, we’d have to give him readers
like this:
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“We will pub,” said Susan.
“Yes, yes,” said all the neofen.
“We will pub a fanzine.”
So all the neofen pubbed.
They pubbed and pubbed.

Or this:

Hack, hack, went the fan.
He was hacking out something.
He was not hacking out a story.
He was not hacking out a column.
He was hacking out a letter to an editor.
He hacked and hacked and hacked.

All the reading books used in all our schools, up through fourth and fifth
and sixth grade, teach words in that way. If we want Johnny to learn the
word hack, under that system of teaching he would have to read over and
over again about a fan or a pro who hacked and hacked and hacked. And
so would it be with every word in the Fancyclopedia.

Every word in the Fancyclopedia! Do you know what that means? It
means that if we were to teach Johnny by this system, we couldn’t use
ordinary fannish material for practice. Instead, Johnny would have to work
his way up through a battery of carefully designed readers, each one
containing all the words used in the previous one plus a strictly limited
number of new ones, used with the exactly “right” amount of repetition...
and of course there are no such readers for Fanspeak. Johnny wouldn’t
read The Enchanted Duplicator or Le Zombie or The Immortal Storm
because he wouldn’t be able to! If a child who had been “taught” reading
by the system used in our schools faced the word fanac for the first time,
he would be absolutely helpless because nobody would ever have told him
how to sound out f and a and n and a and c and read the word off the
mimeoed page.

Children today, instead of being taught how to read, are carefully
trained in the art of guessing. There is no other way, you see: if a child
isn’t taught the sounds of the letters, then he has absolutely nothing to go
by when he tries to read a word. All he can do is guess. Suppose Johnny
tries to read the sentence “I had one grunch.” He has never seen the word
grunch before, but if he has been trained in phonics, he simply sounds out
the letters easy as pie. (“Ah, grunch! But the eggplant over there,” he
says.) But if he has no training in phonics, if the meaning of the letters has
been carefully hidden from him, he can only guess. How? Well, the
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educators say he can guess from context. With the sentence “I had one
grunch” that is extremely difficult, however, because it could just as easily
mean “I had one typo” or “I had one Gestetner” or even “I had one fugg”.
So, the next best thing, the child looks at the top of the page to see whether
there is a picture. But fanmags, unlike the readers to which he is
accustomed, do not always have pictures, and even when they do they are
often so poorly drawn that they would do Johnny no good. So he has
nothing to go on but sheer luck. He might guess “column” or he might
guess “stencil” or – most likely – he might just sit there with a vacant look,
waiting for someone to tell him that it says “grunch”. That’s how he learns
in school.

When I started to work with Johnny, I didn’t quite realize all this. In
my fuggheadedness, I gave him what I thought was an easy word for a
twelve-year-old: neofan. He stared at it for quite some time, then finally
said: “Nephew!” I tell you, it staggered me. Anyone who has been
accustomed to sounding out words would have been staggered by a
twelve-year-old who read “nephew” for “neofan” simply because they
look somewhat alike.

So you see, Jophan, the reason that Johnny couldn’t read fanzines was
that our schools don’t teach him how. He could read those other books like
Ulysses and The Trial – because he had been taught what those normal
English words meant. And as long as he didn’t know how to use phonics
he was destined to go through life as a literate nonfan but an illiterate fan.

But you trusted me, and I taught Johnny how to use phonics. Now
he’s a normal, happy neofan. Remember yesterday, when we found him
looking through your old fanzines, and reading an article in one of them?
Do you remember that, Jophan? Well, that article was written in
Ackermanese.

June 1956
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How to Become a Fan in Eight
Easy Lessons

Written with Bob Stewart

One: The Assets of a Fan

Before starting this course, you must have: (a) A typewriter, this monster
being rusty, hard to manage, and with keys in the wrong places on the
keyboard. A left handed typewriter is best. This will explain to your
correspondents why there are so many typos in your letter. (b) Several
photographs of yourself to send around fandom to people who doubt that
you are a real person and not just a figment of Sandy Sanderson’s
imagination; these photos must be taken while wearing your propellor
beanie (if you are a femme, have the photos taken while wearing prop
beanie only). (c) A duplicator of some sort, preferably missing several
integral screws and bolts. (d) A bad temper, which you will put to use on
young fans and fuggheads. All these may be purchased at your local
apothecary, except for (d), which is supplied in three sizes (bad, wretched,
and evil) through Proxyboo Ltd.

Two: How to Become Well-Known

As you go along with this course, you will see that it is necessary to have a
source of egoboo. This should be the fanzine of one of your
correspondents. To become well-known via leeching egoboo in someone
else’s fmz, you must deluge the editor with stories, columns, articles, and
all sorts of sparkling, witty fan material. If you have properly shined the
apple, so to speak, with that faned, he will accept all of it, and you will get
huge gobs of egoboo in his lettercolumn. Caution: fanzines without
lettercolumns are unsuitable for this purpose.

Three: Correspondents

You will have to put out a fanzine of your own soon, so it is best to start
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preparing for it now. An effective method of obtaining material for your
fanzine is to contact as many fans as possible, write to them regularly, and
they will surely send you something. When corresponding with a femme,
be sure to compliment her on her good looks (regardless of whether or not
she has sent a photo; say your correspondents have raved about her). When
corresponding with a male fan, compliment him on his wonderful style of
writing; if he sends a picture, say he has a sensitive fannish face.

Four: Your Fanzine

Now you are ready to publish your own masterpiece, so here we will
discuss how to use your hekto/mimeo/fingerpainting set. The hektograph is
by far the cheapest method of reproducing a fmz, but does not get such
good results as a mimeo. To work a hekto, first put the master in the
typewriter backwards. This will produce a backward effect, but can be
remedied by pasting a mirror on the page opposite. Next step is to place
the master on the gelatin. By rubbing hard and consistently on the reverse
side of the master while it is lying in the tray, you can cause a purplish
stain to come off on your fingers. This is very important to a young fan
who wishes to distinguish himself from an ordinary non-faned type
plebeian fan. Next, apply the paper to the gelatin. If, when lifting the paper
off, you find that the gelatin comes up with it, place your knee firmly on
the edge of the tray and give the paper a hard yank. Of course, this may
have some effect on the color of your pants, so I suggest that you use your
hekto while naked. Though you may not have noticed it, all experienced
fans have purple knees.

The Mimeo

To use the mimeograph, you must first cut a stencil. The average stencil
uses about three gallons of correction fluid, but Mother’s nail polish will
do the job just as well, and the stencil looks much prettier once it is on the
mimeo drum and whirling, with the red nail polish dabs circling and
circling, circling and circling... after a time you will get sick of running off
pages, and then you must assemble the issue. This is done by laying each
stack of pages next to the preceding stack, clockwise around the room. If
you are an ambitious-type fan who puts out a 100-page fmz, this trail of
pages will lead you from your bedroom to the kitchen, the front room,
down the stairs to the garage, through the front seat of Father’s car, and
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halfway across the street. Be sure to dress again after running off the pages
and prior to assembling the fanzine. After it has been finished, take the
copies to the nearest mailbox, write “Congressional Record – Free
Postage” on the mailing wrapper, and cram them into the box. If some
copies are torn as you cram them in you can blame it on the post office,
which would tear them anyway if you hadn’t.

Five: The Hoax

The next step in becoming a fan is to pull a hoax. There are several types,
and your choice must rest with your temperament. If you are a frustrated
murderer, the death hoax is your best bet. If you have a strong maternal
tendency, the hoax-fan à la Joan Carr is a wonderful outlet. There is also
the opposite-sex hoax à la Lee Hoffman, but I hesitate to classify the
temperament which this would satisfy. When you have fooled everyone,
announce your hoax. This will elicit three types of reaction: the fans who
will berate you for your falsehood; those who will say they knew it all
along; and those who will ignore you. When this is through, you are well
on your way to becoming a Mature Science Fiction Fan.

Six: The Grudge

Having a grudge against someone is a sure sign of maturity. Most likely,
you will have many grudges after your hoax, and so you must blast all
these fans in your columns and in your fmz. When you have needled them
into feuds, send nice letters to each of them saying that you are truly sorry
and realize what a fool you were. After this, you will gain their confidence
and they’ll start sending you material for your fanzine. On top of this, you
will gain a reputation as a Fair-Minded, Forgiving Fan.

Seven: Pro Writing

Though you will learn in time to hate pros, you must at one time in your
fanhood accumulate a large number of rejection slips. If by some chance
an editor accepts one of your stories, have it printed under a pseudonym
and hush it up. Professionals are scorned by all true fans.

Eight: The Final Step
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If you have followed the course carefully, you are now steel-nerved, a
hardened fan who is ready for the ultimate step: buy several science fiction
magazines and read them. You will never wonder about anything again.

11 June 1957
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The Fan Who Never Grew Young
Maot is becoming fakefannish. Often towards evening, she puts down her
Amazing and reads John Fox, Jr.

But I sit by the mimeo and listen to the Planets Suite.
It isn’t that she’s just growing young. She is wearying of stf. I have

seen it coming; for many years the magazines have been becoming fewer,
the stories more and more simple. No more the complicated internal
conflicts; now it’s all simple trips to the moon, or invasions from other
worlds.

Why do I cling to the more complicated stf? – I, who have seen
Campbell in power in the ’40s, and in the ’30s gradually fade from the
scene!

I often wonder why I never grow young. I envy those who do – I
yearn for the forgetting. The return of the feeling of wonder in stf before
the end. But I remain a beanied fan of thirty-odd, and it seems to me I have
always been this way. Why, I cannot even remember my own ungafiation,
and everyone remembers that.

There are no neofen among us anymore. All of them pass from the
scene and forget stf and fandom so soon. Even hoary young fans like
Tucker and Bloch are no longer with us... they too have forgotten all.

I remember the first ungafiation I witnessed. There was a fan named
Hoffman who appeared on the scene in a short FAPAzine saying that she
was tired of fandom. After that she put out various fanzines until at last she
slowed down and contented herself with brief appearances in FAPA. But a
little later she began publishing a fanzine called Quandry, limited to a
select sublist. Soon she let everyone subscribe who wanted, and her
fanzine became more regular. But gradually, after her Quannish, the
popularity of her fanzine diminished, and one by one her columnists left
her, until finally she was a neofan and put out Quandry #1 and
disappeared.

My first memories are difficult to interpret. They begin in turmoil. I
am in fandom, but we do not know which one, and we argue about it more
and more. Soon there are no fanzines that print anything else but
discussions of this. Everyone says that they are tired of the subject, but
they argue in the vain hope that the question will be solved.

For months that seem eternities we argue about what fandom we are
in. Then, miraculously, the arguing lessens and Bob Silverberg writes an
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article which ends the discussion, Now we are in Sixth Fandom.
But soon we are in Fifth Fandom, as a popular member of SAPS puts

out a subzine and everyone rallies round. It is not too long before he, too,
fades from the scene, and we are in Fourth Fandom.

And so on.
I sometimes think (I must hold on to this) that time once flowed in the

opposite direction, and that, in revulsion from the arguments about what
fannish era it was, time turned back on itself and began to retrace its
former course. That our present lives are but an unwinding, a great retreat.

In that case, time may turn again. We may yet have another chance to
be trufans.

But no...
All my life is a forgetting. At first there are many great stories, many

hilarious fanarticles... then there is a narrowing in that not all fen have read
them. Then there comes a great author, and the editors send these stories to
him, and he puts each page into his typewriter and erases the words.

I have seen Bradbury unwrite the great stories. I have watched Burbee
undrink the Golden Treachery. I have seen Moskowitz unsell books at
auctions.

There was once a book which seemed eternal. Each time I saw it, it
was in mint condition, as if about to be unpublished. But for a long time it
remained that way. One day Wandrei and Derleth got together and
unpublished it at last.

It is the same in all we do. Our mimeos grow new and we take them
to the store and sell them, haggling so we can get a low price. Our beanies
grow new and we put them off.

All the fans are gone now. Only I and Maot linger.
I had not realized it would be so soon. Now that we are near the end,

time seems to hurry.
Ours is a sad world, a backward world. Moskowitz writes a book and

years later the things it describes happen. There are fewer and fewer
prozines every year until in the early ’40s, many spring up, and others are
revived. But soon they, too, die. Ray Palmer leaves Amazing and T.
O’Conor Sloane takes over. Spaceways is published for awhile, but soon it
too reaches its first issue and disappears.

Once I thought the tide had turned. A printed fanzine was published
called Fantasy Magazine... it lasted for many issues, when almost all of the
others were gone. But it is gone now.

If there is a turning point, it will not come until the fan is one with the
nonfan.
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I read the second issue of Amazing. It is now put out by the grand
young man of science fiction, Hugo Gernsback. He too is failing – he is
forced to print stories by Verne and Wells, mere upstarts. The old stf
writers are gone. Only Poe, who once collaborated with Robert Bloch, is
around now.

Soon Amazing must vanish, and then Weird Tales must go.
But I will go on.

July 1957
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Fables for Fandom

The Hoax and the Gripes

There once was a young fan who wanted very much to be a famous BNF.
But nobody had ever heard of him, so he was very unhappy.

One day he got a wonderful idea. He would start a hoax! Then
everyone would know who he was, and they would respect him for his wit
and intelligence.

So he announced in his fanzine that Bob Tucker had died. “There!”
he said. “That will show them that I am very clever. Who else would be
able to think of such a thing?” And he waited for all the wonderful,
wonderful letters he would get.

But when the letters came, he found to his astonishment that
everybody was mad at him. They said he shouldn’t do such things, and
that everybody knew it was just a hoax, and that if they hadn’t known it
would have caused Bob Tucker a lot of trouble, and that he was a foolish
neofan who would never become a BNF.

And so the neofan thought awhile and then he said, “Oh well, I don’t
want to be a BNF anyway. If I was a BNF, foolish neofans would start
hoaxes saying I was dead.”

MORAL: Dishonesty is at best fallacy.

Rigor Mortis and the Dare

There was once a young faned who was very boastful. He told all his
correspondents that if he really wanted to, he could make his fanzine the
most popular one of all.

One day one of his correspondents who was also a faned made a bet
that he could make his fanzine more popular that the boastful faned’s zine.
And of course the boastful fellow took the bet.

He decided that the best way to make his fmz popular was to publish
it often, so he set a monthly schedule. He changed its name to Mortis
because he didn’t know what it meant and thought it sounded very
intelligent and would impress everybody.

But he had to work so fast to get his fanzine out every month that the
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fanzine wasn’t very good. He had to write most of the material himself,
and he had no time to rewrite it, so it was no good. And his layout was
hurried and sloppy, his reproduction poor. His fanzine was not very
popular even though it did appear every month.

Meanwhile, his rival faned published his fanzine quarterly, and he
took time to get the best of material, and he was careful with his layout and
reproduction. His fanzine was much more popular than the boastful
faned’s.

So the boastful faned decided to publish his fanzine even more often
– every two weeks. But now it was even more rushed and sloppy, and even
less popular than before. At last the rigors of publishing Mortis so often
got the boastful faned down and he went off to FAPA to die. The other
faned had won the bet, for his fanzine was voted into the Top Ten.

MORAL: Haste lacks taste.
23 July 1957
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My Fair Femmefan

I

The opening number takes place at a world convention. Iggens and
Bickering, two BNFs, are walking through the convention hotel. In the
background can be heard Sam Moskowitz. They are bewailing the
miserable state of fandom when they come upon Martha Coznowski, who
is hawking NFFF memberships.

IGGENS: Listen to her, mark the way she stutters,
Appalled by every horrid phrase she utters.
By rights she should be drummed clear out of fandom
For mispronouncing fannish words at random.

MARTHA: ...ess-tee-eff fans...

IGGENS: What a horrid thought!
...This is what that sercon foundation
Calls a truly fannish education.
Listen to this neo here, dropping aitches out of Bheer,
Using fanspeak any way she chooses.
You, girl – ever heard of Rapp?

MARTHA: Whattaya take me for, a Sap?

IGGENS: Listen to these infantile abuses!
Hear this neofan or worse
Utter ideas so perverse –
I’d just as soon have Degler on the scene.
Neos blithering at a con,
Just like this one...

MARTHA: ELRON, ELRON!

IGGENS: I ask you, now, precisely what’s that mean?
It’s ess-tee-eff and Elron that keep her in her place.
She might be very different with a sensitive fannish face.
Why can’t the Welcommittee teach new members how to fan,
Instead of trying to fit them into some great Cosmic Plan?

(to Bickering)
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If you believed this hogwash, you’d soon be on the shelf...
Or have to join the N3F yourself.

BICKERING: Go to hell.

IGGENS: A trufan’s way of thinking absolutely cubbyholes him;
He must be very careful when some rabblerouser polls him.
Why can’t the Welcommittee teach new members how to fan?
The pros know how to write, and critics all know how to pan.
Drinkers always drink from birth (at least I’m told they can).
Oh, why can’t the N3Fers learn... to... fan!

II

Iggens and Bickering decide to tutor Martha Coznowski and make her a
masterfanne who will be accepted in all fannish circles. As part of her
early fannish education she joins the local fanclub. At a meeting of this
Martha overhears some fans daydreaming aloud:

FIRST FAN: It’s rather dull in town, I think I’ll take me to Belfas’.

SECOND FAN: I’ve got some home brew here, I’ll pour me out a glass.

THIRD FAN: Why wait for egoboo? I’ll mail my mag first-class.

ALL: Wouldn’t it be loverly....

MARTHA: All I want is a hektograph,
And beside me just plain Falstaff;
Fanmags to make me laugh –
Oh, wouldn’t it be loverly....
Lots of prozines for me to read,
What a trufannish life I’d lead,
Yes, that’s the life I need –
Oh, wouldn’t it be loverly.
If I had my stf checklist all compiled and stencilled up,
I would be the happiest fan since Amazing was just a pup.
Someone there to slipsheet for me,
Sensitive and fannish as he can be,
Who likes to read ess-tee-eff, wouldn’t it be loverly, loverly, loverly.

III
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At the same meeting, Holloway, who is an old fan, tired and cynical,
expresses his views on fandom:

HOLLOWAY: The Ghreat Ghod Ghu gave fans the blasted mimeo
’Cause hektographic repro really stank.
The Ghreat Ghod Ghu gave fans the blasted mimeo, BUT
With a little bit o’ luck
With a little bit o’ luck
Someone else will turn the goddam crank.

ALL: With a little bit, with a little bit,
With a little bit o’ goddam luck!

HOLLOWAY: The Ghreat Ghod Ghu made bheer for inspiration,
So that our zines would not be filled with crud.
The Ghreat Ghod Ghu made bheer for inspiration, BUT
With a little bit o’ luck
With a little bit o’ luck
You can drink your bheer and never pub.

ALL: With a little bit, with a little bit,
With a little bit o’ goddam luck.

HOLLOWAY: Great Ghu says we should always welcome trufans,
And give them food and lodging when they roam.
Great Ghu says we should always welcome trufans, BUT
With a little bit o’ luck
With a little bit o’ luck
When they visit us we won’t be home.

ALL: With a little bit, with a little bit,
With a little bit o’ luck we won’t be home!

HOLLOWAY: Oh, it’s a crime when a faned folds his fanmag,
And fills subscribers’ hearts with grief and doubt.
Oh, it’s a crime when a faned folds his fanmag, BUT
With a little bit o’ luck
With a little bit o’ luck
The Better Business Bureau won’t find out.

ALL: With a little bit, with a little bit,
With a little bit o’ goddam luck!

HOLLOWAY: Oh, you must work to help support your fanzine,
Which is the right and proper thing to do.
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Oh, you must work to help support your fanzine, BUT
...With a little bit o’ luck
With a little bit o’ luck
Soon subscribers’ll be supporting you.

ALL: With a little bit, with a little bit,
With a little bit o’ goddam luck.

IV

As Martha’s education continues she is spending more and more time with
Iggens, whose friend Bickering speculates that perhaps they are falling in
love. Iggens protests to the contrary.

IGGENS: I find the moment I let a femmefan fall for me, she becomes
loving, attentive, and completely fuggheaded. I find the moment I fall for a
woman I begin to gafiate. So here I am, a confirmed bachelor, and likely to
remain so. After all, Bickering...

I’m an ordinary fan,
Who desires nothing more than do the others of his mold:
To fan exactly as he likes and drink as much as he can hold.
An average fan am I, of no insurgent whim,
Who pubs a fannish mag, not some rag
Concerned with recipes and silly frilled lace trim.
Just an ordinary fan... BUT
Let a femmefan in your life, and your fannishness takes a nosedive.
She’ll redecorate your room, sweep the place out with a broom;
When she’s cleared out all the refuse she will give it to her nephew’s

scrap-drive.
Oh, let a femmefan in your life, and fanning hasn’t got a chance!
You’ve a deadline, but you find she has something else in mind,
So although you ought to hurry you spend your evening in worry at a

dance.
You were a fan of grace and polish
Who never spoke above a hush.
Now all at once you’re using language
That would make Charles Burbee blush!
Oh, if you let a femmefan squeeze ye, then you’re courting

fannishthesia.
You will join the nonfan rabble, playing games like bridge or
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scrabble!
I maintain it’s less a pity to be on a con committee
Than to ever let a femmefan in your life.

I’m a quiet-living fan
Who, though he has a sense of humor, is content with silent laughter;
Who likes an atmosphere as restful as con-halls the morning-after.
A literary man am I, who finds stf quite a bore,
Who hasn’t read a utopian novel written since Sir Thomas More.
Yes, a quite conservative fan... BUT
Let a femmefan in your life, and you’ll say goodbye to fandom.
In a line that never ends come her dull, plebeian friends –
Though they’re her friends stout and true, very soon you’ll find that

you can’t stand ’em.
She’ll have an opinionated family, who will decide that fanning’s sin;
You will explain it’s just a hobby, but with plebeians... who can win?
Oh, let a femmefan in your life,
Let a femmefan in your life...!
I shall never let a femmefan in my life.

V

Following this, Iggens makes it a point to treat Martha as coldly as
possible. Martha, a typical young fan, wants to become a BNF, so she
tolerates his coldness and applies herself to her fannish studies. But her
indignation finds expression when she is alone.

MARTHA: Just you wait, Enry Iggens, just you wait!
For hell hath no fury like a femmefan’s hate!
When your old typer will not stencil,
I’ll hand you a sharpened pencil!
Just you wait, Enry Iggens, just you wait!
Just you wait, Enry Iggens, till your bills
From S.F. Bookclub are higher than the hills.
You’ll say, “Mail this money order” –
I’ll buy me a tape-recorder!
Ah-ha-ha, Enry Iggens, just you wait!
Ohhh, Enry Iggens, just you wait till you’re in Raeburn’s

“Derogation”.
Hah!! Enry Iggens – and you’re stomping ’round the room in
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irritation.
Though you’re full of indignation,
I’ll be laughing with elation –
Ah-ha-ha, Enry Iggens; oh-ho-ho, Enry Iggens,
Just you wait!
One day I’ll be famous; every fan will be stunned
By my beauty and wittiness; I’ll win the TAFF fund.
When Don Ford counts the ballots, he will write me and say,
“Your fare to England’s shores is on the way.”
Then an air-letter from the con committee is sent:
“Anything on the program that you want, we’ll present.”
“Thanks a lot boys,” I write back, “but as I’ve always said,
The only thing I want is Iggens’ head.”
“DONE!” writes the chairman with a stroke;
“I’m sending you passage for the bloke.”
Then you’ll think that you’re Big-Ponded, Iggens dear –
But you’ll make no guest-of-honor speech, I fear.
You’ll display your elocution
Only at your execution!
Ah-ha-ha, Enry Iggens; oh-ho-ho, Enry Iggens –
Just you wait!

VI

Martha’s education continues. Iggens, assisted by Bickering, is teaching
her some of the finer points of fannish pronunciation:

IGGENS: Snog and Blog in the Fog in 1957.

MARTHA (hesitatingly): Snog and Blog in the Fog in 1957.

IGGENS: Again...

MARTHA (more surely): Snog and Blog in the Fog in 1957.

IGGENS: I think she’s got it; I think she’s got it.

MARTHA: Snog and Blog in the Fog in 1957.

IGGENS: By Ghu, she’s got it; by Ghu, she’s got it!
Now, once again, where is the Blog?

MARTHA: In the fog, in the fog.
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IGGENS: And what do fans do in the fog?

MARTHA: They snog! They snog!

ALL: Snog and Blog in the Fog in 1957! (Hoohaw!) Snog and Blog in the
Fog in 1957!

IGGENS: In Bhoston, Bhloomington and Bhelfast,

MARTHA: Bhlighters all enjoy a bheerbust....
I have a Cosmic Mind, what do I do now?

IGGENS: Now once again, where is the Blog?

MARTHA: In the fog, in the fog!

IGGENS: And what do fans do in the fog?

MARTHA: They snog! They snog!

ALL: Snog and Blog in the Fog in 1957!
Snog and Blog in the Fog in 1957!

(The number ends with Iggens, Martha and Bickering joining in a wild
tango, amidst boisterous cries of “Arriba!” and “Los Cuentos
Fantasticos!”)

VII

It is months later, and Martha has completed her fannish education.
Iggens and Bickering take her to the London Convention, where she scores
a resounding success. All the con-goers wonder who the unknown
femmefan is, assuming she must be a well-known fanne making her first
appearance at a convention. After the last convention party is over, Iggens
and Bickering celebrate their victory.

BICKERING: Tonight old man, you did it, you did it, you did it!
I thought your plan was shaky, yes indeed I did.
I doubted that you’d make it; I hoped that you’d forsake it,
But now I’m very thankful that proceed you did!
You should get a Hugo, or a Laureate Award!

IGGENS: ’Twas nothing, really nothing.

BICKERING: All alone you swept each difficulty from the board!

IGGENS: Now wait, now wait, give credit where it’s due –
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A lot of the egoboo goes to you!

BICKERING: But you’re the one who did it, who did it, who did it!
Though our hopes at times were hazy, you were steady as Taurasi.
There’s no doubt about it – you did it!
I thought my beanie prop would wilt,
The way you pushed things to the hilt.
At times I was quite sure you’d pushed it too far.

IGGENS: Shortly after Registration, I discarded trepidation –
I left her by herself and went to the bar.

BICKERING: You should have seen them take the pause.
Everyone wondered who she was.

IGGENS: You’d think they’d never seen a trufanne before.

BICKERING: And when the Masquerade had gotten started
And BNFs flocked round her by the score,
I simply said, “You did it, you did it, you did it!”
They thought she was so fannish that at midnight she must vanish –
And they never knew that you did it!

IGGENS: Thank Roscoe for Goon Bleary – if he hadn’t been there I’d
have died of boredom.

BICKERING: Goon Bleary? Was he there?

IGGENS: Yes... that man’s so adept at the art of fansmanship
That I knew Miss Coznowski would have to consort with him sans a

slip.
Every fan at the con who was famous was under surveillance by that

shamus.
Finally I saw it was fuggheaded not to let him have his chance with

her,
So I stepped aside and let him dance with her.
Just to see what he could learn, he used fanspeak at every turn.
Every gambit he could play, he used to strip her mask away –
And when at last the dance was done, he grinned as though he’d made

a pun.
Leering beneath his moustache, that horrible fuzz,
He announced from the rostrum that he knew who she was!

BICKERING: No!

IGGENS: Quite so!
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“Her manners are quite poor,” he said, “that clearly indicates that
she’s trufannish.

“Whereas nonfans have their social rules, we trufans don’t, because
we’re slannish.

“And although I’ve only spoken with her briefly and at random,
“I can tell you that she is of – First Fandom!”

BICKERING: But she’s only twenty!

IGGENS: Quite so.

BICKERING: This evening, sir, you did it, you did it, you did it!
You said that you could do it, and indeed you did.
I thought that you would rue it; I doubted you’d do it,
But now I must admit it – yes, succeed you did!

VIII

At the London convention Martha has met Freddie Bunker-Hill, an
American fan. In the weeks that follow their return to the States, Freddie
courts her in his fannish fashion but, as Tucker could have predicted,
Freddie knows nothing of normal romance. Finally he gets up the nerve to
propose to Martha:

FREDDIE: Your writing’s the ultimate in humor, and there’s a rumor
referring to we two:

They say that our styles go well together; I wonder whether –

MARTHA: Egoboo!
Always egoboo! I get praise all day through,
First from him, now from you! Is that all trufans can do?
Don’t drag emotion through fannish mire –
If you’re on fire, tell me!
Ever since I met you at the Londonvention dance,
You’ve only spoken to me of fans!
If you think that fanac makes you consummately glad,
Sometime try to kiss a hekto pad!
Has some unlucky love twisted your mind?
Can’t you unwind? – Tell me, tell me!
Don’t talk of raising Twelfth Fandomites –
Certainly you must know how to tell me now!

28



IX

Meanwhile, the old-timer, Holloway, has decided to quit fandom, and in
his honor the local fanclub throws a huge party on his last night as a fan,
calling it the Gafianquet. Holloway arrives at the party feeling tired and
not very fannish....

ALL: There’s just a few more hours, that’s all the time you’ve got;
You’ll be a nonfan at midnight on the dot.

HOLLOWAY: My reputation’s all over fandom, and I’ve got to live up to
it for just a few more hours....

I’m quitting fandom in the morning,
Retiring from this tiresome fannish life.
But this evening I must join this bheerbust
And let my fan instincts run rife.
I’m gafiating in the morning,
Giving my crifanac the knife.
Neos, come and zap me – everyone be happy,
And let the fan instincts run rife!
If I am drinking, pour me some more;
If I get sercon, kick me out the door!
For I’m quitting fandom in the morning,
Retiring from this fascinating life –
I’ll be normal tomorrow, but tonight I’ll drown my sorrow,
And let my fan instincts run rife!

ALL: Oh, he’s quitting fandom in the morning,
Retiring from this tiresome fannish life....

HOLLOWAY: I hate to leave it behind me, so everyone please remind me
That fandom’s just a way of strife!

ALL: He’s turning normal in the morning,
Giving his crifanac the knife....

HOLLOWAY: Though fandom is madness, ere I leave this sad mess,
I’ll let my fan instincts run rife.
If I get plastered, put me to bed;
If I plan a fanzine, club me on the head!
For I’m quitting fandom in the morning,
Giving up this silly fannish life;
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Tonight is my last fling, so let’s have the bells ring!
And let your fan instincts, those crazy fan instincts,
Oh, cut loose and let your fan instincts run rife!

X

At the Gafianquet, Martha suddenly becomes angry with Iggens and
rushes out of the room crying. Iggens subsequently finds that she has
moved away, leaving no word.

IGGENS: What in all of Hyphen can have prompted her to go, after I
helped her rise to glory?

Hiding out in isolation... can this be a gafiation? I must say it’s a quite
perplexing story!

Women are mundane, that’s all I have to say for that! Their reading
matter’s always nonfan rags.

Their lives are shaped by loutish, boorish, clownish, churlish,
lowbrow plebeian, proletarian mags!

...Why can’t a woman be more like a fan?

BICKERING: Hmm?

IGGENS: Yes... why can’t a woman be more like a fan?
Fen are progressive, with a free-thinking view,
More wise than Confucius, more strong than the Poo.
They’ve clear-thinking minds – always know where they’re at.
Why can’t a woman be like that?
They dote on all that Billy Graham’s said.
Their conversation’s empty, and a babble, too.
Why don’t they learn to think like Sociologists instead?
Why can’t a woman just act like a fan?
Fen are so witty; I find that when I’m
With a fan I’m assured of a very good time.
A woman grows angry if just once you start to pettin’ her.

BICKERING: How prudish!

IGGENS: What’s even worse, their conversation’s quite dull too.

BICKERING: Dim-witted!

IGGENS: Would you get shocked if I should swear at my Gestetner?

BICKERING: Of course not!

30



IGGENS: Well, why can’t a woman be like you?
One fan in a hundred may watch TV
(For after all, one might see Berry there!)
And you and I each have some small deficiency,
But by and large we are a marvelous pair.
Why can’t a woman behave more like a fan?
Fan-thinking is calm, open-minded and free.
We’re never conceited; why, just look at me!
If fuggheads disagree with us, we just ignore them.

BICKERING: Naturally!

IGGENS: If we get panned by Claude Hall, do we make a fuss?

BICKERING: Of course not!

IGGENS: We don’t start feuds with them – we quietly abhor them.

BICKERING: Quite logical!

IGGENS: Well, why can’t a woman be like us?
Why can’t a woman be more like a fan?
Why, only a fan (and I’m sure you’ll agree)
Would pub your last-minute FAPActivity –
Now, take Dean Grennell, he’s a typical fan.
Why can’t a woman be a Good Man?
Why is thinking something women never do?
Read Gemzine and you’ll see just what I mean,
Thinking with their typer’s all they ever do;
Sometimes I doubt they keep their typers clean!
Why can’t a woman be more like a fan?
If I were a woman who’d been to a con,
Been made guest of honor, and such goings-on,
Would I start weeping as though I had due cause for sadness?
Act like I’d lost all rationality?
Would I run off and not announce my change of address?!
Well, why can’t a woman... be like me?

XI

Iggens finally finds out where Martha has moved to, and visits her. When
asked why she left him, she delivers a tirade:
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MARTHA: What a fool I was, what a dull, fuggheaded fool,
To think you were the earth and sky!
What a fool I was, what a bright-eyed, simple fool,
What a neofannish fool was I!
No, my trufannish-type friend,
You are not the beginning and the end!
There’ll be cons every year without you;
FAPA will still be here without you.
There’ll be good old J.D.,
There’ll be I.S.F.C.C.,
Quinn will still send If free without you!
Science Fiction Times will thrive without you!
Somehow Forry will survive without you,
And there will still be blog
Where they snog in the fog;
LassFass will meet in the smog without you –
We can do without you!
You, mighty drinker who’s always plastered –
You’re just a stupid cosmic-minded crackpot!
We’ll have South Gate in ’58 without you
(That con too will start late without you);
And if you must know, dear, Milwaukee still will make beer without

you!
Without your buying them, the prozines survive;
Without your carrying them, the mails arrive.
Without your lifting, drinkers all get high –
If they can get along without you, so can I!
I can still be well-known without you;
I can put on my own without you.
So go ’way, little man, I can still be a fan without you!

XII

Iggens subsequently learns that Martha is to marry Freddie Bunker-Hill.
Alone at home, he mixes himself a nuclear fizz, and reflects that it is
nowhere near as good as the fizzes Martha mixes....

IGGENS: Fout, fout, fout, fout!
I’ve grown accustomed to her fizz!
She makes housecleaning seem worthwhile –
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I’ve grown accustomed to the aisles she’s cleared through messy
piles,

And I’m not bothered by the glare from polished silverware.
It’s quite familiar to me now,
This cleaning-up and putting-away,
My home was supremely fannish, quite a wreck before we met;
Sure, I could just mess it up that way again... and yet
I’ve grown accustomed to her typer,
Quite fond of her LPs,
Accustomed to her fizz.

Marry Freddie! What a starry-eyed idea. What a goshwowboyoboyish
thing to do!

She’ll regret it! She’ll regret it! It’s doomed before they ever reach the
altar.

I can see her now, Mrs. Freddie Bunker-Hill, in a small apartment
loaded down with stf.

Bunker-Hill proves to be sexless, but his wife’s a woman still, so
she’s mothering the good old N3F!

Each member now becomes her son or daughter, and the
Welcommittee’s her delivery room;

She’ll continue this perverted life he’s brought her till the day she’s
laid to rest inside her tomb!

HAH!
But perhaps she’ll see the error in her way, and she’ll leave poor

seedless Freddie in the lurch.
Then she’ll come to me and kneel to me and say, “You were right,

you should’ve stopped us at the church.”
HAH!
Poor, dear Martha! How simply frightful!
How degrading! How delightful!
How gratified I’ll be when she begs me take her back,
When she huddles on her knees outside my door,
Maternally frustrated, all for Freddie’s lack –
Shall I take her in, or send her right back home?
Should she live with me, or ever after roam?...
I’m a most forgiving fan... BUT
I will never take her back, tho she be crying in the snow!
Let her say that from now on she’ll do all assembly work! –
I shall coldly tell her where to go!
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Marry Freddie – HAH!

But I’m so used to hear her play “The Planets” every day,
Its highs, its lows, the way the ending goes –
Of course, I could just buy the thing
And get all this off my mind....
I’m very glad she’s not trufannish; I can treat her like a pet,
Rather like a lower form of life that talks – and yet
I’ve grown accustomed to the trace
Of... something... in this drink,
Accustomed to her fizz.

(Iggens disgustedly throws his drink into the fire. Martha enters; they
embrace. Curtain.)

Epilogue

The next day Iggens and Martha have an argument, and Martha leaves
again. She marries Freddie and lives happily ever after, Iggens remains a
confirmed old bachelor, and George Bernard Shaw is content.*

* In a long addendum to Pygmalion, Shaw insisted for several
pages that Higgins would always remain a bachelor and pupil Eliza
would marry her young suitor, Freddy Eynsford-Hill. To assume that
the heroine of a romance “must have married the hero of it” is
“unbearable”, Shaw snorted.

November 1957
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Charles Burbee: The Compleat
Machiavelli

Charles Burbee put one over on us.
Ron Ellik and I have been making periodic trips down to the Los

Angeles area during the past several months, making it a point to drop in
on Burbee each time. The first time we went to Burbee’s, I brought along a
copy of The Innish to give to him, the issue having been just completed.
Burbee saw the 84 pages of the zine (85, if you count the page I ran twice),
and he shook his head in amazement at all the energy it must have taken.
“Why, that’s fantastic,” he said. “Eighty-four pages. That’s fantastic.” He
was astounded, as they say.

We told him that in addition to this we were editing and publishing a
weekly newspaper for Barrington Hall, the co-op boarding and rooming
house where we live. We mentioned that we were also in FAPA and had
magazines to do therein. We told him that eighty-four pages really wasn’t
so much. But he just shook his head.

I think he was scheming even then.
The next time we visited Burbee was a few months later, coincidently

right after I published the seventh issue of Innuendo. Of course we took a
copy to give to him. It ran to a little more than 40 pages.

“Forty pages,” said Burbee. “Why, you were just here a month or so
ago with a fanzine that was almost a hundred pages. How do you do it?”

We just grinned, pleased at his amazement, and said that it was really
nothing. Then we came back to Berkeley and published the Barrington
newspaper the night we got back, dated it prominently, and mailed it to
Burbee the next day. He wrote to us and said we were publishing giants.

That was when Burbee really had us going. He had a tag-line now,
and he played it for all it was worth. “Publishing giants,” he called us in
postcards and letters for the next few weeks. “How do you do it?” he
marvelled.

Well, he called us publishing giants so much we began to fall for it.
“After all,” said Ron to me, “look at all the stuff we publish. Wouldn’t
Burbee be surprised to find that one month after you published The Innish
you produced your Cultzine, which was 56 pages!” I grinned and said,
“Yes, I should have sent him a copy of that. I would have liked to have
seen his reaction to that.”
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Our phenomenal feats began to obsess us. We even made plans
specially calculated to astonish Burbee. With the next issue of Innuendo,
for instance, we planned to run off about 75 copies of one page (preferably
one with no illustrations on it, just type) – run off 75 extra copies of that
page, that is. We were going to staple them in with a regular copy of the
issue, to pad it out. Burbee wouldn’t have noticed for awhile that it was a
fake, and we were sure he would be amazed.

We made another trip to L.A., and again saw Burbee. While there we
mentioned that we had just got the idea for a weekly news fanzine and
would possibly start it up soon. Then we came home and published the
first issue as soon as we arrived back, and mailed it to Burbee. He
responded as we’d hoped, again calling us publishing giants and making
typoes in his amazement.

About that time Isabel Burbee wrote to us and told us that there
would be a surprise birthday party for Burbee again this year, and she
wondered if we would publish a collection of Burbee’s writings to be
distributed at this party. Now that I think of it, she had obviously been in
on this whole thing with her husband right from the start.

Anyway, her suggestion fell on fertile ground. Why, we’re publishing
giants, we said to each other. Of course we’ll do this Burbee anthology!

And we wrote back to Isabel affirmatively, meanwhile gloating to
ourselves at how surprised Burbee would be when we came to the birthday
party with a fifty page collection of his writings.

We didn’t quite realize what we were getting into, of course, or we
probably wouldn’t have accepted Isabel’s suggestion. And of course we
didn’t realize until later that it was all a plot on the part of the Burbees.
First, they gave us all that egoboo about what energetic and amazing
fellows we were, publishing reams and reams of fanzines effortlessly.
Then Isabel wrote and suggested the Burbee collection, telling us to keep
the party and the collection very secret. And we fell for the secrecy part,
too.

We should have used our heads. You see, Burbee wrote to a friend of
Ron’s, John Trimble, and asked him for some information about a LASFS
member, and when John replied, he said that Ellik knew more about the
individual than John did, and suggested that Burbee collar Ron at his
birthday party and ask him then. Burbee didn’t seem surprised at this. But
we didn’t suspect the great secrecy of the party yet.

Then the last time we were in L.A., we went over to Burbee’s with
Trimble, among others, and John forgot to pick up his camera tripod when
we were leaving. Burbee phoned us up at Len Moffatt’s that night to tell
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John of this, and John said, “Well, I can’t come over tomorrow to get it –
tell you what, I’ll pick it up at your birthday party.” Burbee didn’t make
any questioning comment even at this second reference to what was
presumably a deep dark secret – and still we didn’t suspect.

But now, after days and days of typing stencils for the Burbee
collection, we see the whole plot. A man’s mind becomes sharp under
pressure, and believe me the work we’ve put into this collection and the
work which remains has put us all under a great strain. So we have figured
out the whole scheme, as you can see. And at last we realize that Charles
Burbee told us we were publishing giants so that we would be duped into
taking on the task of doing a collection of his writings.

If this article reads like pseudo-Burbee, I apologize. You see, I’ve
been typing Burbee articles for the last five days.

May 1958
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The BNF of Iz

Written with Ron Ellik

Chapter 1: The Cyclone
Chapter 2: The Scarecrow
Chapter 3: The Cowardly Lion
Chapter 4: The Tin Woodsfan
Chapter 5: Proville
Chapter 6: The Kalidahs
Chapter 7: The Field of Rosebuds
Chapter 8: The Beautiful Amber City
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Chapter 1: The Cyclone

Dorothy lived in the middle of the great western plains, far away from any
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other fans. She was a very lonely little fanne, who could not afford to go to
the annual World Conventions, and had been only to one Oklacon. She
lived with her Uncle Henry and Aunt Em on a poor and simple farm in
Kansas, with no newsstands nearby, so that she only got stfmags when
James L. Quinn sent her If every other month, and now and then when Ray
Palmer sent her sample copies of Other Worlds with pleading form letters.
But since the farm was so poor, she couldn’t afford to sub to Other
Worlds, and she was very unhappy. And then one day she heard that Other
Worlds had folded, and she sat down and cried.

Presently she fell asleep, and while she dreamed of meeting lots of
fans and being very fannish, the sky darkened and the wind began to howl
from all directions. The house began to shake, and Dorothy awoke to find
Aunt Em gathering up clothes and running for the storm cellar. “Your
Uncle Henry is looking after the livestock,” she shouted to the sleepy girl.
“Come save yourself!” But Dorothy ran to save her precious collection of
If and the stencils she had typed for her fanzine. She put them all in the
storm cellar, and then ran back out for her beanie.

All of a sudden, the howling winds became a great cyclone, with its
center right in the center of the house, and the small house shook so hard
that she lost her footing and sat down suddenly upon the floor. The house
began to rise, and it turned around two or three times. Dorothy felt as if
she were going up in a balloon, and she thought to herself, “This must be
what it feels like to see your name in print.”

The house was carried miles and miles, as easily as you could carry a
feather, and looking out the window, Dorothy could see Kansas getting
smaller and smaller behind her. Hour after hour passed away, and slowly
she got over her fright; but the wind shrieked so loudly all about her that
she nearly became deaf. It was almost as bad as listening to Sam
Moskowitz talk. But as the hours passed and nothing terrible happened,
she stopped worrying, and resolved to wait calmly and see what the future
would bring. At last she crawled over the swaying floor to her bed, and lay
down upon it; in spite of the swaying house, she soon closed her eyes and
fell fast asleep.

Chapter 2: The Scarecrow

After a long while, the house landed with a gentle bump! Dorothy went to
the door, and when she opened it she saw that she had landed in a lovely
land of flowers and light blue grass, right next to a road of purple brick.
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There was a field of grain nearby, and she saw a scarecrow in it. Banks of
gorgeous flowers were on every hand, and a little way off was a small
brook, rushing and sparkling along between blue, grassy banks. It was a
very beautiful land, but suddenly Dorothy realized that she didn’t know
where she was, and she became a little frightened. “Oh dear,” she said. She
looked up and down the road, but didn’t see anyone who might help her.

“Oh dear!” she said again, “where am I?”
From somewhere off to her right came a gay voice: “Why bless my

beanie, it’s a little fanne!” As Dorothy looked up, the voice continued,
“And she wants to know where she is!”

The voice came from the scarecrow, placed high on a pole in the
field. Its head was a small sack stuffed with straw, with eyes, nose and
mouth painted on it to represent a face. A straw propellor beanie was
perched on the head. “This is the Grunchkin land.”

“Why... why, you can talk!” exclaimed Dorothy. And then, because
she was a fanne and therefore used to strange things, she added, “But
where is the Grunchkin land?” It suddenly occurred to her that perhaps she
had been carried off to a faraway state... or maybe even out of the United
States!

“You’re in Iz!” said the scarecrow. He made a very funny picture,
hanging on a pole and flapping his arms about while his bent and
bedraggled beanie almost fell off his head. “And of course I can talk...
everybody can talk in Iz! Even mimeos talk, if they feel like it... just try to
overwork a mimeo these days. Why, they’ve even formed a union and got
the BNF to grant them a limit of six-weekly schedules as the shortest a
faned can have. Humph! I suppose the next thing they’ll want will be time-
and-a-half for one-shots!”

“Great Ghu!” said Dorothy. “Why, this must be the True Fandom that
I’ve read about! Where everyone is a fan, even the animals and machines
and all!”

“The same,” smiled the Scarecrow. “Although there is a cat in the
Amber City that doesn’t talk at all. Of course, that’s because he’s a nonfan
and hasn’t anything to say. His name is Kitter.”

Dorothy laughed. “Then why is he here in Iz, if he’s a nonfan?”
“Well, someone from outside came here, and brought the cat with

him, I hear,” replied the Scarecrow.
“Why doesn’t he go back outside?” asked Dorothy.
“Well, maybe he likes to be able to talk with intelligent people,

instead of just other cats, even if he never does. And then again, I hear that
once you’re in Iz, you can’t get out unless the BNF says you can. He lives
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in the Amber City.”
“Oh!” said Dorothy. “But I have to get back home!”
“Don’t worry about your parents,” said the Scarecrow. “They’ll never

miss you. I’ll bet since you entered that fandom outside of Iz they’ve
hardly seen you anyway. Fans don’t make good daughters and sons, unless
the parents happen to be fans too.”

“But I’m not worried about my parents!” cried Dorothy. “I have to
get back because I left over thirty cut stencils there for my fanzine, and I
don’t have the original copies of the material with me!” She thought for a
moment. “I’ll have to go to the Amber City myself and have the BNF help
me,” she said. “How do I get there from here?”

“Well,” said the Scarecrow, “it’s a long way. If you could get me
down from this pole, I could accompany you to the Amber City myself. I
want to see the BNF anyway, so that I can get a new beanie. You know
that beanies protect the fannish headbone from unfannish thoughts... well,
my beanie is so worn out that I’m afraid I’ll turn into a nonfan if I don’t
look out.”

“Oh dear!” said Dorothy. “That’s dreadful.”
The Scarecrow smiled. “But the BNF will give me a new one,” he

said.
Dorothy reached up both arms and lifted the figure off the pole – for,

being stuffed with straw, he was quite light. “Now then – which way?”
asked Dorothy gaily.

The Scarecrow laughed. “We’ll just follow this road here. It will take
us all the way to the Amber City.”

And so they set off down the little road of purple brick. On one side
of the road Dorothy saw a sign which said, “Path of Trufandom”. “My,”
said the little fanne, “the Path of Trufandom leads to the Enchanted
Duplicator, doesn’t it?”

“Yes,” said the Scarecrow. “Of course, all roads in Iz are Paths of
Trufandom, because they all lead to the Amber City. The Enchanted
Duplicator is there, in the BNF’s slan-palace.”

Chapter 3: The Cowardly Lion

The two travellers continued on their way for some time, wandering gaily
along through the colorful countryside, the Scarecrow now and then doing
a little fan-dance for Dorothy, and Dorothy singing some of the fannish
songs she knew.
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She had just finished singing a happy little tune called “When You
Wore A Beanie And I Rode A Pogomobile”, when a great lion bounded
into the road, growling ferociously.

“Stop!” roared the lion. “I am in the mood for feuding, and I want to
feud with you!”

The Scarecrow jumped back frantically, falling all over himself and
making quite a comical sight. Dorothy, seeing a teeny-tiny beanie perched
atop the monstrous head of the lion, burst into gales of laughter, and when
she saw the floundering Scarecrow, her laughter only mounted.

The lion frowned and grumbled. “Well, do you want to feud with
me?”

“Oh, I don’t want to feud with anybody!” Dorothy managed to gasp,
between giggles.

“No, no, no no nonono!” screamed the Scarecrow, who had fallen on
his back and was trying to get up at the same time and put his beanie back
on. At the sight of this, Dorothy once more burst out in delighted laughter.

And suddenly a most incredible thing happened – the lion started to
cry! Great tears rolled out of his eyes and he set up a terrible moaning and
groaning; he covered his eyes with his huge paws, and rocked back and
forth, making a very strange sight.

“Why, what is the matter?” said Dorothy, for she had a very gentle
heart and didn’t like to see anyone cry.

“Oh, I started to feel so terrible,” blubbered the lion. “I tried to be a
brave fan and start a feud with you, but you just laughed. I’m a terrible
coward, and don’t really know how to feud. Do you know that I’ve never
started a feud with anyone in my whole life?”

“Well,” said Dorothy, “that’s hardly the way to start a feud; I mean
just jumping out in front of a person like that.”

“Yes,” said the Scarecrow, recovering himself now that the lion
seemed very harmless. “You should know better than that!”

“But it was the only thing I could think of, and if I’d waited any
longer, you would have been out of the forest, and I just HAD to feud. I
hope I didn’t hurt you, though.” With this, the lion started to wipe his eyes
with his tail, and really looked very friendly and kind. “I wish something
could be done about my cowardliness,” he said, “because I’ve always been
on the defensive in feuds with other fans, and nobody can stop a fellow if
he gets in there first, you know.”

Dorothy smiled kindly. She didn’t feud with anybody herself, but she
knew that to a lot of people it was the most interesting part of fandom.
“Why don’t you come with us?” she suggested. “We’re going to the
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Amber City, where I’m going to have the BNF help me get back to
Kansas, and the Scarecrow wants to get a new beanie to protect his
headbone from unfannish thoughts. Why, I bet the BNF would be able to
help you out too.”

The bright little fanne, smiling so sweetly, cheered up the lion
immediately. “Oh, could I?” he asked. “I’d be so grateful! I’ve always
wanted to meet the BNF, but I’ve been afraid I’d meet someone and he’d
start feuding with me, and...” With that, the huge beast almost started to
cry again.

“Now, now, don’t cry,” said Dorothy. “Now that you’ve decided to
do something about it, everything will work out wonderfully.” So the three
companions started out on the road of purple brick, talking of the fans they
had met, and of conventions. The lion boasted proudly of the costume he
was going to wear to the South Gate Convention.

“Oh!” exclaimed Dorothy. “Are you going to leave Iz to go to South
Gate?”

Her two friends turned to look at her. “Of course not,” said the Lion.
“We shall merely follow this very same road until we come to the south
gate of the Amber City, where it’s always 1958, and where the annual
convention is always held.”

Dorothy was astounded at this, and wondered that such a wonderful
fairy fandom could exist, where time stood still in 1958 and all roads led to
the Enchanted Duplicator.

Chapter 4: The Tin Woodsfan

The sun shined brightly and the birds sang sweetly, and Dorothy did not
feel nearly as bad as you might think a little fanne would who had
suddenly been whisked away from her own country and set down in the
midst of a strange land. She was right at home, enjoying the talk about
conventions and strange fans, and the road seemed to whisk away beneath
her feet. As they were passing a very dense part of the forest, they were
startled to hear a deep groan nearby.

As they took a few steps into the forest, they heard another groan, and
Dorothy was startled to see something shining in a ray of sunshine that fell
between the trees. She ran to the place, and then stopped short with a cry
of surprise.

One of the big trees had been partly chopped through, and standing
beside it, with an uplifted axe in his hands, was a Tin Woodsfan, frozen in
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the act of swinging his axe. “Oh!” exclaimed Dorothy. “Do you think we
could help him?”

“Well, I don’t know how,” said the Scarecrow. “He’s all rusted. We’d
need something to correct that.”

“Oh, I have some correction fluid!” said Dorothy and, taking a small
bottle from her pocket, she began to apply the fluid to the joints of the
rusted Tin Woodsfan.

The lion sniffed around the tin figure’s feet, and asked, “Do you... do
you suppose he’ll start a feud with us after we revive him?”

The figure groaned once, and said, “Oh, gracious no! I’m much too
grateful to you for releasing me.” With that, the Lion bounded away from
the Tin Fan, for he had not expected him to come to life quite so quickly.

“Are you... are you quite all right now?” asked Dorothy.
“Well,” said the Tin Woodsfan, “I wish you’d touch up my beanie

prop – it won’t spin.”
“Oh, do it, Dorothy!” cried the Scarecrow. “The beanie won’t protect

him from unfannish thoughts if it’s not in good working order!”
“Thank you,” said the Woodsfan as Dorothy spun the beanie prop and

it worked like new. “I would never feud with anyone who helped me,” he
said, “although I will admit that I have nothing against feuding. Sometimes
I wonder if I wouldn’t even like to be in one again. It bothers me, because
normally feuds don’t interest me. Maybe I like feuding because when I
was made they forgot to put a heart in me.”

“That’s terrible!” said Dorothy. “How did you get all rusted like
that?”

“Well, long ago,” said the Tin Woodsfan, “a fan and I were feuding,
and the fan decided to drive me out of fandom. But no one can leave Iz
because of the great burning desert called Public Contempt which
surrounds this fannish land, and since nobody ever gafiates while still
inside the country, he had to cast a spell of immobility upon me. One day
when I was chopping wood to make paper for my fanzine, he cast his spell,
and there I’ve been until you came along.”

“How dreadful!” exclaimed Dorothy. “I didn’t know they still had
such evil fen. We’ve never heard of anything like that in Kansas.”

“I do not know where Kansas is, but tell me, is it a civilized country?”
“Oh, yes,” said Dorothy. “We have electric mimeos, and automatic

slipsheeters and everything.”
“Then that accounts for it,” said the Woodsfan. “In the civilized

countries I believe there are no wizards left; nor hectos, nor sorceresses.
But, you see, the Land of Iz has never been civilized, for we are cut off
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from the rest of the world. Therefore we still have exclusion acts and
hectoed fanzines amongst us. It is really a wonderful place to live, for
while you must take the bitter with the sweet, the sweet is so sweet. If I
only had a heart, I should dearly love to live in Iz.”

“Why don’t you accompany us to the Amber City?” asked the
Scarecrow. “You could have the BNF give you a heart.” And the Tin
Woodsfan agreed.

Chapter 5: Proville

So the little band of travellers went on along the little purple brick road to
the Amber City. After they had travelled for some time, they came to a
curious little village where all the houses had false fronts, with magnificent
pillars and spires, but behind them were only dirty little shacks.
Wondering at this, the four adventurers trotted gaily along the road
through the village.

The people of the village were the oddest fans any of them had ever
seen. There were only a few of them on the street, but all of them were thin
and boney, and they rushed around terribly fast.

“Say there!” the Scarecrow called to one of them. “What village is
this, and how far is it to the capital?”

“This is the village of Futurepro,” said the fan proudly. “The capital,
Proville, is just a little way past here.”

“But the capital is the Amber City,” said the Tin Woodsfan.
“Amber City?” said the fan. “Never heard of it. Proville is the only

capital I know of.”
“Why are you so thin?” asked the Lion.
“Because we have so little to eat,” replied the fan. “We are the stf

writers of tomorrow, and until we become pros we must suffer for our art,
so we have little to eat. We needn’t worry, though, because we are getting
the ultimate value out of fandom.”

“I thought no one had to eat food in Iz,” said the Scarecrow. “Don’t
you live on egoboo that you get from other fans?”

“Oh, great Campbell, no!” exclaimed the fan. “Why, we have very
little to do with fans, except those who live in Serconville, which is just
this side of Proville. The fans in Serconville sometimes give us egoboo,
but not very much, so we have to live on food.”

“Why, that’s just like being a nonfan,” whispered the Lion to
Dorothy.
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“The pros are nice, though,” the emaciated fan continued. “They give
us lots of rejection slips, which we process in our free hours and make into
typing paper, so that we can write more stories.”

“It sounds like a silly circle to me,” said Dorothy.
“It’s all because you’ve let your beanies get in bad shape,” said the

Scarecrow. “Why don’t you come to the Amber City with us and have the
BNF fix your beanie?”

“Oh, heavens, no!” cried the Futurepro. “I have to finish the story I’m
writing now. Maybe some other time.” And with that he ran into a nearby
house. In a moment the little group heard the sound of typing.

“Sounds like a typewriter instead of a typer,” commented the
Scarecrow. “This village abounds in fakefanism, I tell you. It’s all because
of the condition of their beanies.”

Anxious to leave such an unfannish place, the little band went
through the village hurriedly and in a few minutes arrived at the next
village.

“This must be Serconville,” said Dorothy. “Perhaps they can tell us
how far it is to the Amber City, if they are so serious and constructive.”

They went into the village and the Lion stopped a fan. “How far is it
to the Amber City?” he asked.

“Why do you want to go there?” asked the fan. Dorothy saw that he
had no propellor at all on his beanie, but instead a tassel similar to those
found on graduation caps. “We have everything here in Serconville that
the Amber City has, and more,” said the fan.

“Has the BNF ever been here?” asked Dorothy.
“BNF?” The Serconfan looked incredulous. “Of course not! Silly

fannish figure, that’s all he is. We devote our minds to higher things than
BNFs.”

“Well, then, we’ll keep going,” said Dorothy firmly, and the party
continued along the purple road through Serconville. “I suppose Proville
will be next,” said Dorothy.

In a bit, they found she was wrong, for without even leaving
Serconville they came to a sign announcing that they were in
Hucksterville, which soon proved to be only a slum section of Serconville.
All the inhabitants were wearing beanies with fan wampum signs on them.
Knowing the nature of hucksters, the fans hurried through that section until
they came to Proville.

There was a high wall about the city of Proville, and a heavy iron gate
guarding the entrance. The Scarecrow ran up to this and pounded on it
with his fist, but got no response. Then the lion reared up on his hind legs
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and gave a great roar. “My heavens!” said Dorothy, holding her ears.
“That ought to get some response!”

The Lion blushed and said, “Well, I really seem more dangerous than
I am. Even my claws are dull from pounding on my typer, and some of
them are broken from removing staples from fanzines.”

Just then the gate creaked open and a pro peeked out. Seeing the
beanie atop the Lion’s head, he said, “Oh, it’s only some fans,” and started
to close the gate again.

“Wait!” cried the Tin Woodsfan. “We wish to enter your city so that
we can follow the road of Purple Brick!”

“But I’m not supposed to let any fans in here,” said the pro.
“We’ll just be going right out the other side again,” said Dorothy.

“And anyway, you’re blocking the Path of Trufandom that leads to the
Amber City and the Enchanted Duplicator!”

“Yes!” shouted the Tin Woodsfan. “You’re not supposed to do that!”
Grudgingly, the pro swung open the gate. “Well, maybe we are

blocking the Path of Trufandom, but the only people around here are those
in Futurepro, Serconville and Hucksterville, and none of them ever worried
much about it.”

“Well, why did you even put up an old wall like this around your
city?” asked Dorothy.

“Those blasted hucksters and serconfans are always trying to get in
here,” said the pro. “Especially the hucksters – they even tried to get
Hucksterville made a part of Proville once! We like these people, for many
of us were once futurepros, but we can’t stand them sometimes.”

The companions wondered at this and stared very thoughtfully at the
many pros who sat in their houses typing or reading. Then they came to
one house where a man was using three telephones, typing at a great rate,
and consulting with four other pros at the same time.

“That is his majesty, King John. We let him be king because he has
been a pro longer than any of the rest of us, and is the best pro for miles
around. He’s getting the next issue of Izstounding Stories ready right
now.”

After watching the busy king working himself into a nervous
breakdown, the four travellers left the city in a hurry. “I certainly wouldn’t
want to be king of the pros,” said the Scarecrow, and the others sadly
agreed with him.

Chapter 6: The Kalidahs
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As soon as they had left Proville, the companions found themselves once
more deep in the forest, where the road of Purple Brick was in bad repair,
and very hard to follow, for the trees on each side of the road grew up very
high, and came together overhead, so that the sun could not be seen.

In the very middle of the forest, they heard a wild growling on either
side of them, and the Lion shrank up against the Woodsfan, shivering.

“Why, what are you afraid of?” asked the Tin Fan, when the Lion
nearly knocked him over with his fright and shaking.

“There’s – there’s Kalidahs out there, in the forest!” stuttered the
Lion, his teeth chattering.

“Whatever are Kalidahs?” asked Dorothy.
The Lion quieted down somewhat as he began to see that nobody else

was afraid, and that they were all listening to him. “Oh, you’ve probably
never heard of them in the outside world,” he said. “They are fierce,
gigantic beasts who attack travellers in the forest. They’ll attack us too!”

“Have they ever attacked you before?” asked the Scarecrow.
“No – of course not. Do you think I’d be here if they had? No, thank

Ghu, I’ve never even seen one of the monsters.” With this, he wiped his
brow with his tail in relief.

“But if you’ve never seen one, how do you know they are so terrible?
I bet you don’t really know anything more about them than we do,” said
the Tin Woodsfan, scoffing at the poor frightened Lion.

“Well,” said the Lion, looking very small for such a great animal,
“you just wait until they attack us, and you can see for yourself what they
are like!”

Just then there was a terrible roar from right behind them, and the
Lion took to vibrating again.

“They’re coming after us!” he shouted. “Hurry, hurry, let’s run!”
“They do sound very frightening,” said Dorothy uncertainly.
Then the Lion screamed in terror, for he had just heard a rustling in

the brush behind them. “They’re coming, they’re coming!” he screamed,
covering his eyes with his paws. “They’ll get us!”

The Tin Fan and the Scarecrow were leaning over the frightened
Lion, talking to him, when out of the brush on all sides came a dozen
animals about the size of a small dog, with big ears and heads like
gramophone speakers. They looked for all the world like Donkeys, and
they were jumping up and down yelling, “HOOHAW! HOOHAW!” very
loudly. The Scarecrow, the Lion, and the Tin Woodsfan looked up and saw
them, and none of them could believe their eyes.

The Lion, seeing the tiny animals, frowned angrily at his fright of
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them, and rearing up on his hind legs he let out a terrific roar at them.
The little animals had been making enough noise for a thousand

monsters, but when the Lion roared, they backed up against one another,
and looked very small.

When everything was quiet, the Lion asked them who they were, and
the leader said in a very small voice, “We are the fierce Kalidahs, the – the
conquerors of the forest kingdom.”

At this, the Lion laughed so loudly that all the Kalidahs tumbled over
each other to get out of the way, for they thought he would eat them.
“You’re nothing but loud-mouthed jackasses,” he told them. “You only
think you are great conquerors because you frighten people away before
they can see you. Anyone who saw what you really were would laugh.”

“Yes,” said the Scarecrow, “and speaking for myself, I wasn’t a bit
afraid of you just from hearing you. All your roaring and bellowing did to
me was to make me mad at all the noise.”

This hurt the Kalidahs very much, and one of them said, “Oh dear,
it’s very humiliating to be laughed at.”

This touched Dorothy, who was a kind girl, and hated to see anyone
made fun of. “Maybe your megaphone heads are only a stage you are
going through,” she said. “When you grow older you may change, like
pollywogs, and you’ll shed your big mouths and be normal, friendly little
animals.”

The loud-mouthed jackasses thought about this for a moment, but
then one of them said, “That’s silly! Who are you to tell us anything? After
all, we’re the conquerors of the forest kingdom!” And the loud-mouthed
jackasses sniffed haughtily at the travellers and strutted off, braying
“HOOHAW! HOOHAW!” at the top of their voices.

Chapter 7: The Field of Rosebuds

Toward the end of the day, Dorothy said, “Don’t you suppose we should
stop and have dinner?”

“Well,” said the Lion, “since we are natives of Iz, we never have to
eat – we gain sustenance from egoboo. But since you are from the outside
world we’ll have to find something for you to eat.”

There was a clump of bushes nearby and they found some delightful
berries there. As Dorothy ate them the Tin Woodsfan and the Scarecrow
exchanged compliments and the Lion read some fanzines.

“What are those?” asked Dorothy.
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“The latest Trufandom APA mailing,” said the Lion. “I always carry
it with me in case I’m ever somewhere alone and need some egoboo.”

“Yes,” said the Scarecrow, “I always carry a copy of Iz Digest with
me for the same reason. It’s got some very good egoboo in it and it’s
postcard size too, which makes it easy to carry.”

“Sort of like food capsules?” said Dorothy. “My, how handy!”
And so the four fans finished their meals and settled down for a good

night’s sleep. In the morning they rose and had a brief breakfast. Dorothy
finished the berries, and the Tin Woodsfan took out a little record player
and played a record of applause for himself and the other inhabitants of Iz.
He explained that it was called canned egoboo.

Then the four adventurers set off once more along the Path of
Trufandom. The trees were very tall, and beautiful birds flew among the
branches. Once Dorothy saw a Budgie, which said hello to her, and she
wished Bob Shaw could have been there.

Soon they were out of the woods, and before them the four friends
saw a lovely field of roses, just beginning to bud. Dorothy clapped her
hands in delight, for she was a young fanne from the prairie who knew
nothing of rosebuds, and they seemed very beautiful to her.

“Let’s all pick a bouquet of them,” she said, “and we can take them to
the BNF!” The others agreed to this, and they split into two groups, the
Lion and the Tin Woodsfan going one way and the Scarecrow and Dorothy
going the other. They picked the flowers for quite awhile, until they were
very, very tired, and the Scarecrow suggested that they rest awhile.

“Let’s lay here,” said the Scarecrow, and though Dorothy thought that
he had made a mistake in grammar, she did not say anything, because the
Scarecrow’s beanie had been badly ripped by the thorns of the rosebuds,
and she thought perhaps his fine fannish mind wasn’t working too well.

But when Dorothy started to lie down, she felt the thorns sticking her.
“Oh, I can’t rest here,” she said. “I’m just a little girl from the prairies,
remember, from far away from Iz, and the thorns hurt me!”

The scarecrow shook his head sadly. “I’ve always heard that fans
were slans,” he said. He shook his head again. “So this is what the race of
high men has come to.”

So Dorothy and the Scarecrow picked up their bouquets and went
looking for their companions. They found them on the edge of the field of
rosebuds, coming toward them around a neat lawn of grass. They looked
very frightened, especially the Lion. Dorothy and the Scarecrow ran up to
them and asked what had happened.

“Oh, it was terrible!” blubbered the Lion. “We just came over here to
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see what this lawn was – there’s a sign over there saying this is the Field
Of The Lassgrass – and then all of a sudden we began to feel very queer,
and when I looked at the Tin Woodsfan, he looked like he was going to
attack me!”

The Tin Woodsfan nodded, trembling. “But the funny thing was,” he
said, “I didn’t seem to feel like feuding or fighting with him.”

“What happened then?” asked the Scarecrow.
“Well,” said the Lion, “he chased me all over, until we came to a road

over there which leads to Francistown.”
“There was a sign saying Francistown Lane,” the Tin Woodsfan

explained. “As soon as we got on that road, the odd feeling disappeared.
Then we came back here.”

The four adventurers were all very worried by this, so they
immediately set out again on the purple brick road leading to the Amber
City. Dorothy and the Scarecrow left their bouquets behind, because of the
thorns. “And besides,” said Dorothy, “I don’t think rosebuds and fandom
mix.”

Chapter 8: The Beautiful Amber City

By mid-morning they arrived at the Amber City, which was a wonderful
place filled with lovely houses shaped like bheer bottles.

“Oh!” said Dorothy. “Why, it’s beautiful!”
“Wait till you see the slanpalace,” said the Tin Woodsfan, and in a

moment they came to it. It was a magnificent sight – an amber palace
shaped like a bheer crock. They admired it for a few minutes and then
entered.

“We’d like to see the BNF,” said Dorothy to the trufan’s trufan.
He frowned slightly at the little band. “If you come on an idle or

foolish errand to bother the wise reflections of the great BNF, he might be
angry and destroy you all in an instant,” he warned them.

“But it is not a foolish errand,” said Dorothy, “nor an idle one, and it
is important. And we have been told that the BNF is kind and good.”

“So he is,” said the trufan’s trufan. “He rules the Amber City wisely
and well. But to those who are fuggheads, or who approach him for his
autograph, he is terrible, and few have ever dared to borrow fanzines from
him.” Then he ushered them into a large room filled with mysterious
alchemical apparatus.

As the wanderers gazed in awe at the room, a great cloud suddenly
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issued from in front of the throne and when it had disappeared there sat an
ancient fan, looking at them sternly.

“Well,” he said, “what do you want?”
At the sound of his voice, the Cowardly Lion ran behind Dorothy, but

she drew herself up and said, “We’ve come to ask your help. You see, I
came to Iz in a big cyclone, and I’ve got to get back to the outside
fandom.” And she told the BNF about her friends.

“Yes, I see you have a problem,” said the BNF. “But of course you
know that BNFs never do anything for ordinary fans unless they first do
something for us.”

Dorothy’s companions assured her that this was the accepted
procedure. “We have to plant an ob with him first,” said the Lion, “and
Ghu only knows what frightening thing he’ll want us to do.”

They all fell silent, and in a moment the BNF said, “In the outskirts of
the Fraudling County, near the border of Iz, there is a terrible witch who is
always casting spells and hoaxing everyone.”

“I’ve heard of her,” whispered the Tin Woodsfan to Dorothy. “She’s
a bloody provincial.”

“I want you to liquidate her,” said the BNF.
“But how can we do that?” asked the Lion. “We aren’t wizards or

anything, and we can’t even play tricks with words the way you can.” (For
it was well known the way the BNF could make puns).

“She has a weakness,” said the BNF. He leaned closer. “She’s a
nonfan,” he whispered.

“No!” exclaimed the Scarecrow, astounded. “A nonfan? In Iz?”
The BNF shook his head sadly. “I know; it’s sad, very sad.

Hereditary, you know. But we can’t have nonfans all over Iz, cluttering up
the place.”

Dorothy was puzzled. “But what is her weakness?” she said. “Just
because she is a nonfan –”

“Her weakness is Blog,” said the BNF.
“Oh, that’s my weakness too,” Dorothy giggled. “Why, when I drink

Blog –”
“But to her it’s fatal,” said the BNF. “If it touches her she melts!”
“It’s the universal nonfannish solvent,” the Lion explained.
“Now, I’ll give you a jar of Blog,” said the BNF, “and if you can just

pour it over her –”
“POOF!” chortled the Tin Woodsfan.
The four adventurers were given a room in the slanpalace for the

night and told that they would get their Blog in the morning so that they
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could set out. As Dorothy lay in her bed that night she found herself
thinking excitedly of the adventures before them. But one thing kept
returning to puzzle her. “I wonder what nonfans keep Blog in,” she mused,
until at last she fell asleep.

Chapter 9: Professor Woggleboggs

In the morning they sat out happily, the Tin Woodsfan carrying the jug of
Blog, carefully stoppered to keep it from spilling.

By midday they were all very hungry, so they sat down by the side of
the road to eat. The Scarecrow, the Lion, and the Tin Woodsfan all had
fanzines to read, but Dorothy had to look for berries beside the road. As
she was doing this, she came upon a little bug sitting upon a rock.

“Look out there!” called the bug good-naturedly.
“Oh!” said Dorothy. And then, because she was growing accustomed

to the way all creatures in Iz could speak, she sat down beside him and
said, “Why, who are you?”

“I’m Professor Woggleboggs,” said the bug, bowing.
The Scarecrow had come up to them when he heard Dorothy talking,

and he exclaimed, “Why, you disappeared years ago, Professor
Woggleboggs! No one knew where you were!”

“I’ve been working on my latest invention,” said the Professor, and
from a large pouch he pulled a very big blue pill. “Here,” he said to
Dorothy, “take this – it will quench your thirst for knowledge.”

“But I’m not thirsty,” Dorothy protested. “I’m hungry.”
The professor frowned. “But my pills are the result of endless hours

of research. They teach you things! This one is my favorite pill – I call it
Ezra. It’s the final distillation of a lot of heavy reading.”

“Well, if it’s distilled...” said Dorothy, taking the proffered pill. “Oh!
It’s so heavy!”

The bug smiled proudly. “It weighs a pound,” he said.
Dorothy hesitated at the thought of having a pound of pill in her

stomach. “Have you anything else?” she asked.
“Well,” said the Professor, “I have some pink pills –”
“Red! Red!” shouted someone, and all of a sudden a weird fan came

running at Professor Woggleboggs, waving his arms, with an insane light
in his eyes. “Red! Red!” he shouted, and at once Professor Woggleboggs
scurried away, with the shouting fan close behind him.

“Why – why, what was that?” said Dorothy in alarm.
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The Scarecrow laughed. “That was just Jack Fugghead,” he said.
“Don’t worry, he’s never been able to hurt anybody in Iz.”

“But why is he chasing that nice little bug?” Dorothy asked.
“He hates colors,” smiled the Scarecrow, “especially black and red.

He is one of the strangest fans in Iz. He lives in Readerville, they say. He’s
an authority on H.P. Hatecraft.”

“He certainly is an odd fan,” said Dorothy.
“Confidentially,” said the Scarecrow, “he’s colorblind.”

Chapter 10: Readerville

And so they laughed at Jack Fugghead and went back to tell their friends.
“I certainly hope we won’t have to go through Readerville on our way

to the Fraudling County,” said Dorothy, remembering that the wild Jack
Fugghead lived there.

The Lion assured her that the road did not go through Readerville, but
that they would have to pass quite close to it, as did all travellers in this
part of Iz. “You see,” said the Lion, “people in Readerville never have any
children, as they are much too busy with other things. Thus, if no travellers
ever passed that way, it would soon become a ghost town.”

“And a fine thing that would be, too, if you ask me,” exclaimed the
Tin Woodsfan, scowling. “Why, I’ve never seen a more useless place in all
the land of Iz. Those people spend all their time reading science fiction.
That’s their only reason for living, just to read of the future. If they’d only
stop to think, they’d know that all they’ll be doing in the future is sitting in
their chairs, still reading.”

“Yes,” said the Scarecrow, “and it all seems terribly silly to me,
anyway, because in Iz there is no such thing as time. No one ever grows
old. We don’t even have any ridiculous things like different periods of
fandom, like Seventh Fandom or whatever it was you people in outside
fandom call it.”

“The only good thing in Readerville,” said the Lion, “is their library,
where they keep copies of science fiction magazines. But all those copies
are terribly worn out from being read so much. They have all sorts of
unsanitary eyetracks all over them, and the spines are broken because the
readers fold their magazines over when they read.”

“There,” said the Scarecrow, pointing. “You can see the towers of the
central library just over the next down. Do you see the central tower, in the
shape of a rocketship, and the Gerns-goyles on each of the smaller
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towers?”
“Oh, yes!” exclaimed Dorothy. “Why, it’s beautiful! Such lovely

window-designs, and oh! what remarkable colors and architecture! Why,
the Gerns-goyles look just as if Rotsler had done them! I should think it
would take the work of hundreds of fans to build such a thing.”

“No, one fan did it all,” said the Scarecrow. “But you can see only the
front of it from here. As we pass by the city, you will be able to see the
rear of the building, and judge for yourself what manner of fans these be
who erect monuments to space flight and science fiction. You see, the
building was never completed.”

“Why, that’s almost sinful,” said Dorothy. “I should think that such a
lovely building as this would inspire fans to work very hard on it.”

“Yes, it did. The Builder, a fan named Walter Doorty, worked many
many years on the first half. He was responsible for all the expensive and
difficult work that was done on it. Then he couldn’t make up his mind
about what sort of design to put on one window in the very back, and spent
so long thinking about this that everyone in Readerville lost interest in the
project. It is still a very grand building, however, even if it isn’t finished.”

The companions walked faster as they approached Readerville and,
while they could see and hear the readers in the town calling to them for
aid on their projects, they kept right on walking, and none of them felt any
desire to stop. As they passed by the town, Dorothy could indeed see the
incomplete structure of the central library, and through the unfinished
walls she could see shelves and shelves of science fiction magazines and
books.

“My,” she said, “it certainly is a wonderful thing.”

Chapter 11: The Strange Collector

The travellers continued on their way through the lovely countryside,
chattering gaily about fannish matters. They seemed more like a group of
fans at a convention than people on a dangerous mission to conquer a
witch, Dorothy thought to herself. And this seemed very strange to her, for
fans were very logical people and of course did not believe in witches,
except in Iz. But she reflected that in outside fandom fans did things that
were as silly as hunting for witches. They even published monthly fanzines
sometimes, or belonged to four apas at once, or joined the N3F.

Just then they heard an anxious voice shouting, “Stay off the path!
Stay off the path! You’ll stir up the dust!”
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Looking ahead on the path, they saw a fan sitting beside the path,
absolutely motionless, and covered with dust from head to toe. The dust
even engulfed the fan’s beanie, which could hardly be seen.

Stepping off the path onto the soft grass, they approached the strange
fan curiously. “Who are you?” asked the Tin Woodsfan.

“I am a Stay-Offman,” said the fan. “You must pardon me for not
rising to shake your hand and bow to the young lady, but if I did I would
shake all the dust off me.”

“But why are you covered with dust anyway?” asked the Lion.
“I collect dust,” said the fan proudly. “I am a completist – I intend to

collect every bit of dust in Iz, just sitting here and letting it settle on me.”
Dorothy giggled. “That’s very strange,” she said. “Don’t you ever go

anywhere or do anything?”
“Oh,” said the dusty one, “I am kept very busy filing and cataloging

my dust-motes. I have each one classified according to size, color, and
everything. It’s very fascinating, and of course it takes all my time.”

“I should think you’d get bored with just sitting here,” said the
Scarecrow.

“Well, I was thinking of taking a trip once,” said the Stay-Offman. “I
was a candidate for the Trans-Burning Desert Fund, and if I’d won I could
have gone to the convention in outside fandom. But since I’ve been sitting
here alone all my life, very few people ever heard of me, so I wasn’t
elected. Perhaps it’s for the best, for if I’d gone I would have had a great
deal of trouble storing my collection in my absence.”

“Well, you certainly lead a peaceful and relaxing life,” said Dorothy.
“Do you read many fanzines while you’re sitting here?”

“Oh, gracious no!” said the dust collector. “I’m much too busy
cataloging my collection to do anything else. You know, you hardly ever
find anything in fanzines about dust-collecting any more. I think there
should be more articles on it, because after all, collecting is the very heart
of fandom.”

“I suppose you read science fiction,” said the Lion.
“No,” said the Stay-Offman. “I started to read a science fiction book

once, because it was called The Stars, Like Dust, and I thought it might be
interesting, but it was just crazy Buck Rogers stuff. I haven’t read any
since. Anyway, as I say, I’m much, much too busy with my collection.”

“Well,” said Dorothy, “we won’t bother you any longer then, since I
can see you’re terribly busy, and have important things to do.” And the
four travellers continued on their journey, leaving the busy Stay-Offman
sitting motionless beside the path.
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“It’s all because his beanie is covered with dust,” said the Scarecrow,
shaking his head sadly.

Chapter 12: The Capture

They slept that night in a warm little grove of trees, and set off gaily the
next day under beautiful blue skies. The Scarecrow was whistling a
Grunchkin walking song, and Dorothy and the Lion were exchanging
puns, while the Tin Woodsfan walked in the rear, taking notes for a travel
report which he would publish later.

They had covered almost all of the distance to the edge of Iz, and
could smell the fumes of the burning desert of Public Contempt, when
suddenly a horde of flying squirrels swooped down on the little band, from
out of nowhere, and attacked them ferociously. The Tin Woodsfan swung
his axe fiercely, and put many of the little animals out of action, but a
dozen or more threw stones at him from behind, while yet more tugged at
his axe until he had to drop it.

At least fifty of the small criminals attacked the Scarecrow, pulling
his straw out, and chewing at his clothes, until the poor Scarecrow was
absolutely helpless.

The Cowardly Lion was put to flight by a handful of squirrels pulling
at his mane and tail. It would have been very easy to bat them out of the air
with a sweep of his great paws, but they chattered so loudly about feuds
and lion steak that he turned and ran for the forest.

But the fiendish squirrels did not hurt Dorothy in any way. Three
hundred of them picked her up and flew off with her. The helpless Tin
Woodsfan, protecting himself from stones and squirrels, watched her being
carried off and could do nothing to help her. As she was carried out of
sight, the criminal squirrels left the Scarecrow and the Tin Woodsfan, to
follow their flock. One large squirrel, trying to fly away and take with him
a whole load of stone to throw from above, couldn’t get off the ground,
and the Tin Woodsfan caught him, although the creature protested very
loudly.

“Where have those others taken Dorothy?” shouted the Tin
Woodsfan, shaking the squirrel.

“You let me go, you let me go!” chattered the squirrel, trying to throw
stones. But he couldn’t hurt the Woodsfan from such a short distance, so
he just sat down where he was, and started counting the stones.

“Where is Dorothy?” the Tin Woodsfan demanded, keeping ahold of
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the little creature.
“Oh, they sort of just took her a little ways off,” said the squirrel, and

continued his counting.
The Scarecrow sat up, and patted himself into shape. “Where did they

take her?” he demanded also.
“Well,” said the animal, finishing his counting, “they took her to the

castle of the Wicked Witch of the West.”
“What?!” shouted the two friends, stepping back in astonishment.
“One hunnert and fifty,” said the squirrel. “Lotta stones there. And

I’ve got ’em all, every one.” He stood up. “Yup, they took her to the witch.
Be seeing ya.” And before either of them could recover, the squirrel took
off into the air, and disappeared from sight.

Just then the Lion came up very timidly and asked, “Are all of them
gone?” When they told him they were, and told him where they had taken
Dorothy, the Lion conquered his great fear of the animals, and strode off
towards the West to rescue Dorothy, the Tin Woodsfan and the Scarecrow
right behind him.

Chapter 13: The Witch

The witch’s castle was not visible until the three friends had crossed a
river, climbed a very high mountain, and started down into a small valley.
The castle was high and black, fully as high as they could see when they
got close to it, and very, very black, as though a curse of everlasting
mimeo-ink stains had been cast upon it.

“We’ll never be able to get inside that huge castle,” said the
Scarecrow.

“I don’t know how we’ll do it,” said the Woodsfan, “but we have to.
Dorothy is inside there, and we must rescue her.”

“But... but the witch is there too,” said the Lion, who was becoming
nervous again. “She might cast a hoax on us, and make us think we’re
serconfans or hucksters or something!”

“No witch is going to stop me from rescuing Dorothy,” said the
Scarecrow. “I’m going in there, and I’m going to tear that witch stick from
stack; I’ll rip the whole castle down; I’ll put eyetracks all over her
collection, and cause absolute chaos everywhere! The whole castle will be
plunged into war! I’m gonna –” The Tin Woodsfan stopped the Scarecrow
from rashly running up to the castle by grabbing hold of him and shoving
his straw beanie in his mouth.
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“Now listen to me,” he said to the Scarecrow. “You’ll run right into
another Exclusion Act if you just go charging into a huge castle like that.
The Lion is right. The witch might even hoax you into thinking she was
Dorothy, or anything like that. You can’t tell what a nonfan will do when
she’s desperate. We have to have a defense.”

“Why, we’ve got the greatest defense of all, right here,” said the Lion.
“We can all drink a little Blog, and hoaxes won’t affect us. After all, Blog
cures everything, from gafia to snake-bites.”

“You’re right!” exclaimed the Scarecrow.
And so they all drank a little Blog, and when they turned again to the

castle, they could hardly believe their own eyes! For the mighty castle,
which just a moment ago had towered high over their heads, was no longer
there. In its place was a pillar, to which Dorothy was tied.

“Why,” said the Lion, “it must have been a hoax! There was never
really a castle there!”

The three friends rushed forward to free Dorothy from the pillar to
which she was tied. The Tin Woodsfan took one stroke of his flashing axe
to undo the cords, but was surprised when the mighty blade did not even
mar the pillar. While the others were helping Dorothy up the mountain, he
looked more closely at the pillar.

“Are you coming, Woodsfan?” called Dorothy. “Please hurry; the
witch might get you.”

But the Woodsfan, instead of hurrying to catch up with his waiting
friends, opened the jug of Blog and poured the remainder of its contents on
the base of the pillar. His companions could hardly believe their eyes, for
this was Blog, the trufannish fluid, and the Tin Woodsman was actually
pouring it onto the ground.

And then they had even more occasion to distrust their eyes, for while
they watched, the shining pillar melted, swirled, and dissolved into the
ground, and from where it had stood came a long wailing cry.

“That was the Wicked Witch of the West,” said the Tin Woodsfan.
“When I poured the Blog on her, she dissolved, just like a nonfan should.”

“The Wicked Witch?” said the Lion. “But it looked like an ordinary
pillar!”

“But it wasn’t,” said the Woodsfan. “When I found that my axe
wouldn’t scratch the pillar, I deduced that it was some sort of magic cast
by the witch. I looked closer, and found that it was just a hoax, because on
the base of the pillar it said PILLAR OF THE NAMELESS ONES. Well,
when I read that, I knew it was the Wicked Witch hiding there, hoping to
fool us into turning our backs for just a moment. When I poured the Blog
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on her, she was liquidated!”
The travelling companions breathed a sigh of relief at this, and turned

to climb the mountain and return to the Amber City, bringing the remains
of the witch in the Blog jug to prove to the BNF that they had indeed
liquidated her.

Chapter 14: The End

When the travellers again reached the Amber City and were escorted into
the BNF’s presence, Dorothy showed him the jug, with the dissolved
remains of the Witch inside, and told him all about their adventures.

“You see,” she concluded, “we poured the Blog on her, just like you
told us to do.”

“Dear me,” said the BNF. “You have indeed. Well, now you’ve
planted an ob with me, and I must by all means grant your wishes. What is
it you want?”

“Well, sir, the Scarecrow here wants a new beanie, to protect his
fannish headbone from unfannish thoughts. He knows you can give him
the best beanie ever, because you’re the biggest name fan in Iz.”

“Why, yes,” said the BNF, “as a matter of fact I could do that, indeed.
As a matter of fact, I could give you an eighteen-prop beanie, with
emeralds studding it, and jewelled bearings in the props.”

“Gosh, sir, that’d be terrific!” exclaimed the Scarecrow.
“But,” said the BNF, “you wouldn’t want such a thing. You see, such
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a beanie would do you no more good than the simple, unembellished
beanie you wear right now. Nothing adds to the power of a trufan’s beanie,
no matter how many jewels you add, no matter how many props.” He
turned to the Tin Woodsfan. “Now, what is your problem?”

The Tin Woodsfan stepped forward. “Well, Mr. BNF, all I want is –
well, just a heart, sir, so I won’t be looking for feuds all the time. It was a
feud that got me rusted in the first place, and I don’t like them anymore.
That’s kid stuff.”

“You, my son, have heart enough for a regiment,” said the BNF.
“Anyone else would never have won through all the difficulties you’ve
had on your adventures. You need no heart.”

Then the BNF turned to the Lion. “And now you, my mangy friend –
what can I do for you?”

“W-well, sir, I don’t know how to –” the Lion began, obviously very
frightened.

“What the Lion wants,” interrupted Dorothy, “is courage. You see,
he’s terribly afraid of feuds. He’s a real fierce feuder when he gets going –
why, he can type searing sarcastic letters two at a time, one with his front
feet and one with his hind feet – but he gets so frightened that somebody
might get mad and start a feud with him over something he’s written or
published, that he hardly ever publishes or writes anything.”

“Y-yes,” said the Lion. “Why, I almost got thrown out of Trufandom
APA, but I found some old football tickets that had been blown across the
Deadly Desert, and I sent them through TAPA. I thought they were
perfectly innocuous, you see. But everybody got mad at me!”

“Ah there, Leo!” said the BNF. “You don’t need courage, for your
quietest meekest growl scares every living thing in Iz. You are actually the
king of beasts. If you’d just distribute pictures of yourself once, you’d
never have to worry about feuds again.”

The BNF then reached into his black bag of magical things and
withdrew three small bottles. Handing one each to the Scarecrow, the Tin
Woodsfan, and the Lion, he said, “This is what all three of you need. It’s
really very magical, and very easy to get, too.”

The scarecrow opened the bottle and sniffed it. “Why, it’s perfume!”
he said.

“Yes,” smiled the BNF. “Very ordinary perfume, too. But I guarantee
that it will work. Whenever you, my straw-filled friend, or you, Woodsfan,
or you, Leo – whenever any of you run into such problems as you’ve
presented to me, apply a little of the perfume to your head. Believe me,
applying common scents will solve most anything.”
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The Lion, the Tin Woodsfan, and the Scarecrow all thanked the BNF
greatly, and fell to talking excitedly among themselves. The BNF turned to
Dorothy.

“And now, young lady, what can I do for you?” he asked.
“Oh,” said Dorothy, “I have to get back home, to outside fandom,

because I’ve got more than thirty cut stencils for my next issue waiting for
me, and I didn’t bring the original material, and I just have to publish
because I’m two weeks past deadline now, and I thought...”

“Wait a minute, wait a minute!” the BNF exclaimed, mopping his
brow. “I can’t follow a long sentence like that. You should break it up with
lots of white space. Now, as I see the problem, you want to get back, right?
You’re tired of Iz, and...”

“Oh, no, sir! I’m not tired of Iz! Why, I’ve made such fast friends
here, and had such wonderful adventures, why if it was possible, I’d stay
here forever, but you see, I’ve got these cut stencils at home, and I’ve got
to...”

“Hold it, hold it! Trust a femme-fan to start a stream-of-
consciousness conversation every time. Now listen here. I understand
perfectly. You see, this land of Iz is just a fairy-tale fandom – for a person
in the outside world it’s not real. Now, you know you can’t stay here –
there’s nothing here of any real importance to you. Tell me the truth now –
don’t you really want to go back because you miss your Aunt Em and
Uncle Henry? Don’t you miss your friends, and all the normal, nonfannish
things that don’t exist here in Iz?”

Dorothy nodded.
“Well then,” said the BNF, “since this is just a dream-world, then...

wake up!”
“But how can I do that?” asked Dorothy.
“Do what, dear?”
“Go back home, just by waking up. It must be much, much harder

than –” Then Dorothy saw to her astonishment that she was lying on her
own bed, and Aunt Em was standing beside her, smiling.

“I think you’ve been dreaming again,” said Aunt Em.
After a few moments, Dorothy smiled, and hugged her Aunt Em.

“Yes, and I’m so glad to be awake,” she said.
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The BNF of Iz: Publisher’s Notes
by Ted E. White

“Carl Brandon” is now known to be the creation of several talented West
Coast-Bay Area fans, but for a number of years he was a completely
successful hoax – so much so that his reputation eclipsed that of his
creators; and no doubt had they not revealed their hoax at the 1958 World
Convention, he would have remained the most successful hoax in recent
years.

“Brandon” entered fandom as a name in 1953, but it wasn’t until a
couple of years later, when he entered the Cult and began to be published
there (and reprinted into a few general circulation zines like the early Rike-
Carr Innuendo and the White-Stark Stellar), that he became an established
personality. Such was his popularity and ability that he was soon Official
Arbiter of the Cult, and a rapidly ascending BNF – primarily through his
considerable talents as revealed in numerous long and short pieces of satire
and parody, such as The Daring Young Fan with the Three-Speed Mimeo,
The Cacher of the Rye, and My Fair Femmefan.

At the Solacon the news was broken: “Brandon” was actually Terry
Carr, with the help of other Bay Area fans: Dave Rike, Boob Stewart, Pete
Graham and Ron Ellik.

The BNF of Iz first appeared in a Cultzine, “Brandon’s” Eggplant.
Terry Carr had started the first manuscript version in “Carl’s” own
distinctive slanting-print lettering, but after about twenty hand-scripted
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pages he gave up, and Ron Ellik typed out the rest. This Terry vigorously
edited. Following the connected thread of narrative through his changes,
insertions, and additions is like finding one’s way through a maze – but his
editing helped greatly to turn the piece into its final first-draft form, as it
appeared in print.

John Hitchcock, then a member of the Cult, offered to publish the
piece for general fandom. He then offered to cut the stencils if I would
publish them. “Carl” was pleased with the idea, but asked to further revise
the piece, with the result that he supplied a completely new, re-typed
manuscript in which the writing style was brought closer to L. Frank
Baum’s (a difficult one to successfully imitate), and two new chapters
(“The Kalidahs” and “The Strange Collector”) were added. Due to the
events of the following summer, however, both John and I were too busy
to work on the publication of the story, and after cutting a few stencils
John gafiated completely. Nothing more was done until early 1959 when
Ted Pauls offered to type the stencils, which he then occupied the next
several months’ spare time doing. The version you have just finished
reading is the new revised version, as stencilled by Pauls.

As a final note, my illustrations are redrawn from the original
illustrations by John R. Neill. This is because, despite the fact that Neill
did not illustrate The Wizard of Oz, he did illustrate the next forty or so Oz
books, and his drawings have become one with the text in the minds of
most Oz fans and readers like myself. The three illustrations here were
taken from The Road to Oz (pp.25-27) and The Magic of Oz (title page).
The one on p.25 is a composite of two Neill illustrations, and the one on
p.27, while it perfectly fits the end for both The BNF of Iz and The Wizard
of Oz, actually served to end The Road to Oz.

Ted E. White, Publisher
1959
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The BNF of Iz – An Exegesis
Walking around Ted White’s apartment on a recent visit, I stumbled across
a pile of unassembled pages for some fanzine or other. I picked myself up,
and also a couple of the pages, and discovered that they were from The
BNF of Iz, which Ted had published in 1959 but of which only a small
number of copies had been distributed. It had been advertised for sale at
35¢, and a number of people had bought copies; in his somewhat
disorganized manner, Ted had neglected to send them out till a year or so
later (at which time, to make up for the delay, he included gratis copies of
the second ASDFGHJKLibrary publication, The Adversaries by Kent
Moomaw). Those copies were the only ones distributed – and, it appeared
as I looked at the piles of loose pages on the floor, also the only ones
collated and stapled. The sheets were dusty, sun-bleached around the
edges, and some showed obvious signs that a cat had sharpened his claws
on them, but the full story seemed to be there.

I pointed them out to Ted, and asked him how many copies were
there; he said something like 150. I offered to assemble and staple them so
that we could put them in FAPA and OMPA, and Ted was delighted to
agree. I guess he needed the floorspace.

After putting them all together, I reread what Ron Ellik and I, as
“Carl Brandon”, had written back in 1958 and found that a number of the
allusions had with the passage of years lapsed into obscurity. So I’ve
written out explanations of the ones which an intelligent latter-day fan, or
even one who was active in 1958 but has less than an eidetic memory,
wouldn’t understand, and I present them below. I’ve ignored more
universal and longstanding allusions like changing the color of the Yellow
Brick Road to purple because it’s Ghu’s color, or the Emerald City to
amber because that’s the color of Bheer; I assume you’ll recognize those.

page 3 [Chapter 1]
“...had been only to one Oklacon.”
The Oklacon was an annual regional convention hold in Oklahoma in

the mid-1950s, characterized by attendances numbered only in the dozens.
Due primarily to Ron Ellik, who attended one and wrote it up in Innuendo,
these conventions acquired a fannish reputation for being alternately dull
and juvenile.

“James L. Quinn sent her If every other month.”
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In the fifties, before Galaxy’s publisher bought the magazine, If was
published, and for a time edited, by James L. Quinn, who made it a
practice to send review copies of each issue to a good number of fans. This
made a particularly strong impression on me (there’s also a reference to it
in My Fair Femmefan) because in the mid-fifties I stopped buying s-f
magazines for a time, so If was the only one I saw then.

“Ray Palmer sent her sample copies of Other Worlds with pleading
form letters.”

This was another mid-fifties phenomenon; when Other Worlds was in
its death throes, Palmer took to sending sample issues out, along with form
letters pleading for subscribers. He wailed that if he didn’t get them he’d
have to fold the magazine, but went on to rhapsodize about the great things
we’d see in the magazine if he got 5,000 subscriptions, or whatever the
necessary number was. It was a transparently sad spectacle of a formerly
successful editor unable to adjust to changing times (the death of the pulps,
the foundering of the s-f boom of the early fifties).

page 4 [Chapter 2]
There’s an error in stencilling following the third paragraph: a

paragraph in which Dorothy sees that the speaker is a scarecrow has been
omitted.*

* For this ebook, a brief paragraph adapted from The Wizard of
Oz has been inserted: “The voice came from the scarecrow...” etc.
[Ed.]

“Although there is a cat in the Amber City that doesn’t talk at all. Of
course, that’s because he’s a nonfan and hasn’t anything to say. His name
is Kitter.”

A reference to Ron Kidder, one of the Toronto triumvirate of
Raeburn-Kidder-Steward. Kidder was apparently only a fringe-fan,
though, and his contributions to fanzines were extremely infrequent. On
the Oz level, the reference is to the Glass Cat, a haughty and vain feline
who would frequently refuse to talk with people and animals she
considered her inferiors. (The fact that the Toronto trio in the fifties were
well known for wearing motorcycle jackets and talking about jazz and
sportscars made the term “cat” an obvious pun.)

page 5 [Chapter 2]
“You know that beanies protect the fannish headbone from unfannish

thoughts...”
This concept comes from a brandonization of Pohl’s & Kornbluth’s

Gladiator-at-Law which Boob Stewart once started but never finished. I
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haven’t read the Pohl-Kornbluth story, but I think originally it was a
helmet which protected people from treasonous thoughts.

page 10 [Chapter 5]
“All the inhabitants were wearing beanies with fan wampum signs on

them.”
I believe it was Lee Hoffman* who, with her li’l people cartoons,

established the convention of showing that a pictured character was a fan
by putting a beanie on his head, or, in the case of a pro, a beanie with a
dollar sign instead of a propellor. “Fan wampum” was a brainstorm of
Orville Mosher, who figured that the amount of fannish obligations (for
writing an article for someone, for running off his fanzine, for stencilling a
drawing for him, etc.) should be specified in “fan wampum” units. Thus,
you’d charge somebody five fan wampums for stencilling his cover –
Mosher actually mimeographed fan wampum bills for this use – and you
could use the bills as legal tender to pay off a fannish obligation to
someone else. Fan wampum wasn’t to be used for actual monetary debts
such as buying stencils or old magazines from someone (which makes the
reference in The BNF of Iz inaccurate). A fillip to the fan wampum idea
was the suggested use of the bills as quotecards (which were popular then),
each owner of a bill signing the back before passing it on to the next
payee. Fan wampum actually had limited use in the mid-fifties.

* According to Fancyclopedia 3 the beanie pioneer was Ray
Nelson: Lee Hoffman and other fan cartoonists picked it up from him.
[Ed.]

page 13 [Chapter 6]
“You’re nothing but loud-mouthed jackasses.”
Loud-Mouthed Jackass, or LMJ, was a common term in the mid and

late fifties, though Dick Eney overlooked it both in Fancyclopedia II and
the Additions and Corrections. It referred to usually teenaged fans who
were belligerently opinionated and often particularly critical of well-
known fans, whom they considered “little tin gods” because they didn’t
pay enough attention and homage to newer fans. Peter J. Vorzimer, who
among other things complained loudly that he wasn’t getting his due when
he traded his monthly Abstract for less frequent zines like Calkins’ Oopsla
and Silverberg’s Spaceship, was in many ways archetypical of the LMJ.
(Ron Ellik, who had feuded hotly with Vorzimer, wrote this entire
chapter.)

page 14 [Chapter 7]
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“Once Dorothy saw a Budgie, which said hello to her, and she wished
Bob Shaw could have been there.”

When John Berry was first writing articles about Irish Fandom one of
his most frequent running gags was BoSh’s contention that budgerigars
couldn’t talk. Parrots and mynah birds talk, BoSh reputedly held, but not
budgies. But of course all creatures in Iz talk.

“So this is what the race of high men has come to.”
The sexual symbolism in this chapter, which I wrote, is so labored as

to be totally obvious in most cases, but probably the attempted pun “high
men”/hymen is just too far out.

page 16 [Chapter 8]
“In the outskirts of the Fraudling County, near the border of Iz, there

is a terrible witch, who is always casting spells and hoaxing everyone.”
“Fraudling County” is a pun on Quadling County in Oz, as was the

earlier-mentioned “Grunchkin County” on Munchkin County.

page 17 [Chapter 9]
“I call it Ezra.... It weighs a pound.”
This is both labored and obscure. At the time I was writing this

chapter, Redd Boggs was in a period of near-gafia, and about all we heard
from him was that he had just discovered the poetry of Ezra Pound, which
was much more interesting to him than fanzines.

The character Jack Fugghead, who chases Professor Woggleboggs
away, is of course a satire on George Wetzel.

page 19 [Chapter 10]
Ron, who wrote this chapter, gives a much more accurate idea of a

typical Walter J. Daugherty Project than the usual neoInsurgent simplified
concept of grandiose ideas never implemented. Daugherty’s ideas were
and are often grandiose, but also usually good ideas. Far from never being
implemented because of Daugherty’s laziness, he usually put a lot of hard
and careful work into them but abandoned them before completion.

The BNF of Iz, an excellent publishing job which was never quite
completed in the sense of being distributed fully, is something of a Walter
J. Daugherty Project, come to think of it.

page 20 [Chapter 11]
“I am a Stay-Offman.”
A pun on Stu Hoffman, who is reputed to have one of the best s-f

collections in existence. He was a TAFF candidate in one of the early
elections.
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pages 21-22 [Chapter 12]
Ron, who claims to hate squirrel jokes, wrote this chapter, which

presents perhaps the archetypical picture of a silly squirrel. The
characterization conforms uncannily to that which Boyd Raeburn imputed
to Ron in his original remark on the subject; Ron was going along with the
gag here.

page 23 [Chapter 13]
“After all, Blog cures everything, from gafia to snake-bites.”
I adapted (or “stole”) this line from Boob Stewart, who wrote a

similar one (“Blog, your favorite breakfast cereal and snake-bite remedy”)
for The Fannish Revival Hour, which appeared in Gina Ellis’ Wendigo, I
think.*

* Also in Chapter 13, the speech “Now listen to me...” is given to
the Scarecrow in the 1959 edition but from context must be spoken by
the Tin Woodsfan – a correction made in this ebook. [Ed.]

“Pillar of the Nameless Ones”
One of the TAFF candidates in an early election – Wally Weber or

G.M. Carr, I believe – was described in the official spiel as a “pillar of the
Nameless Ones”. Since the Nameless Ones were at the time virtually an
unknown local club (Cry was still a scrappy little club newsletter with
almost no outside circulation), this recommendation appeared both
pompous and meaningless to most fans, and was widely quoted and
satirized as an example of fringefannish fuggheadedness.

page 26 [Chapter 14]
“...I found some old football tickets that had blown across the Deadly

Desert, and I sent them through TAPA. I thought they were perfectly
innocuous, you see. But everybody got mad at me!”

FAPA members of the fifties, but perhaps few others, will recognize
this allusion to Wilfried Myers, a mundane-apa member who somehow
wandered into FAPA. Having the typical mundane-apa orientation which
puts little emphasis on content, most on showing off one’s printing
equipment, Myers was vastly unpopular in FAPA for his incredibly dull
publications. The thing which most irritated Fapans, though, was his
including in several mailings examples of tickets he had printed for local
high school football games.

1964
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The Detention Tales

General Prologue

When that August with its Progress Reports
Of plans being made for fun of all sorts
At the yearly worldcon to be held Labor Day
Has run half its course (as Chaucer would say);
When conreports eke of the worldcon last year
In fanzines galore last start to appear,
And memories run dimly back through the fog
To Room 770, poker and blog,
Then budgets and brains prove to be no prevention
For fans who are bound to attend the convention.

Each year now of late there is always a plan
For fans to join up in a car-caravan,
Thus to travel cross-country in fine fannish style,
Singing folk songs and drinking songs all of the while.
And it happened one year that I joined such a throng;
Now I’ll tell you what happened as we went along.

But before I go on with my tale of the trip,
I’ll endeavor to give it some – what’s the word? – zip!
By telling what manner of fen were with me
And eke of their backgrounds, as you will see –
For I’ve oft heard it said, and you know that it’s true,
Good reports tell of fans who are well-known to you.
So I’ll give a brief fanfile on each of the fen,
To acquaint you with all, then I’ll go on again.

A Clubman there was, a full serious sort
Who would frown upon stfans who liked to make sport
At what was to them just a hobby, no more.
He would lecture at them, and quote First Fandom lore
Of Gernsback’s Amazing and the early Weird Tales,
And he’d finish by trying to make high-priced sales
Of his duplicates (bought for a dime or a quarter) –
For he was a collector, but never a hoarder.
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Energetic he was, and full oft at his club
The Recorder’s fresh pencil was worn to the nub
Setting down in the minutes the speeches he made
To explain and support some new project he laid
At the door of the club with a rousing injunction
To remember that fostering stf was its function.
A noble-appearing Clubman was he,
As it’s really quite fitting an old-guardist be,
But his talk soon suggested that his true fan’s ardour
Was less for s-f than increasing his larder;
For the fine stefnal projects he backed with such vim
Always seemed to involve paying money to him.
He oft to club meetings brought with him to show
To the members rare relics of fandoms ago:
The pen Weinbaum used when he wrote his first tale,
A handkerchief once used by Otto Willi Gail,
Some dust from the floor of Hannes Bok’s garrett,
And a butt which he claimed had been smoked by A. Merritt.
With these souvenirs, and a story of each,
He would interest the members, and then make a speech
Calculated to stir up their old stfnal passion,
Then take up a collection, in his usual fashion.

A Feuder eke was with us there,
With narrowed eyes and fire-red hair –
A superfan, he, of Vorzimer’s race,
And children, I’m told, were afraid of his face.
His voice was like thunder, or the pound of a gavel,
And if fans interrupted to argue or cavil,
By the end of the week he would have them in court
On charges of slander or aught of the sort.
Full oft he’d drink heavy, and lose inhibition,
Then would stand on a chair and damn fans to perdition.
For fans professed interest in s-f, whereas
Their fanzines concerned only sportscars and jazz.
This proved them all liars, and fakefans as well,
And thus he full roundly consigned them to Hell.
But somehow I feel that this Feuder’s loud curse
Struck only at fans with their souls in their purse,
For he had no real pow’r for invoking damnation
And could back up his threat only through litigation.
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A nonfan Wife from Bath there was,
But she knew well of fandom, and that was because
Three times she’d been married, each time to a fan,
And three times she’d been widowed – though never by plan;
For when each of her husbands had gone to his fate
His collection had comprised his entire estate.
Three times she’d attended science fiction conventions,
And each time she had gone with the best of intentions:
She’d sought at each con for a fan she might wed,
Though in truth she oft thought they were sick in the head.
Still, though they were eccentric, she found fans to be
Not one whit more eccentric at all than was she,
And considering the state of the world, she admitted,
Surely all of the nonfans too should be committed.
And in favor of fans there was much she could say,
Not the least being that they were good in the hay.
Her third husband, for instance, always joined her in bed
By leaping upon her from a wardrobe, she said.
He’d learned this technique from a story somewhere,
And he’d said the practitioners of it were rare.
Only fans knew the method, and so when he died
She set off for the con, and joined us for the ride.

A Faned there was, a boy still in his teens
Who’d but lately encountered the world of fanzines.
He pubbed amateur fiction and other such trash
And he dreamed of subs bringing in barrels of cash.
He charged thirty-five cents for his zine, Far-Out Stef,
Saying, “That’s five cents cheaper than F&SF.”
But to speak of his figure, his clothes were quite old,
For his fanzine used up all his money, I’m told,
And his hair needed cutting, his shoes a good shine –
But he said once he got to the con he’d be fine,
For he had in his suitcase one change of underwear
And two hundred fanzines he planned to sell there.
He had also with him ten stories he’d written
Which he hoped he could sell, for he was quite smitten
With visions of fame, great fortune and glory
To be his by the sale of a single stf story.
But to be fully honest I must make defense
Of the Faned’s ambitions, for he did have some sense:
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Though for years he had always wanted to sell
To Campbell, he said Gold would do just as well.

Eke there was with us an Old Guard Fan
With a beard as white as had any man.
He had bushy grey eyebrows like clouds of thunder,
And he spoke many times of his sense of wonder.
But he was no fan of the Moskowitz school,
For he said that nostalgia was the mark of a fool.
A good sense of wonder was healthy, he’d say,
Only when it concerned stories written today.
For the sense of wonder, he’d often state,
Meant an inquisitive mind, which must keep up to date.
And to read science fiction, he said, was correct,
But only a damn fool would want to collect.
“To retain certain classics is most wise,” he said,
“But the collector’s critical instincts are dead.
“To bury oneself in old magazines
“Is a mark of regression, if you know what that means.
“To return to the womb, to the state of the foetus,
“Is the aim of the collector, especially the completist.”
Full oft he would lecture us in that way,
And always we listened to what he would say,
For the young like to learn from the old when they can,
And he was a very wise Old Guard Fan.

A Trufan had also joined with us,
For he hadn’t the money to take the bus.
His figure was slim, even gaunt, as they say,
And his eyes always seemed to look far, far away.
His voice was full soft, but he didn’t speak much,
And then only of fandom and s-f and such.
“I have no other interest at all,” said he,
“For fandom and stf are enough for me.”
A really true fan, so we were told,
Would rather have fanzines or prozines than gold.
He said, “Money’s the curse of the nonfan class,
“And they worship it every day at High Mass.”
We asked him please to explain what he meant
And he said that all nonfans were decadent.
With each word he uttered he grew more obscure
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For he didn’t know what he was saying, I’m sure.
His idea seemed to be that true riches lay
Not in gold but in happiness, I would say.
Now, the usual idea of this sort says that health,
Love, friendship and peace go to make a man’s wealth;
But to this Trufan riches were stencils and ink
And paper and prozines and fanzines, I think.

A Convention Fan had also come,
And he was our leader, according to some,
For they said we were going to a con, after all,
And therefore to him should the leadership fall.
This did not make much sense to a few of our group,
But none really cared, and so he led the troop.
Now to speak of the man, his shoulders were broad,
As were most of his jokes, and J.D. was his god.
He was the hearty talking sort
Whose words made good copy for a conreport.
Once begun on the WSFS he would talk for an hour,
For he felt there was danger it might get too much power.
It might take over fandom if not watched, he said once,
Declaiming as theatrically as ever did the Lunts.
But though he thought that fandom consisted of conventions
Not a one of us disliked him, for he had the best intentions.

Now that I’ve told you as briefly as I can
Of the fans who were gathered in this caravan,
I’ll relate of the things that took place on the day
That we left for Detroit two thousand miles away.

The Convention Fan said, as we piled in our cars,
“No doubt we’ll be stopping at diners and bars
“And at gas stations also, to empty and fill –
“Therefore I propose a game, if you will,
“Whereby in the evenings when we stop in to eat
“We’ll take turns telling stories till the trip is complete.
“We’ll have one tale a day, and the trip lasts a week –
“That should give each a chance, if he wants, to speak.”

To this plan all among us agreed with full heart,
And the Wife of Bath said she would start.
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The Wife of Bath’s Prologue

There is a saying spreading in the lands
That fans to other fans should join their hands
In matrimony – never marry out
Of one’s own class (that’s fandom, have no doubt).
For – as the saying goes, at any rate –
Miscegenation is a bad estate
When it’s between a fan and one who’s not.
The grievances are many, well I wot,
Against a nonfan in a fannish home:
The carpings well could fill a weighty tome,
Were they collected, big as any annish –
And in these days ’twould be considered fannish.

Anthologies of fancrud are the rage
These days, and often page is piled on page
In order to amass an impressive book
Which fans will buy, put on their shelves, and look
At, thinking it so fannish and so fine,
The meanwhile calling stf collectors swine.
They grate at those collecting science fiction
Yet from their piles of fanzines feel no friction.
This is just fannish chauvinism pure,
And against it I’ll have words, you may be sure.

The fan who thinks himself so fine and fannish,
Whose writings are obscure, whose actions clannish,
Has only one thing wrong: his head’s too big.
Of things without his circle he’s a prig:
He draws his circle round him, says “Begone!”
To nonfan things, as ’twere a pentagon.
I’ve never met a fan in all my days
– And be assured I well know fannish ways –
Who didn’t have a touch of snobbery.
Now I will tell how this applies to me.

[Here the manuscript breaks off.]
March 1959

Postscript
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And at that point her Tale was to begin. According to my notes, it was to
be concerned with the necessity for nonfan wives keeping their fan-
husbands under control – not letting them clutter up the house with
crudzines, stain the sheets with hekto-purpled hands, etc. And, being the
Wife of Bath, her primary interest was in sex, which she was to
recommend heartily to fans. I have just one more couplet written, this to
have been in The Wife of Bath’s Tale:

For Ghu said, “Go ye forth and duplicate.”
What better way than bedded with one’s mate?

Alas, however, her Tale will never be told, nor will any of the others. After
five years away from it, I find I just can’t swing with it anymore, so the
publication of the fragments here signals the end of my wistful hopes of
Getting Back To It someday.

November 1964
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The Chaser
Alan Austen, hopeful as a new faned reading his first review, went up
certain dark and creaky stairs in a dimly lit neighborhood, and peered at
the names on each door on the dimly lit landing before he found the name
he wanted.

He pushed open this door and entered, following instructions on a
postcard he had received the day before. The postcard had said, “This is a
test. Bring this card to the address below and examine my stock of
extraordinary fan supplies. Everlasting typewriter ribbons, psi beanies,
hoax-finders, enchanted duplicators, oil-of-midnight candles, foolproof
hektoes, potions of all kinds. Featured this week: the fan-success pill. (All
merchandise guaranteed. No sticky machines.)”

Inside the door, an old man sat quietly reading a book called The
Necronomicon. Behind him were many shelves filled with bottles, cans,
and packages. A door to the left led into a room in which the only light
seemed to come, dimly, from half-seen machines of all sizes and shapes.

“Sit down, Mr. Austen,” said the old man. Alan sat down.
“I am interested,” said Alan, “in your fan-success pill. That seems to

be – er – quite extraordinary, as your ad said.”
“My dear young fan,” replied the old man, “my stock in trade is

limited – I don’t deal in used magazines or rubber stamps – but such as it
is, it is varied. Nothing I sell has effects which could be described as
precisely ordinary.”

“The fact is –” began Alan.
“Here, for example,” interrupted the old man, reaching for a bottle

from the shelf, “is a liquid which is quite palatable, like blog almost, but
which induces the purest form of gafia.”

“Do you mean people take potions in order to quit fandom?” cried
Alan.

“Some do,” said the old man. “Others find gafia quite easy – a natural
talent, if you will. For those for whom it comes hard, there is the potion. A
way of extricating oneself from too many unimportant responsibilities and
imagined obligations. A way to get out of the rut. ‘Fandom is just a
goddam habit.’ A gafia potion, yes.”

“I want nothing of that sort,” said Alan.
“Just as well, no doubt,” said the old man. “The price for one

teaspoonful – sufficient for all but the most hardened fan – is five thousand
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dollars. Never a penny less.”
“I hope you have less expensive mixtures,” said Alan.
“Oh, my, yes,” said the old man. “It would be foolish to charge that

sort of price for the fan-success pill, for example. Neofans who need them
never have five thousand dollars – else they wouldn’t need the pill. Eh?
They’d pay the top fanwriters to write for their fanzines and so forth.
Right?”

“Oh, of course,” said Alan.
“I look at it this way,” said the old man. “Please a patron with one

article, and he will come back when he needs another. Even if it is more
costly. You see? He will save up for it, if necessary.”

“So,” said Alan, “you really do have pills that will ensure fannish
success. And they are not just – just – er...”

“Oh, no,” said the old man. “Their effects are permanent. This is no
fly-by-night establishment. Within two years, your fanwriting will be
collected together in one volume. The Incompleat Austen, perhaps. Or The
Alan Austen Reader.”

“Dear me!” said Alan. “How very enticing!”
“A permanent evidence of your mark on fandom,” said the old man.

“Your works collected. If you wish, a new collection issued every year
thereafter. Volume Two, Volume Three, like that. An annual affair.”

“I can hardly believe it,” said Alan. “My stories have been rejected by
every fan editor I know of.”

“They will no longer reject them,” said the old man. “Instead, they
will write you letters by the score, asking for your stories. They will want
you to write columns for them, articles, poetry, your autobiography!”

“Oh, my!”
“Never a day will go by without at least one request for you to write

something. You will spend all your free time writing for your public. That
is,” he said, “all of it except that spent publishing your own fanzine.”

“My own fanzine!” breathed Alan.
“Your own fanzine. The number one fanzine, of course. The focal-

point fanzine. Contributions by all the other top writers in fandom – the
others besides yourself, of course. A long letter column in each issue –
fifteen, twenty pages. Each issue will make up seventy-five pages of the
best of all possible material.”

“Seventy-five pages!” said Alan. “That is a lot!”
“Yes, it’s a lot,” said the old man. “But as a contribution lo fandom it

will be worth the long hours required for its stencilling, of course.”
“Oh, of course!”
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“Through all your most tiring days,” said the old man, “that thought
will be there to comfort you. You will be doing a service for fandom. A
hollow comfort?”

“Oh, no!” said Alan. “It will fulfill me!”
“No young fan could have phrased it better,” smiled the old man. “I

think you will make a fine Number One Fan, Mr. Austen.”
“That’s odd,” said Alan. “You know my name. How is that? You

must have sent out many postcards.”
“Just one,” said the old man. “I sent only one postcard, and that to

you.”
“But why is that?” asked Alan.
“I have only one fan-success pill for sale at the moment,” said the old

man. “Naturally, everyone can’t be Number One Fan – the field is limited
by definition. I sent only one card. I won’t have another pill for sale for
some time. A year, perhaps two years.”

Alan was lost for a moment in daydreams. “Number One Fan,” he
murmured. “How much do you charge for this wonderful pill?”

“It is not so dear,” said the old man, “as the gafia potion. No. That is
five thousand dollars. One has to be older than you are, and tired, to
indulge in that sort of thing. One has to save up for it.”

“But the pill?” asked Alan.
“Oh, that,” said the old man, handing him a small bottle containing a

black pill enveloped in cotton. “That is just a dollar.”
“I can’t tell you how grateful I am,”said Alan, paying him.
“I like to oblige,” said the old man. “Then patrons come back, later,

and want more expensive things. Here you are.”
“Thank you again,” said Alan. “Goodbye.”
“Au revoir,” said the old man.

April 1959
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Fandom Harvest Revisited
“Fandom Harvest” was the title of Terry Carr’s 1959-1962
column for the Hugo-winning fanzine Cry of the Nameless. It
gave its name to the 1986 collection Fandom Harvest, which
included many of Terry’s own favourite pieces as the long
segment called (yet again) “Fandom Harvest”. Here is a further
selection of good stuff from the Cry columns that somehow
didn’t make the cut. [Ed.]

April 1959:
I have it via the bushy-tailed grapevine that Bjo has been pulling a

sneaky and will have some cartoons in this issue of Cry poking fun at me.
That’s just like Bjo: she pokes fun at me just because I poked fun at her
last issue. I suppose one can’t expect anything more from such as that
female.

You know, some females are the type that kiss and tell. Bjo is even
worse: she kisses and forgets.

At Burbee’s annual surprise birthday party last year, I got mixed up in
a rather wild scene. It was during the period when Miriam and I were first
going together, and the two of us were in one bedroom holding a serious
intellectual conversation of which we lost the thread as more and more
fans came in to join us.

All of a sudden everybody started kissing Miriam, for some reason.
Steve Tolliver was kissing her, Ted Johnstone was kissing her, George
Fields was kissing her. Alex Bratmon was looking on hopefully, but he
was crowded out. Miriam seemed to be enjoying herself.

I said, “Look here, what am I supposed to do, twiddle my thumbs?”
Miriam said, “Well, Bjo is lying in your lap, you idiot, why don’t you

kiss her?”
I looked, and discovered this to be true. So I said, “Kiss me, you

fool,” and she did. It was fun, too.
Several weeks later Bjo came to Berkeley for a party, and the subject

of that episode came up. Bjo said, “Did that happen? I don’t remember
that! How much had I had to drink?”

“Quite a bit,” I said.
“Well, I don’t believe you, Terry Carr,” said Bjo. “You may claim I

kissed you, but it’s not true. I don’t remember it at all.”
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She went back to Los Angeles the next day, and I stewed and fretted
around Berkeley for awhile. It’s kind of deflating to have a female say she
doesn’t remember kissing you. I got pretty worked up about it, as a matter
of fact.

About a week later, Miriam wrote me that Bjo had decided to kiss me
again next time she saw me, to see what it was like. She said she was
going to kiss me right in the middle of the convention.

That capped it. I could just imagine Bjo kissing me with all fandom
gathered round, then sweetly explaining, “Well, we kissed once before, but
I didn’t remember what it was like, and I wanted to find out.” All fandom
would be plunged into laughter at my expense.

So I sent a message back to Bjo that if she were to kiss me at the
convention, I would tear myself from her embrace and stage-whisper,
“Please, Bjo – control yourself!”

That got her. Back came a message saying that she wasn’t going to
kiss me at the convention after all. Instead, she was going to storm up to
me and slap my face.

I wrote back that if she did that I’d say, “Bjo! Can’t we discuss this –
ah, delicate matter – more privately?”

I didn’t hear any more on the subject from Bjo, either then, or at the
Solacon, or later. She just dropped the subject.

That’s the only way to treat a woman who kisses and forgets.

Tom Condit came over for a visit the other night. We got to talking about
fanzine titles, and Tom said, “Chelsea Robertson and I were going to put
out a fanzine together a couple of years ago. We were each going to do
half, and staple the two parts together back-to-back, like Ace Double
Novels. The title was going to be ‘69’.”

Miriam looked at him, thunderstruck. “Back-to-back?” she said.
“Back-to-BACK? That doesn’t sound at all appropriate, really.”

It was but the work of a moment for Tom to figure out what she
meant.

“Well,” he said, “how do you know so much about the anatomy of
fanzines?”

The conversation stopped right there. There didn’t seem to be much
more to say.

September 1959:
Well, the Detention has come and gone, so I guess it’s about time I

gave up on getting a conreport on the Solacon from Burbee. He told me
before the con that if he went he’d write me a conreport on it, and he did
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show up at the con – but he never wrote a full report, just a few bits and
pieces in his FAPAzine.

Ghod, that would have been a fabulous report! On the last day of the
con Burbee was showing around a list of chapter titles for his conreport,
and they looked terrific. At this late date I can’t remember many of them,
but I do recall that the first chapter was titled, “Get Your Socks Off The
Table, You Bastard, Or You Don’t Get Any Breakfast” (a quote from
Isabel Burbee) and the very last chapter’s title was “I Visit The
Convention Hall”. (Burbee, possibly in an effort to replace the absent Bob
Tucker, had spent almost the entire con in the bar.)

It would have been a fine conreport, yes. In fact, when it became
obvious that Burbee was procrastinating on writing it, Bill Rotsler, who is
Charles Burbee Fan Number One, talked me into sending Burb a telegram
in an effort to joggle him – in fact, Rotsler even paid half of the cost. I sent
it, too. It read something like, WHERE IS CONREPORT QUESTIONMARK I’M
GOING TO PRESS BURBEE I’M GOING TO PRESS EXCLAMATIONPOINT
WHERE IS CONREPORT QUESTIONMARK. It didn’t do any good, though.

Well, a little bit after that Rotsler himself decided to write a
conreport, and he asked me if I wanted it for Innuendo. “You want a
conreport?” he wrote. “Talked to Burb tonight and he said send it to him,
he’ll publish anything! I have to write it first, I said. Tell him the section
headings, Burbee said. All right, I said.” And Rotsler sent me a list of
chapter titles:

Chap. I: Unbridled Lust Will Get You Nowhere.
Chap. II: I Said She Published Erratically, Not Erotically!
Chap. III: We Know Each Other Only Vicariously Therefore We Use
Our Full Names.
Chap. IV: I Draw On Djinn Faine For Inspiration.
Chap. V: The Great Caption Contest.
Chap. VI: There’s Nothing Wrong With Having An English Accent.
Chap. VII: I Can’t Tonight, Darling, I’m Up To My Ass In Christian
Science.
Chap. VIII: Minac Is A Full-Time Job.
Chap. IX: I’ve Spent The Whole Convention Asking “Where’s Terry
Carr?”
Chap. X: BUST LUST MUST, Says Obstetrician, BREAST BEST
BOASTS BOSS.

Needless to say, it looked like a helluva good conreport, and I would have
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been glad to print it. However, I already had a seventeen-page conreport
by Ron Bennett in the issue, and I figured another one might be pushing
things a little too far. Besides, about that time I heard that the editors of
Mimsy (Bjo, Steve Tolliver, Ernie Wheatley, and Djinn Faine) wanted
Rotsler’s conreport, so I wrote back and said maybe it would be best if
they printed it, even though I would have been proud to have it in Inn.

A week or two later, along came a telegram from Rotsler: EDITOR
MIMSY OFFER ASSISTANT EDITORSHIP AND EDITOR STOP SPIRITED
BIDDING FROM ALL QUARTERS FOR MY CONREPORT YOUR MOVE NEXT
STOP ROTSLER.

They were offering Djinn Fain’s fair white body for Rotsler’s
conreport, by ghod. (It should be noted here that Djinn was protesting this,
and threatening to resign her editorship. “Gafia before dishonor!” she was
shouting.)

About that time Miriam and I visited Los Angeles. “They are offering
me a Big Blonde,” said Rotsler. “Can you match their offer?”

Well, I refused even to consider offering my wife. “All I can offer,” I
said, “is a blonde publishing jiant. You can have Ron Ellik.” Rotsler didn’t
seem too enthusiastic, so Mimsy got the rights to his conreport.

But he never wrote it. I suspect that Djinn Faine defected.

December 1959:
Since this is the Serious Installment of “Fandom Harvest” (The

Column That Separates The Wheat From The Chaff), I’d now like to turn
to a matter of the utmost gravity. To say that I view it with alarm would be
an understatement. Frankly, it scares the mental horizons out of me.

You probably know that for some time now we around San Francisco
have been kidding around about building a Tower To The Moon Of
Bheercans. We’ve built this up into quite a mythos in the past few years.
And, like John Berry and the Goon Mythos, it’s beginning to backfire on
us.

We should have seen it coming, I suppose. As long ago as a year ago,
one time when we visited Poul and Karen Anderson, they said
apologetically, “Gee, we had a big party here last night, and there were lots
of bheercans sitting around empty this morning. But we sent them out in
the garbage – sorry.” Ron and I just chuckled then, not thinking anything
about it.

But a recent occurrence has brought home the enormity of this
innocent mythos we’ve built. It is more than a mythos to the minds of
fandom – they believe in the Tower To The Moon Of Bheercans.

I remember when I told somebody at the Solacon that Carl Brandon
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didn’t exist, and he stared at me thunderstruck and said, “Next thing you’ll
be saying you don’t even have a ten-mile-high tower of bheercans!”

I chuckled then, too. But I’m not chuckling now. Oh no.
A little while ago we received a notice from the post office that a

package was waiting for us. I went down to get it – it was from Arthur
Thomson. I opened it. It was an empty bheercan.

All the way from England, an empty bheercan.
Now I suppose you might not yet see what’s upsetting me so much

about this. After all, it was pretty innocuous – just a small red-and-gold
can of Charrington’s London Brown Ale. Why, Atom could have been just
joking!

That’s what I thought at first. But then I noticed that on the top of this
can there were arrows pointing to the spots where the can was to be
opened – “Open Here and Here”. A pretty silly thing – you can open a
bheercan anywhere, and having arrows pointing to two suggested points
really seemed pointless.

But Atom had opened the can neatly at the suggested points.
Now what does this prove, you ask? Well, obviously, that Atom is a

Follower of the Herd, a man who has abdicated his rightful heritage of
original thought to the Opinion Molders. And would such a man send me
an empty bheercan for a joke?

Hardly, I think. Atom must have been serious; he must have thought
that we really do have a Tower to the Moon under construction here. I’ll
bet he believes all that stuff about weighting the cans that form the base
with bottletops from bottled bheer, and the bit about the difficulties we
supposedly had ferrying the ten-mile-high Tower across to Berkeley when
we moved there for awhile. I’ll bet he believes the whole mythos,
including Carl’s bicycle.

And if Atom believes it, how many others do? Remember, Atom is a
hyperactive fan, a sensible man, a man with a solid background in fannish
jokes and gags. If even he believes in the actual existence of the Tower,
how many others do?

And if he sent us an empty bheercan, how many others will?
The thought is horrifying. I think of myself getting notices every day

from the P.O., and trudging down to pick up two, three, or a dozen empty
bheercans. I can see the expressions on the faces of postal employees –
quizzical at first, vaguely amused soon, and eventually pitying and even
sneering. I can picture in my mind the unghodly mess that those bheercans
will make in our home.

I don’t want all that, and I’d like to put a stop to it right now. So, hear
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me: we have no Tower To The Moon around here. It’s a gag. No, Virginia,
there is no Tower. We shipped it up to Sacramento to visit its
grandmother.

Don’t send bheercans, please. And if you do – send full ones, will
you?

November 1960:
It’s amazing how insidiously these Cry deadlines can creep up on a

conscientious columnist; it seems like just last week that the last Cry
deadline was here. Even a superb columnist like me can have trouble
turning out a measly three or four pages a month, I assure you, and perhaps
that will give you some idea of the awe with which I regard people who
publish 40 or 50 page fanzines every month. Sometimes I sit down at the
typer and think, I’m Not Worthy. What, after all, am I doing writing a
column for a phenomenon like Cry, a Hugo-award-winning fanzine? What
right have I to insinuate my name on a contents page that sports names like
Burbee and Boggs and Ashworth and Berry? And mainly (ah, did you
guess that I wasn’t all that modest?), what am I doing trying to write a
column for a monthly fanzine? That’s the feeling I get sometimes when
Cry deadline comes around before I’ve even finished reading my last
column more than fifteen or twenty times.

Since I last wrote a Cry column all I’ve done is publish three fanzines
and spend ten days’ vacation in Los Angeles. Time certainly does fly, all
right.

Actually, of course, that vacation was what made this deadline seem
to come so soon. It seems like the chair in front of the typer is still warm
from last time I wrote this column. When you take ten days out of the
normal schedule of your life and fanac those ten days have a way of
catching up with you.

But it was worth it. We had a fine time, Miri and I. In fact, if you’ll
sit still I’ll tell you all about it. Or all that’s printable, anyhow.

It all started a week ago Thursday when we called Forry Ackerman to
tell him we were coming down and see if he could meet us at the airport.
Right away that other-worldly aura that surrounds all vacations came
creeping in over the telephone wires. Forry said he’d love to pick us up,
but, well, it was this way... his secretary had been kidnapped.

It may have been my naturally egocentric attitude, or maybe it was a
perfectly natural reaction, but I must confess my first thought was that I
couldn’t see what that had to do with whether or not he could pick us up.
A split-second later, though, it occurred to me to wonder why Forry’s
secretary had been kidnapped, and – KIDNAPPED? What? Eh? Forry
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explained that he’d hired this girl to handle his routine correspondence,
requests for review copies of s-f books, help file his correspondence, and
so forth. She was a member of a sorority, and that day he’d received a
phonecall from her from Palm Springs, a hundred miles away; she’d been
kidnapped by sorority pledges and deposited there without any money, and
would have to hitchhike back. Hence she couldn’t make it in time to work
that day and would have to come over the next day, Friday, when we’d be
arriving. (She works three afternoons a week at Forry’s place.) And since
Forry would have to be there to oversee matters and such (I mean, do you
think anyone could handle even Forry’s routine correspondence without
him there to give directions?), he wouldn’t be free that afternoon.

But he arranged with Charles Nuetzell to pick us up, and when we
arrived at the airport there he was. We piled into his car and drove to
Forry’s house, discussing mostly the current presidential elections. (“Who
are you voting for? – our ambassador to South America or the dissipated
teenager?” said Miri.)

At Forry’s we met Jacie Astrachan, Forry’s secretary. Her first name
is pronounced “jaysee,” and she’s had so much trouble with people who
think it must be pronounced and spelled Jackie that she’s taken to spelling
it simply Jc. Nobody can pronounce that right either, but at least it makes
them stop and ask how it’s pronounced.

She’s quite a gal. Forry said he’d interviewed dozens of girls for the
job, but she was the only one who’d really seemed interested in it for its
own sake. She reads science fiction, she has an active sense of humor, and
she’s interested in everything and everyone she runs into at Forry’s... and
that, believe me, covers a wide gamut.

Chuck Nuetzell had come over mostly to confer with Forry about a
manuscript, and he left early in the afternoon; Forry invited us to stay at
his place for a few days, and we gladly accepted. We spent most of the
afternoon lolling around reading through magazines while Forry and Jacie
were working. Advance copies of the latest issue of Famous Monsters had
just arrived that day, and we leafed through it.

While we were loafing around, the doorbell rang, and when Jacie
went and answered it there stood a little kid, one of the neighborhood
children. He said something to her, and she said something to him, and he
went away.

“What was it?” asked Forry.
“It was a little boy,” said Jacie. “He wanted to know if you had any

monsters to sell.”
Well, actually he’d wanted to buy some back issues of Famous
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Monsters, but it struck me as funny anyway.
Jacie went home at 5:00, and Forry suggested we go out to eat. About

that time Ingrid Fritzsch phoned to invite Forry over for an evening at the
Henstells’ house – Ingrid works for the Henstells, though it’s more like
she’s a friend who lives with them. When Forry mentioned that we were
there, she invited us over too.

So after dinner we went out to Tigertail Road (do you think Bruce
Henstell will ever gafiate, Elinor?) [Not while he lives on Tigertail Road –
EB*], where we met for the first time Mr. and Mrs. Henstell and son
Bruce.

* Editorial interjection by Elinor Busby. [Ed.]

We’d heard a lot about Bruce, of course; he’s sort of a modern-day
legend in some fan circles. He’s the fan whom Randy Garrett singled out
at the Detention as an example of a good (i.e. worshipful) neofan; he’s the
young fellow who was sort of the inspiration for Bjo’s “The Littlest Fan”
in 1959’s Meretricious; he’s the young faned who made a deal with Jim
Warren, publisher of Help! magazine, whereby Warren would finance his
fanzine in return for two pages of advertising therein. He’s also the
youngster who’s often referred to as 15th Fandom’s answer to Harlan
Ellison – as if any fandom would ever have an answer to Ellison.
Nevertheless, Bruce, with his loud precociousness, his enormous fund of
energy, and various other attributes, does remind one amazingly of Harlan.

He met us at the door as though we were Walt Willis or something.
He pumped our hands and grinned all over the place and bounced up and
down and said, “You’ve gotta see my room!” I was kind of overwhelmed.
I followed him to his room, tugged irresistibly along by the air whooshing
in to fill the vacuum he left as he blazed through the living-room.

“Look at this!” he said, showing me an illo for his next fanzine.
“Look!” he said, showing me a sheaf of stories he’d written during the last
umptyump years, neatly clipped together. He rushed up to his desk to get
something else to show me. He searched through a few papers and a pile
of fanzines, and picked up a batch and threw them into a box. “Damn
fanzines!” he muttered. “Why do people send me so many fanzines? – I
haven’t got time to read ’em!” He dragged out a letter from Jim Warren
and flourished it.

“Look at my collection of Astoundings!” he said, waving a hand at a
long shelf along one wall of the room; the collection went back to the
thirties. “Here, I’ll show you some of the stencils for my next fanzine!”

Reeling and staggering, I put down the illos, the stories, the letters
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and magazines he had pressed on me for perusal, and looked at the
stencils. “You know,” I mused, “you are like Ellison. The first time I met
Ellison he showed me the stencils for the coming issue of Dimensions.”

Bruce looked pained. “I’m not like Harlan Ellison!” he shouted. “I
keep telling and telling people that! Harlan Ellison is obnoxious!”

Well, I tried to explain that I don’t think Ellison is especially
obnoxious, unless maybe when he wants to be, but Bruce was still talking.
“Oh well, I don’t really mind being compared to Ellison,” he said. “In fact,
at the Pittcon, you know what I did? I went to the masquerade wearing
these big comic glasses and smoking a cigaret, and said I was Harlan
Ellison. It was a riot.”

“But Ellison smokes a pipe, doesn’t he?” I said.
“Yeah, but I couldn’t find a pipe in any of the stores around the

hotel,” Bruce said. “So I smoked cigarets instead. Boy, was I sick later.”
“Actually,” I said, “the way to imitate Ellison is to stand across the

room from E.E. Smith or John W. Campbell and holler at the top of your
voice, ‘DOC! DOC SMITH! HEY, HOW ARE YA?’ or ‘JOHNNY! MY
BUDDY!’”

We went back into the living-room and talked with the Henstells, who
are real nice people, intelligent and interested in a wide range of things –
even fandom, at second-hand. Of course, they are nonfans, and parents
too. Mrs. Henstell said, “Bruce, I want you to watch your language!
You’ve been going around calling people fuggheads so much that your
little sister is picking up your language!”

“Fugghead is a perfectly decent word,” Bruce said. “F. Towner Laney
used it!”

I just sort of sat there observing Bruce for most of the evening. He
amazed me – really, he is the ultimate in neofans. What energy and
enthusiasm he has! Miri wanted to see something, and Bruce ran the length
of the hall and back to show it to her. She mentioned she liked card tricks,
and he ran off to get a deck of cards and sat down to perform for her. He’s
pretty good at them, too.

A little later he said to me, “Boy, for a brilliant writer you sure don’t
say much!”

And that remark just about struck me dumb.
Well, eventually it started getting late, so we had to leave. But before

we left, Bruce said, “Hey, I’ve got a great idea – from now on I’ll let you
ghostwrite all my material!”

I muttered weakly, “Thanks, but I have enough trouble just writing
my own stuff,” and staggered out the door.
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When we got back to Forry’s, Miri said, “Forry, remember that Bruce
said about F. Towner Laney using the word fugghead? Well, correct me if
I’m wrong, but I’ll bet offhand that Laney seldom felt the need for such
circumlocutions in in-person type conversation. Am I right?”

And Forry smiled his smile and shrugged and said, “I guess you’re
right.”

Saturday during the day we mostly sat around and talked with Forry
again, but that evening we decided we’d like to go see somebody. Forry
said he was busy that evening anyway. I called the Burbees, and Isabel
invited us over for dinner. “Bill Ellern and some others are coming over,”
she said. “Maybe you could get a ride with them.” So she gave me Ingrid
Fritzsch’s number (Bill was picking her up about that time) and I called
her and she said they’d pick us up in half an hour. And they did, and we
went out to the Burbees – Billern, Ernie Wheatley, Ingrid, Ann Seidel, and
us.

It was a nice, relaxed evening. Isabel fixed up batches of spaghetti
that was so good that I was almost finished with my second helping before
I remembered to ask why there were no chili beans. And the main things
we discussed (besides sex, of course) were Johann Sebastian Bach and T.
O’Conor Sloane, Ph.D.

Burbee said he’d read my last Cry column, and claimed that I’d
convinced him that Sloane hadn’t been as dry and pedantic as he’d always
thought. (Burb had read the Sloane Amazing fresh off the stands, of
course.) In the face of such a tribute I had to mention that I didn’t
especially believe all that I’d written, myself. (I’ll be interested in reading
the comments in this issue’s lettercol.)

Every time I’ve visited the Burbees lately it’s been on the occasion of
one party or another, with fifty thousand fans milling about and the player
piano going fullblast all night, and such. It was a really pleasant change
this evening just to sit around with a few fans and watch a little television
and talk in a voice considerably below a shout. And come to think of it, the
only time the player piano was used that evening was when Burb played a
ragtime piece done up as a fugue, in connection with our discussion of
Bach.

I mentioned that we wanted to see Bill Rotsler while we were in
town, and Burb gave me his number and said I could use his phone to call.
So I did, and Bill said he’d pick Miri and me up the next morning. With
this thought in mind, we left comparatively early (maybe 2:00 a.m.) and
hit the sack immediately upon arriving back at Forry’s.

Unfortunately, we overslept, and it was nearly noon when we came
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down for breakfast – but that turned out all right, because when Bill called
half an hour later he was just getting ready for breakfast himself. We
packed our suitcases (we were going to stay with Miri’s grandmother in
South Pasadena for the rest of the vacation) and put them in Bill’s car
when he arrived, then drove out to Beverly Hills, where we spent the
afternoon in talk and such with Bill and Gloria Saunders. Bill showed us a
sheaf of roughs and finished strips of his new comic strip, “Sam Martian”.
It’s a very funny strip, and Bill told us that a new syndicate had contracted
for the distribution of it.

He was all enthused. “Do you realize,” he said, “that if the strip sells
to just five papers, I’ll get $150.00 a week? There are about 300
newspapers in California alone – it should sell to at least five of them!”

He also showed us roughs for another strip he wants to do once “Sam
Martian” gets going. The other strip is called simply “Stuff”, and has no
permanent characters; instead several characters and themes will come and
go. There’s Johnny Flowerseed, who whizzes through so fast that he’s
never seen, but he leaves a trail of flowers growing in his wake; there’s the
computer, who feels that his wall-socket plug is like an umbilical cord;
there’s the Flying Man, who has learned how to fly like birds and goes
flapping around in the sky in utter delight. It’s wonderful stuff.

Bill drove us out to South Pasadena that evening, and we spent the
evening being fakefannish with Miri’s grandmother, as might be expected.

The next afternoon we called Fan Hill and made arrangements to go
over there that evening. We took a bus downtown and the Trimbles picked
us up there and drove us the rest of the way. They had just picked up a
photostencil which they’d had processed for the cover of their first
FAPAzine, and they ran it off later that evening.

We were at Fan Hill for ten minutes before it occurred to me that the
fellow there that I didn’t know and to whom nobody had thought to
introduce us must be Jim Harmon. We introduced ourselves and found that
it was. Goshwow, Jim Harmon, the legendary fan who in 1954 – oh,
you’ve heard that story? Well, Jim was mainly in his facet of comicbook
fan that evening, and we discussed Captain Marvel and Superman and the
Justice Society of America and such. He even brought out several old
comics of these people, which Miri pored over in delight.

And a little bit later, through a chance remark which I don’t
remember, we got onto the subject of West Coast Fandom as opposed to
Midwest Fandom. Jim, who’s from Illinois, was defending Midwest
Fandom against charges that too many of those fans were cliquish at
conventions and snobbish about fanzines; he said that it was well-known
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that California fandom is the most inbred fandom of all. How he could
make such a statement, considering that most of California fandom
consists of fans who’ve moved here from elsewhere, is beyond me, but
John Trimble took up the torch and defended California fandom right back
at Jim.

“The fans in the Midwest are nice people, I agree – but they’re a
group all to themselves. Most of them never see a fanzine, except maybe
JD-Argassy or Yandro – they have almost no contact with fans outside
their own area.”

“Do you ever send them your fanzines?” asked Jim.
“No, of course not!” said John. “Why should we? They’ve heard of

our fanzines; if they want them they can write and ask for a copy. We’ll
send ’em a sample, if they ask – but they’ve gotta act interested first. After
all, they know we’re here – they’ve heard of us. We’ve never heard of
most of them, or if we have we don’t know their addresses. But they know
of us, at least, and I think that makes us a lot less cliquish than them.”

Well, it developed into a fine bullsession. Jim kept tossing out ideas, I
think mainly just to run them up the flagpole and see if anybody would
plonk them, and the others, mostly John, would soliloquize about
California Fandom. Mostly I listened bemusedly, now and then saying to
John, “Yes yes, I agree, we’re absolutely superb fans out here in
California.”

Anyway, it started getting late, and since John had to go to work the
next morning we left early. John and Bjo drove us back to South Pasadena.

Tuesday afternoon we grabbed a bus and went clear out to L.A. 56 to
visit Bob Lichtman – an hour and a half’s trip from South Pasadena. We
spent a couple of hours there, talking with Bob (who looks remarkably like
Anthony Perkins, though he doesn’t quite have Perkins’ terribly shy
manner) and looking at his fanning-area out in the garage. Bob showed us
the ditto which has been giving him so much trouble lately; he explained
the various troubles, one of which as I recall was that it had an ingenious
hookup by which when one turned the crank three times the feed-arm
would fall off. Nevertheless, it looked like a dream duplicator compared to
the $21.25 Tower ditto we own.

In fact, when Bob showed us his ditto and explained about the feed-
arm difficulty, we said, “It just happens that we have the feed-arm of our
ditto with us. Would you like to see it?” Bob nodded, and I rolled up my
left shirtsleeve to show him our feed-arm. (That ditto of ours is manual
everything: hand-feed, hand-crank, no counter, and if you run out of ditto
fluid you can always spit in the fluid-tray.)
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Bob also showed us a volume he had checked out of the U.C.L.A.
library: the 35th FAPA mailing. (On the spine it was titled “Fantasy Fan
Club”.) Apparently Dale Hart had donated the mailing.

We had to get back to South Pasadena early, though, because Miri
was to go that evening to visit an old friend who was sick in the hospital,
so at 5:00 we left. We had a quick dinner at Miri’s grandmother’s and just
as we were about to leave the phone rang and it was Bob Bloch. We’d
written him a card saying we’d be down and had given him the phone
number in case he got time to see us. He said that that evening would
probably be the only time that week that he’d be free, so how about getting
together somewhere? We made arrangements to meet him outside the
hospital after visiting hours.

And we did so. Miri asked him if he’d had any trouble finding the
designated corner, but he said no, he’d just gotten off the freeway at the
wrong exit and driven right to the place with no trouble.

We decided to look for a quiet bar, and headed out towards South
Pasadena. The first one we stopped at was deceiving in appearance from
the street; it turned out to be a Low Dive, so after one drink we left...
starting to go out the back door, but it was locked. “I always leave Low
Dives by the rear door,” Bob said; “it’s a habit I picked up in my wild
youth.”

So we drove a bit further and found a very nice place, quiet and
comfortable, where we spent the rest of the evening. We talked about all
sorts of things, starting (of course) with Psycho. Bob was rather unhappy
with the movie version; he felt that there was a bit too much sadism too
lovingly presented. In his book the more sadistic aspects were more
implied than spelled out.

I had a helluva time fighting for paying for drinks; Bob seemed
determined to pay – which I might have known in advance, considering
what a warm and generous person he is. But since we had brought loot for
the specific purpose of such things, I tried fighting him for awhile. I even
out-drew him once, and had a five on the table while the waitress was just
approaching for the drinks and Bob was still reaching for his wallet. But he
calmly withdrew some bills and laid them on the table next to him while
the waitress gave us our drinks, and when she looked down and saw both
his money and mine there she sort of stopped short.

Bob indicated his bills and said, “Take it out of this; he’s a minor.”
And she did. I was utterly crushed for two more rounds (mainly,

every time I thought of it I broke out grinning – what an outrageous thing
to say!) but when Bob passed on a round and still wanted to pay for Miri’s
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and my drinks I insisted. “Take it out of this,” I said to the waitress. “I’m
really sixty-five; alcohol keeps me perpetually youthful.”

Well, it didn’t top Bob’s ploy, but at least it worked.
And eventually this evening too drew to a close, and Bob drove us

home to South Pasadena.
...The number of times I’ve written about evenings getting late and

things drawing to a close reminds me that it’s about time I drew this
monthly column to a close. It’s unfortunate that I have to do so when I’m
only halfway through the week’s chronicle, but it can’t be helped – if I go
on writing, this thing will get so long that the Cryeds will from force of
habit put Berry’s byline on it, and then where will I be? Or worse yet, it
might take them so long to stencil it that Cry will come out a day or two
late – and I don’t intend to bring about the end of fandom quite so
purposelessly.

So here the narrative abruptly breaks off... to be continued next
month, same column, same typeface. Don’t miss the next thrilling
installment of The Rover Boys in L.A.

December 1960:
As all True Fen will remember, last issue I left off right in the middle

of the tale of our vacation in Los Angeles. I imagine a good many of you
breathed a sigh of relief at that point (“Thank ghod... he’s stopped before
he got around to showing us his vacation snapshots and restaurant
menus”), but it was premature, because here I am again with the
concluding installment of Through Darkest Mordor With Watchful Eye
and Bemused Smiles Playing About My Lips.

Tuesday night, as I related last issue, Miri and I went pubcrawling
with Bob Bloch, and, as usual, got back to Miri’s grandmother’s place
where we were staying at some unBlochly hour. Hence it will be no
surprise to hear that we (again as usual) got up at some silly time like noon
the next day.

Now, we had a problem. Miri’s grandmother had told us earlier on
that she’d be busy Wednesday evening, so if anybody invited us to dinner
that week we should try to make it for Wednesday. And John and Bjo
Trimble had invited us for dinner that evening – but lo! when we called to
verify matters, they said that what with the big move of the entire Fan Hill
menage they’d got themselves so busy that they just couldn’t make it after
all, and how about a raincheck? Well, we understood of course (we’d
moved just the two of us and just the few thousand books, fanzines,
records, etc. that we own several times in the past year), but as I say, it
posed a problem. Where would we eat? Miri’s grandmother was standing
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at the door gesturing for us to be off into the snow, never to darken her
doorstep again till later that evening. What should we do?

We bethought ourselves of Lee and Jane Jacobs, who are Fans Stout
and True. We wanted to see them anyway while we were in L.A., and here
we found ourselves with an evening unexpectedly free. Miriam called
them.

Unfortunately, Lee was out of town – in San Diego. He wouldn’t be
home till the next evening. But Jane wasn’t busy, and she said she’d drive
into town and meet us as we got off the bus coming into town from the
other end, then we’d go to dinner somewhere. And we did that.

We went to Barney’s Beanery, a place somewhere in Los Angeles (I
never know where I am in Los Angeles, and often am afraid to find out)
which is the setting of many L.A.-fandom stories and jests – for no
particular reason other than that it’s a pretty good place to eat and hence a
lot of L.A. fans eat there fairly often. It’s a small place, with rickety
wooden tables and rickety wooden booths and old posters on the wall, and
in the corners there’s indirect lighting – like, you have to light a match or
something, which is about as indirect as you get. Anyway, we sat
ourselves in a corner and ordered hamburgers. Miri and I did, anyway;
Jane had already eaten, and she just ordered a salad.

Between mouthfuls we engaged in stimulating conversation – that is,
we gossiped like mad. After we’d caught up on each other’s views on
everybody else’s sex lives and duplicator troubles (what a fannish
conversation) we left and drove around. We were actually trying to find
someplace where we could go and sit and engage in more stimulating
conversation, but we ended up just driving around for a couple of hours on
Sunset Strip and such. We passed many jazz joints and a few folk singer
joints and like that, and finally ended up at a drive-in restaurant whose
chairs looked comfortable. They were, but the food was lousy. Jane and
Miri talked about calories and vitamins and nutrition and so forth – they’re
very sercon on the subject. I ordered a grape soda, at which Jane frowned
and puckered her lips and murmured, “Purple death.” It seemed sody pop
wasn’t good for one.

“I like it,” I said. “I’ll die with a smile on my lips.”
But even the grape soda was lousy, and we left. Miri and Jane

dropped a few castigating remarks around the ears of some gung-ho
R.O.T.C. boys as we walked out. The whole place was very depressing. I
mean, it was.

So we went back downtown to this Italian restaurant that Jane knew
of, and ordered a pizza. Jane and Miri engaged in more stimulating
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conversation about nutrition – “Did you know that celery has negative
calories? Well, it actually has a few, but you use up more energy eating it
than you get from it, so it comes out negative.”

And eventually it got late. Jane had been telling us about having a
prowler at their house – when Lee wasn’t home this guy would rustle
around out in the trees and look in the windows, and once he came right up
on the porch and tried the door (it was locked). She wasn’t too happy
about going back that night, with Lee away. So Miri said why didn’t she
come out to her grandmother’s place in South Pasadena and stay the night?
And there was hemming and hawing and persuading and such, and about
an hour later Jane and Miri and I arrived in South Pasadena.

Now, Miri’s grandmother goes to bed at nine every night, and she
double-latches every door and nails shut the windows beforehand. But she
was used to our ways, and had perfected the technique of getting up to let
us in and then going back to bed, all without waking up. This was the
ritual we had been going through every night so far, and it was the ritual
before us that night. But Miri figured that Jane should sneak around the
back door and wait for us to let her in, because the sight of a third,
unknown person entering with us might so jar her grandmother that she’d
wake up. And so Jane did sneak around the back way, and we did come in
the front door as usual, and muttered goodnight, and then when Miri’s
grandmother was back in bed we unlatched the back door and in came
Jane, her shoes in her hand, tip-toeing into the back bedroom.

It was all very silly, and when we shut the door we all broke up in
giggles and chuckles and such.

“I haven’t done anything so wacky since I was ten,” said Miri.
“I feel ridiculous,” giggled Jane.
“Isn’t it fun?” said Miri.
And so forth. We ended up by launching into a long serious

discussion of life, Philosophy, A- and H-Bombs and such which lasted
even farther into the night. And eventually we went to bed. (That was kind
of silly and fun, too. Er, what I mean is, Miri’s grandmother’s place has
two extra bedrooms, but there’s only a single-bed in each. Miri and I had
been sleeping in separate rooms, which was of course ridiculous, but that
night we both slept in a single-bed. Blush.)

Thursday found us rising at the by-now-usual silly hour, and after
breakfast Jane drove us over to Forry Ackerman’s place, where we spent
the afternoon. The LASFS meeting was that night, and we had arranged
with Forry to go to dinner with him and then on to the meeting. After the
meeting we had tentative plans to go pub-crawling with Jane & Lee, who
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would be back by then.
We spent the afternoon as usual – lolling around reading and talking.

And just before we were to leave for dinner, Trina called. We’d been
trying to get in touch with her since we’d arrived in L.A., with no luck;
now, out of the blue, she called to talk to Forry. We set about making
arrangements over the phone to meet her the next afternoon – trouble was,
she lived on the opposite side of town from South Pasadena where we
were staying, and neither of us had wheels. We hemmed and hawed at
each other, trying to decide who would take a bus where to meet the
other(s), finally agreeing in desperation to meet at the bus terminal in
downtown L.A. (And that was a solution of sheer desperation – L.A.
seemed hotter and smoggier than usual that week, and downtown L.A. is
always the worst.)

Then Forry and Miri and I piled into Forry’s car and went to dinner,
after which we headed for the LASFS meeting, stopping at a couple of
places on the way. The first was a little newsstand which advertised on the
window: TOBACCO, MAGAZINES, SATIRE. Wow really, how many
places do you see advertising satire? What made it even more strange and
bemusing was that it was really just a plain, ordinary newsstand. Forry had
never been able to get a sensible reason from the proprietor as to why he
advertised satire.

After that we went to a little candy store across the street. Forry told
me that it had the best selection of candies of all nations that he’d ever
seen, and I guess he’s right. The place was small but packed with displays
of candy. A sign in the window said: “Wanted: 500 kids for Halloween
party.” Miri asked the little man behind the counter, “Am I too old to come
to your party?”

“How old are you?” he squeaked in a high-pitched little voice with a
German accent.

“Twenty-two,” said Miri.
“That’s not too old,” said the little man. “You come. You too,” he

said nodding to Forry and me. “Bring friends.” We were delighted, but of
course by Halloween we’d be back in Berkeley.

Ordering in German, Forry bought a selection of candies to give to a
girl-friend of Ingrid Fritzsch’s who was to arrive that night by air from
Germany; several LASFSers were going out after the meeting to welcome
her at the airport.

As we left the store, Forry said to us, “He’s a fan of candy like we are
of sci-fi.”

And so on we went to the meeting. All sorts of people were there,
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some of whom hadn’t been to a meeting in months or even years. Bob
Lichtman, Don Durward, Don Franson, Ted Johnstone, Jack Harness, the
Trimbles, Don Fitch, Lee & Jane Jacobs, Jack and Julie Jardine, rich
brown, Bruce Pelz, Jim Harmon, Ingrid Fritzsch, and quite a few others.
Most of them we knew, and there were greetings and such; others we
hadn’t met, and it was a pleasure meeting people like Franson, Durward,
Fitch, and so forth.

Miri was quite charmed by Don Durward. Previous to meeting him,
she’d been a little bugged at him because she’d submitted an article to his
zine and he’d made so many typoes when he’d printed it that, as Miri said,
“Even though I’d not only written it myself, but had lived it – I still
couldn’t make heads or tails out of the article!”

She said something about it to Don, and grotched about his myriad
typoes in general. Don looked at her soulfully and said, “Gee, I’m sorry. I
correct over half my typoes, you know.”

The thought of what his typing must look like before he corrects
struck Miri dumb, and she forgave him on the spot.

Later, she said, “How can you be irritated with Don? He – he reminds
me of Elmer Fudd, somehow. Not that he looks like him – Jack Harness
does – but he has such sad eyes. He looks at you really sadly, as though
he’s always expecting something terrible to happen. It’s not like he thinks
somebody might hurt him, though – more like he’s terribly afraid someone
might steal his carrots.”

Well, anyway, there was a business meeting. Miri went up to Ernie
Wheatley, the chairman, before the meeting and asked if she could
announce that people could buy memberships in the Baycon from her;
Ernie said sure. So after the meeting had been going on for awhile Miri
raised her hand and Ernie recognized her and she stood up and started to
give a spiel for memberships. But Ernie told her she was out of order – the
meeting was still on New Business, and Announcements would come later.
Miri started to sit down, but a thought struck her. After all, even if she had
been living in the Bay Area for the last two years, she was still a member
of LASFS (“Does death release you?”), and had paid her dues. So she said,
“I want to make a motion, then – is that okay?” Ernie nodded. Miri said, “I
move that LASFS buy a membership in the Baycon.”

This was so sneaky and underhanded that three or four people
immediately seconded it, and it was passed, as I recall, unanimously.

The main business under discussion that night was the proposal to
move the LASFS meetings to the new address of the Fan Hillites, where
the members would have such benefits as A Room To Themselves, a place
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to store the LASFS collection, and so forth. Practically everybody there
was obviously in favor of the move, but There’s One In Every Crowd, and
Jack Jardine elected to be the Devil’s Advocate. He seemed to feel that the
apparent unanimity of opinion on the matter might betoken something akin
to a railroading job, so he proceeded to point out everything he could think
of on the negative side. Actually, Jack was in favor of the move, but he
didn’t think the members were considering all the angles; hence he was
bringing up the bad points of the proposition to be sure the members were
going into it fully aware of its drawbacks as well as its merits, to prevent
possible hassles later should members become aware of things they hadn’t
considered in advance. Unfortunately, his Devil’s Advocating elicited
somewhat of a hassle then and there and a few heated words rent the air. It
was during the course of this discussion that Bjo said, “I’ve never been in
a feud” – a statement which amused me, though I managed to refrain from
smiling. (Actually, as someone pointed out to me later, what she’d meant
had been that she’d never feuded with another LASFS member at a
LASFS meeting. This is probably perfectly true – but I doubt that any of
the really active LASFSers could truly say they’ve never been in a feud.
Hyper-fanac on a local level almost inevitably leads to hassles.)

The upshot of the discussion was that the meeting was recessed for
half an hour so that all members interested could drive over to the new
place and inspect the proposed quarters before voting on the motions. Most
of the members did go over; Miri and I, feeling rather unaffected by the
question, remained behind with Lichtman, Durward, Harness, Pelz,
Johnstone, brown, Franson, the Jacobses, and perhaps a few others.

When the room had cleared. I looked around and pointed out that
almost everyone who had remained was a member of SAPS. “It’s too bad
there aren’t more of us,” I remarked. “With a few more SAPS members we
could hold a special meeting and vote to dissolve SAPS. What a coup it
would be!”

But as I say, there weren’t enough of us, so we didn’t dissolve SAPS
that night. Instead, we contented ourselves with admiring a Freas cover
original that Pelz had had framed, and trying to talk Franson into joining
SAPS. (I suppose it seemed the next best thing to dissolving the
organization.) Franson, unfortunately, declined.

In awhile the rest of the members returned, and the meeting was
reopened and concluded reasonably quickly. The club voted to move to the
new place, a few reports and announcements were given, and Ernie
Wheatley adjourned the meeting.

Immediately the gang started heading for the doors. Several of them
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were going to the airport, and the rest were all for going to a drive-in
restaurant for burgers and cokes and fanchatter; this is the usual routine at
LASFS. The Jacobses, Miri and I were going pub-crawling, of course, but
we dropped by for a few minutes at the drive-in where most everybody
was. And just as we were leaving, in walked Milo Mason.

Now, Milo is an old friend of Miri’s and Ted Johnstone’s, and he
hadn’t been heard from for ages; he’d been married the year before. We
told him we were going to a bar and he recommended one for us and said
he’d meet us there later. We noted the name and his directions and took off
in the car.

Half an hour later we were driving around in circles; Lee had taken a
wrong turn somewhere and we were quite thoroughly lost. We just kept
driving, though, and didn’t get really worried until Lee almost got shuffled
onto a freeway, at which point he pulled over to stop and consider matters.
When you’re lost you don’t want to get on a freeway; that just gets you
lost farther away from where you were. I remembered Miri’s uncle telling
us once that he’d dropped off a friend in New York to do a little shopping
and had gone around the block to pick her up again in a few minutes –
except that he’d got himself onto a one-way street in heavy traffic and had
ended up an hour later in New Jersey. No sir, we didn’t want to get on any
freeway.

And fortunately, luck was with us. Lee sighted the stars, read
streetsigns, waved a dowsing-rod over a Hieronymus compass, and finally
shrugged his shoulders and drove on. We got to where we were going
anyway.

It was a good bar; Milo had been right. Very comfortable seats, quiet,
uncrowded, and with good service. Reasonable prices, too. We settled
down over drinks and chatted quietly for half an hour or so. Lee & Jane
invited us out to dinner on Saturday and promised to introduce us to the
baby ocelot they were buying and would pick up that day; we accepted, of
course.

And then in came Milo and Bruce Pelz, rich brown, Rich Stevens,
and Ted Johnstone. They joined us and we spoke of things SAPSish,
including Lee’s story, “The Musquite Kid Rides Again”, and the Unicorn
Productions movie of it. Ted told us that Unicorn’s next production would
be “Martian Eye”, a stfish detective story that he was writing himself. Lee
had to work the next day, so he and Jane left comparatively early. The rest
of us remained until closing time, listening to Milo’s wild tales of what
he’d been doing since we’d seen him last. Miri, who’d been drinking
vodka gimlets, switched to plain cherries as the evening wore on and the
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hour grew late; she told the waitress sadly that we were staying at her
grandmother’s house, and the waitress told the barkeeper, and he sent over
a whole batch of cherries. He was touched to the quick by her sad plight, I
guess.

When we left, at 2:00 a.m., Milo drove us all home. We poured
ourselves into bed.

Friday, as per arrangements, we met Trina at the bus station
downtown. She looked good; since leaving North Beach she’d found a
reawakened interest in dressing up like a pretty girl (which she is). She’d
come to Hollywood in search of movie work; Forry was her agent and was
working on a part in The Girls From Planet 5 for her. But aside from that
the news was sad. “I came to Hollywood to try to get into movies,” Trina
pouted, “and now I’m working part-time as an usherette at Cinerama.”

“Are you doing any acting at all?” we asked.
“Well, I’m a member of this little-theatre group,” she said. “It’s really

encouraging, too, because all the others in it have a lot of experience, and
they think I’m good. Only trouble is, we had a fight with the owner of the
theatre, and now we’re a little-theatre group without a theatre.”

It was all very sad and Pooish, but Trina seemed, overall, happier
than she had been in North Beach. We went to Clifton’s, a very good and
inexpensive restaurant downtown, and spent the afternoon over coffee,
talking about people we knew and things we’d been doing. Trina did a few
illos for us while we talked, and then it was time for her to go to work and
time for us to get back to South Pasadena. Miri’s brother and sister-in-law
were coming over that evening.

We got back in time for a quick dinner, and then David and Evelyn
arrived. We seldom see them, even when we visit L.A., because David is
studying to be a doctor and is always busybusybusy, and tired when off-
duty. He’s president of his junior class at U.C.L.A. We sat around for
awhile talking about things political, mostly. We got to talking about
DAR-types, and Miri’s grandmother seemed incredulous at the tales we
told. We mentioned the incident recently in San Francisco when the
American Legion was holding a convention and a couple of guys decided
to picket them in protest of their policies; a hundred or so Legionnaires
came out and beat the hell out of them. The next day there was a somewhat
larger protest picket-line: two hundred or so. The S.F. police were there in
force to protect the picketers. (This was just a week or two after the House
Committee on UnAmerican Activities had met in S.F. and the cops had
been so rough on the picketers and such, so it was kind of ironic to see
them on the other side that day.)
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“Why, there can’t be very many people like that in the world!” said
Miri’s grandmother as we went on and on about the DAR and the
American Legion. “These must be isolated instances.”

“No, no,” said Miri. “Remember Mrs. Johnson? She was a DAR
member. One time when I went over there to see Cassandra, Mrs. Johnson
met me at the door and said, ‘WHO KILLED JESUS?’ I didn’t know what
to say – I mean, that kind of stopped me – so I muttered something about I
supposed the Romans had. And she said, ‘THE JEWS KILLED JESUS.
THE DIRTY JEWS DID IT!’ Boy, she was like that!” (Miri’s background
is three-quarters Jewish.)

Well, I don’t suppose you want to hear more about such depressing
conversations; they’re very unfannish. (Reality is basically an unfannish
thing.) Anyway, we spent a few hours mostly pleasantly with the family,
and after David and Evelyn left we went across the street to visit Ted
Johnstone and his family.

Somehow during the course of the conversation Ted managed to
bring up the subject of Unicorn Productions (or maybe we did it ourselves,
inadvertently). Anyway, Ted immediately dragged out a notebook and
proceeded to describe the whole plot of the forthcoming movie, “Martian
Eye”, scene by scene. It was kind of interesting, but I’d rather see the
movie. When he’d finished that Ted brought out his guitar and serenaded
us with folk-songs and filk-songs – damn but there are some good filk-
songs going around these days! It was a very pleasant few hours that we
spent there; Ted isn’t the greatest of guitarists or singers, but he has a hell
of a good repertoire.

Saturday, Lee and Jane Jacobs picked us up around one in the
afternoon in their 1940 Cadillac limousine (or something like that –
anyway, it’s a gas of a car). We drove out to where they were to pick up
their ocelot, but upon arriving there found that it wasn’t in the best of
health, and the people who were selling the little crittur said they’d better
keep her for another week or so until she was in better shape. But we
played with her for awhile; she was incredibly cute: big, big feet and a
perky face, and very naughty. Lee and Jane said they were going to call
her Yma, but Miri insisted that until she got older the name wouldn’t fit
her and that for the time being they should call her Bemildred, because that
was how she acted. Lee and Jane said Bemildred could be her middle
name.

The people from whom they were buying Yma Bemildred raised
“wild” animals as pets. They had a monkey, a gibbon, a giant hawk (in a
big cage), a kinkajou, two animals whose names I can’t remember (large,
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gray felines, about 25 pounds each), and a full-grown cheetah. The cheetah
was in a pen about 50 feet per side; her name was Chita (Spanish for
cheetah) and she was completely tame. She was a beautiful animal;
sometimes she’d sprint and run around the pen for exercise, and she was a
study in flowing grace. She came up to the wire fence of the cage, and
Miri petted her nose. She purred, a huge rumbling purr of friendliness.

Chita earned a large part of her keep by acting in movies, at
something like $150 a day. “She enjoys it,” said the man who owned her,
“except for the lions. She doesn’t like lions, and she gets nervous
sometimes. But she wouldn’t hurt anyone.”

All the animals, they said, had about an hour a day free in the house.
“The cheetah too?” we asked. Yes, the cheetah too. She was very tame.

“I guess if you get them when they’re babies they don’t know
anything about being wild and predatory,” said Miri.

“Oh, we didn’t get her when she was a cub,” we were told. “When we
got her she was two years old, just out of Africa, and completely wild. We
tamed her.”

I took one look at Chita, standing inside her fence looking out
adoringly and purringly at her master, and thought that that certainly
knocked hell out of some theories I’d heard.

We spent most of the afternoon there, watching the animals play and
asking about what they ate and so forth. Later on, after we’d gone into the
house, the owner brought Chita out of the cage on a leash. She lay down
on the lawn and rolled over on her side while he scratched her under the
chin.

Lee went out to see her close-up, and Jane and I soon followed. Miri
stayed in the house; that cheetah was just too big for her. But I wanted to
pet Chita, and I did. It wasn’t quite like petting our own miniature
Siamese; Chita was big, and solid, rippling muscle. She purred and sat up
on her haunches; I patted her on the side, like you would a dog. She turned
to me and licked my hand.

That was the damnedest thing. I like having cats lick me; their
tongues are a little bit rough and it feels good. Chita’s tongue was rough,
too – more so than a small cat’s, of course. It made an audible scritching
noise as she licked me, like a fine-grained sandpaper. It felt a little like
that, too, only her tongue was warmer and soft. She licked me several
times, and then lay down again.

“What are you doing?” Miri called from the house.
“I was just letting her taste me,” I said.
Seeing how very tame Chita was, Miri was reassured, and came out
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with us. She didn’t pet the animal, though, and it didn’t lick her. And she’s
been envious of me ever since. “You lucky!” she says every now and then.
“You got licked by a cheetah!”

It was quite an experience, and I think I’ll let the tale be the climax of
this already overlong account. Nothing much happened after that that
you’d want to hear about anyway; we had dinner with Lee and Jane
(excellent!), and Lee and I played jazz records far into the night. Then he
drove us back to South Pasadena, and the next day we packed, it being
Sunday and the last day of our vacation, and that evening we caught a
plane to Oakland, where Bill Donaho picked us up and drove us home.
There was a pile of mail waiting for us, and our two cats, a Siamese and
her halfbreed son, greeted us with joyful meows and much purring.

They even licked us. But we weren’t afraid.

January 1961:
Christmas is just over as I write this, and among other things Miri and

I got several fannish Christmas presents too. In fact, I suppose this is the
most fannish Christmas I’ve ever had. Once my parents gave me a copy of
The Conquest of Space for Christmas, and last year Dave Rike gave me a
pound of Impress ink gift-wrapped in paper from the wrappings of a ream
of Speed-O-Print mimeo paper – it made surprisingly festive wrapping.
But this year Maurice Lemus gave us his whole science fiction collection,
and Lou & Cynthia Goldstone gave us a copy of the Wallace Smith
Portfolio, and Ray & Kirsten Nelson gave us an autographed copy of
Keller’s Sing of the Burning Hart published in 1948 by the N3F in an
edition of 250. And to top it all off, a nonfan friend gave us a couple issues
of Unknown.

We spent Christmas Eve with the Nelsons at their new home. It was a
pleasant evening, highlighted (if that’s the right word) by Ray’s showing
us His Portfolio. We’d been talking about the Wallace Smith Portfolio,
which was what led Ray to dragging out his own. It consisted of all sorts
of extremely miscellaneous sketches, paintings, drawings, cartoons,
posters, and such that he’d done years ago when he was studying Art at the
University of Chicago. “They told us to Let Ourselves Go,” said Ray, “to
draw whatever came into our heads. So I did.”

It was a fantastic conglomeration of stuff, which Miri and Kirsten and
I looked through with... well, not exactly a Sense of Wonder, but certainly
with considerable amazement. There was the college yearbook, loaded
with Nelson cartoons – “Many of which have never been published
elsewhere!” said Ray. There was a somewhat abstract painting which Ray
said was “a pregnant turtle, swimming underwater”. There was a quick
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brush-sketch of a smiling face, and written under it, “This is a Friendly
Face. Whenever the world is getting you down, look at this Friendly Face
and feel yourself uplifted.” And there were many other things. I’m sure the
Art teachers must have been pleased at the carefree way in which Ray
expressed himself.

We got to talking a little later on about children, specifically their
First Words. We mentioned that Astrid Anderson, Poul & Karen’s
daughter, had first learned the word Money. And we mentioned too that
Marie-Louise Ellington, Dick & Pat’s daughter, had first learned Sick. She
used to lie in her crib during fan-gatherings, murmuring over and over,
“Sick, sick, sick....”

“Do you know what Walter Trygve’s first word was?” said Ray. We
shook our heads. “It was Burbee.”

“Burbee?” I said.
“Yeah – one day I was pacing around the room reading an article

about Burbee aloud to Kirsten, and he picked it up. He’d been saying
burble burble burble for months, of course, so it wasn’t hard.”

We were delighted. It also turned out that young Walter (he’s about
two) has been working his way up through the arts ever since. Ray was
showing us some experiments Picasso had done with silk-screen prints,
and Walter Trygve looked at them, smiled, and said, “Picasso.”

Ray says he also says “Globlies” when he sees any of them.
Anyway, that was how we spent Christmas Eve – looking at paintings

of pregnant turtles swimming underwater and having Walter Trygve
Nelson identify artists for us. I guess we had a pretty fannish Christmas
Eve at that.

October 1961:
We were sitting around in the front room of my ancestral home at 134

Cambridge St., San Francisco, one Saturday night in the early ’50s, all of
us quietly drinking bheer and chattering about the strange variety of things
that interested us in those days. There was Dave Rike, telling us
animatedly of his latest experiences fending off homosexuals who’d given
him rides when he hitchhiked to the city that afternoon wearing his
passion-pink pegged pants. Boob Stewart was alternately making obscene
remarks and telling outrageous stories of the idiots with whom he was
forced to mingle at school. Pete Graham was chattering on about the latest
SAPS mailing and Frank McElroy was sketching some drawings. I sat and
listened, mostly, soaking up fannish history as is my wont at times.

“This guy in a big pink Cadillac stopped for me in Pinole,” Dave said,
“and he had two dames in the back seat. He said to get in and we’d make it
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a foursome, and I did. Then he rammed it into low, vroom-vroom, then
blasted into second and high, crick-VfflOOOOORR-schtunk-
VBRRRRAAAAOWWWWWW and was hitting eighty in twenty seconds
flat. So I turned around to the dames and all of a sudden I saw that they
were lesbians; you couldn’t miss it! Then this guy...”

“...we all call this kid Lenny,” Boob was saying, “from the character
in that Steinbeck movie. He’s the dumbest guy I ever saw; it’s really
pathetic. But he’s a big sonuvabuck and everybody’s scared as hell of him.
There was this fight today at lunch, and Lenny came wandering along, just
sort of staring around like he does, and he saw it. ‘Hey what you guys
doin’?’ he says, and steps in between ’em, and Jack slugged him in the jaw
by accident. Then both him and the guy he was fighting turned and ran,
and Lenny just stood there shaking his head. I think he only wanted to bum
a cigaret off of them.”

“Irene Baron is writing a column for Wrai Ballard’s mag,” Pete said
from the couch, “and she’s using the byline ‘Irene of Sloop’; you should
see the stuff...”

This was a fairly typical bheerbust of the SanFran bunch (the
Adolescent California Crowd, as Eney insists in FanCy II that we were
called). There was no special occasion for the party other than the very
sensible one that my parents were out of town for the weekend and so we
had a place to sprawl out and relax while drinking. Dave and I had gone
out earlier to a store we knew of and had bought a couple of cases of
Burgie, and by midnight we had piled our traditional Tower of Bheercans
to the Moon to a height of about four feet, bracing the triangular formation
against one wall of the living room.

It was then that Jim Davis walked in. Jim Davis was never quite a fan,
though he was once briefly the Art Editor of my first fanzine. (He couldn’t
draw, either, but we felt we needed an Art Editor.) Jim was a friend of
mine, and had been for years; he knew most of the fans in the crowd and
got along fine with them.

“What’s going on?” Jim said, surveying the scene in the living room.
“A beer bust again?”

“Of course,” I said.
“And you’re building the Tower to the Moon again,” he said, spying

that wobbly structure. “You know, there’s only one thing wrong with the
whole idea of that thing.”

“What’s that?” said Dave, opening another can of bheer.
“The trouble is,” said Jim, “that I just can’t resist the temptation,

seeing all those empty beer cans piled up there, to walk over and kick it
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over.”
“Don’t, don’t!” shouted Boob.
“Don’t worry, I’m holding myself in right now,” said Jim. “But one

of these days... Maybe tonight....”
“He’s really a fakefan,” I said, “otherwise he’d never dream of doing

such a thing to the sacred Tower.”
“Yeah, well I read stef sometimes,” Jim said. “Does that make me a

fan?”
Dave went into gales of laughter. “No no,” he shouted. “It has

nothing to do with it. You see, fandom is actually just a front for having
bheerbhusts; science fiction only comes into the picture because fans place
cleverly concealed ads in their letters of comment in the prozines, looking
for people over 21 to buy bheer for them to drink...”

“Well, I dunno about all that junk,” Jim said. “Gimme a beer and I’ll
shut up and sit down.”

So we gave him a bheer and he sat down and we all chattered on in
the way we had in those days. (Dave once referred to our conversations
with the phrase “the tour de force of our plodding verbiage”, and even then
we realized it was a perfect description.) Jim mostly just listened, shaking
his head in wonderment now and then at the nutty things we talked about.
After awhile he’d finished his bheer, and he got up and went out again.
“I’ve got to go talk to this guy that’s gonna help me mold the front of my
car,” he said.

An hour later he came back. “Gimme another beer,” he said, and sat
down and listened to us for awhile again, still shaking his head
periodically and asking for explanations of fan-terms. (During one of
Dave’s stories he got mixed up and thought “hermaphrodite” was a fan-
word). And then he got up and went out again, saying, “I’ve got to rustle
up somebody with a sander for next weekend when we repaint the car.”

And again he came back, popping in long enough to eat half a bag of
corn chips. And again he headed for the door, and stopped and eyed the
Tower. “I don’t know how much longer I can stand it,” he said, and shook
his head and left.

About three in the morning, after we’d all figured he wouldn’t be
back again that night, there were footsteps outside and Jim walked in. We
were all pretty far along by then, just lying around sleepily muttering to
each other. We watched blearily as he came in, strode purposefully over to
the Tower, and kicked the base all to hell. Bheercans cascaded to the floor
in a helluva clatter.

He stopped in the door on the way out, and said, “I guess you guys
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are right – I’m just not a fan. I couldn’t stand it.” Then he left.
We stared blankly after him, and then Dave broke up laughing, and so

did the rest of us. For over a year after that it was traditional for Jim to
climax any of our bheerbhusts by kicking over the Tower. If he didn’t
show up one of us would do it for him. (After all, there was no reason not
to: we always dismantled the Tower and got rid of the beercans the next
day anyway.)

June 1962:
An unfunny thing happened to me at lunch today. I was walking

across Union Square, on my way to the bank, and I saw that the U.S. Army
had a big Civil Defense display. Three or four small rockets raised their
snouts from the backs of trucks and trailers – a Nike Zeus, a Polaris, and a
couple of others. I paused and looked up at them; up close, the welding of
the bodies seemed flimsy, the tailfins blunt, and the rockets in the bases
looked more like megaphones.

I shrugged, and went on. But gradually I became aware of a voice
being broadcast from a loudspeaker somewhere: “Do not go outside.
Radiation and fallout still contaminate the area; you will die. Your children
will die, your dog will die, your pet goldfish will sink to the bottom of his
tank. Do not go out.”

There was a truck which housed a Civil Defense display: Come In
And Inspect The Model Fallout Shelter. The voice of doom was being
broadcast from there. I started to go on by, but then it struck me that the
book I was carrying in my hand was Leigh Brackett’s The Long
Tomorrow, about a post-atomigeddon world, and it would be slightly
ridiculous to embrace one while rejecting the other. I turned and mounted
the steps.

The voice, it turned out, was from one of those Civil Defense LPs on
“What To Do Till The Fresh Air Comes”. A large photo was posted
showing a man and woman and a four-year-old boy, all smiling and
toothbrushed with Gleem. A sign next to it said, “These people spent two
weeks in this fallout shelter.” I grunted to myself and went in.

The area was roughly ten feet to a side. A bunk-bed occupied most of
the room; one corner was taken up with a toilet (the lid was down) and
washbasin. There was just enough floor-space to enable one to stand up
and stretch – no more. One entire wall was taken up with shelves, most of
which were filled with canned goods – peaches, cherries, spinach, creamed
corn, and like that. But one of those shelves was filled with books.

Ah, I thought; they recognize the value of books. I stopped to read the
spines, wondering briefly why they had chosen hardbound books instead
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of paperbacks when they could have saved space by the latter choice.
Well, undoubtedly this was a selection of the great books of the world –
Tolstoy, Shakespeare, Joyce, Dostoevsky, Dickens, Dante....

It wasn’t. There were about a dozen books, of which a third were
boys’ books on baseball and so forth. There was Twenty Ways to Better
Spelling and Wall Street: Men and Money. There was a cookbook which
concerned itself mostly with casseroles. There were several novels: Niven
Busch’s California Street, and others by Yerby and Winsor (America With
Love – !!). And there was The Child from Five to Ten.

I stared at that bookshelf for several minutes, trying to make some
sense out of it. But every way I put things together I got a cynical answer.

So I left, and I didn’t bother taking any of their free literature.

August 1962:
I was a teenage wereWolfe:
Back in the golden days of fandom when fans concerned themselves

with science fiction (when Ed Wood was just a little chip), one of the
standard articles which appeared in one fanzine after another was the one
titled, “Authors I Have Known”. These were usually filled with such
fascinating data as the color of Clifford Simak’s hair, the size of shoe worn
by E.E. Smith, and Fletcher Pratt’s favorite suki-yaki recipe. Occasionally
one of the more colorful stories about stf authors would come out, such as
the heartwarming tale of how Frank Robinson used to work as copy-boy at
Ziff-Davis, or Noel Loomis’ technique of writing all his stories on a
linotype machine, but these were rare and usually repeated fifteen or
twenty times by fanhacks besieged with requests for material from
neofaneds anyway.

We don’t get many articles like that anymore (the last one I can
remember was the perhaps apocryphal one about Bob Silverberg being
asked, at the age of ten, what he wanted to grow up to be, and replying,
“Ivar Jorgenson”), and I must say that by and large I don’t miss them. The
only thing that bothers me about their disappearance is that I kept waiting
for someone to write an article about Unsuccessful Authors I Have
Known.

I’m not being as facetious as that may sound. Some of the most
fascinating people I’ve ever known have been unsuccessful authors, and it
seems a shame that articles should be written about comparatively dull
individuals whose names just happen to be better known.

There’s something terribly intense about people who are determined
to Write, Write, Write and who keep at it for years and years despite
repeated rejection slips. Feelings can run high. One such young man used
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to keep a copy of the latest issue of whatever magazine he currently had a
story on submission to suspended on a string over his waste-basket – if he
got a rejection slip, he’d cut the string. Eventually he tired of the game and
became fatalistic: he showed me a thick scrapbook filled with rejection
slips and told me that he was shooting for a complete collection.

This was the same young man who once wrote a novel in which he
described the starting of an airplane’s engines like this: “The man on the
field ran out and twirled the propellor; it spun clockwise once, twice,
thrice, then finally caught and spun more and more rapidly in a rising roar.
When it had fully caught there was a fluttering of the prop that was too fast
for the eye, and then it settled down to a steady, humming revolution in the
other direction.”

He’d been watching too many movies. I shudder to think what would
have happened if he’d written a western and described the wheels of a
stagecoach.

Of course, I don’t want to give you the impression that I sneer at the
young man and others like him. Hell no – for too many years I was a very
unsuccessful writer. As a matter of fact, he and I spent many an evening
over beers leaning back in our tweed smoking jackets and muttering things
like, “I’m contemplating my novel.”

There was another fellow who had the Artistic approach. He spent
most of an afternoon once explaining to me the inner meanings of New
Yorker cover art. He wrote absolutely wild short stories and poems which
he would read to us (over beers, leaning back in our smoking jackets) in
resonant tones, with gestures. They sounded great; he had a style that
flowed, was infinitely expressive, and was loaded with inner meanings.
We all sat enraptured as the measured cadences of his phrases washed over
us. Then, when he had finished, one of us would ask to see the manuscript
so that we could check on a particularly telling phrase which we hadn’t
quite caught – and disillusionment would set in. This young author had
absolutely no idea in the world of how to write with the English language;
his sentences rambled on for paragraphs, he couldn’t spell, and when you
got right down to considering the matter you realized that half of the
golden words he used just didn’t exist. What’s more, he couldn’t –
couldn’t! – type.

But my god could he read aloud.
After a few such disappointing sessions in the old armchair, I tried to

tell him what was wrong with his writing. He shook his head sadly,
patiently, and said, “Terry Carr, you are hung up on grammar.”

“What did you bring that book that I don’t like to be read to out of up
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for?” I muttered.
One day I told him that I had written a poem, as indeed I had. It was a

page and a half long and its words formed a fascinating non-sequitur
pattern upon the page. There were no initial caps and nothing rhymed.
Nothing meant anything, either, but I didn’t tell him that. I handed it to
him and asked him to tell me what he got out of it.

He read it with beetle-brows and then told me that I had apparently
been striving to capture the eternal struggle of the masses upward from the
mud to the stars, and pointed out lines which referred to each agonized,
enraptured, wondering expression that crossed the face of Man on that
painful ascent.

“But Keith,” I said, “the poem doesn’t mean anything. I wrote it for a
joke! It’s deliberately meaningless.”

He peered at me silently, calmly for several seconds. “True writing
comes from inside,” he said. “From underneath, in the subconscious, or the
soul if you happen to believe in it which I don’t because I quit the Catholic
Church last week and haven’t managed to embrace Brahminism just yet.
But your innards know, Terry Carr.”

“My innards?” I said, aghast.
“Your insides,” he said. He was imperturbable. “You surrendered

your usual rigid formality of language to the dictates of your subconscious,
and have written the first really meaningful thing in your life.”

I laughed like the clod that I am and went home and wrote another
poem which meant absolutely nothing. I sent it to a Little Magazine of
poetry which was just starting, and in a week or so back came a letter
saying that I had an admirable grasp of the form but hadn’t quite,
somehow, come to grips with the content of the imagery. So I wrote
another one in which all the imagery was built around roads, paths,
footsteps and such. It appeared in the next issue of the magazine. (Then the
magazine folded.)

Heartened, I wrote three pages of such poems, and published them in
my FAPAzine. I was voted Best Poet on the Egoboo Poll that year.

But I digress. This is supposed to be about other people’s kookiness,
not my own.

Our group of teenaged Wolfes and Saroyans (and Jorgensons) were
not so anti-Art as I may have made it sound by our treatment of Keith. Our
attitude, for the most part, was simply that the English language was
flexible enough to accommodate even Art within the confines of its proper
usage. Aside from that, we spent many hours (in our tweed jackets, over
beers) searching for our artistic souls, and talking of hack writers who had
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Sold Out for money.
Then we met Jerry Kolden. Jerry’s real name was Goldstein, but he

had changed it because he felt a non-Jewish name would be more
advantageous professionally. He had, for a time, worked as an artist for the
E.C. comics; he was a close friend of Wallace Wood and Al Williamson.
Just now he was living in San Francisco and making his living drawing
sparkles on giant diamond rings for jewelry ads. But he dreamed of better
things. Mainly, he had been watching the growth of television and had
decided that animated cartoons would be a Coming Thing in that medium
(this was long before The Flintstones or Bullwinkle, remember); he wanted
to get in on the ground floor and was looking around for someone to script
a science fiction series on which he would supervise the animation.

For some reason, he came to me. He’d heard that I knew something
about s-f and that I knew other young writers in the field; the fact that the
oldest of us (Frank McElroy) was only nineteen didn’t bother him for a
moment. We gathered at his apartment and he told us how to write
commercially.

“What ya gotta do,” he said, “is to grab onto one thing and then milk
it dry. Don’t just toss it off, like maybe somebody says the babe’s in
trouble so our boy goes in and pops the b.e.m. one and everything’s fine.
Milk it dry. She’s not just in trouble... the b.e.m.’s gonna eat her, but he’s
gonna rape her first, and cut her up slowly, and she has a bellyache and her
feet hurt from running. She feels awful. Milk it dry, milk it dry.”

Then he gave us two books by Jack Woodford on how to write, and
sent us home. We were to meet him a week later with some ideas for
scripts.

Well, maybe our artistic souls rebelled at Jerry’s callousness, or
maybe we were lazy, or maybe we were simply taken aback at the
diversity between our talents and the job before us, but in any case after
two months of not much progress we parted ways with Jerry. We all felt
guilty about failing to come up with a suitable plot-idea and so we didn’t
call him; he got busy with commercial assignments and moved across the
bay and we never heard of him again.

But at one of the sessions, when Bob (who had written the story about
the airplane) brought in a possible story-idea and a few pages of script, we
all broke up laughing. Bob had had a spaceship landing in a clearing and
the motors slowly and cooling while the suspense presumably mounted.
His script read like this:

SCENE: Blue sky. Clouds drift lazily by. A speck appears far
up. It grows larger, larger, until we see that it is a spaceship
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landing tail-first. It comes straight at us. The fires of its rockets
cover the screen with flame.

CUT to clearing. The rocket lands. The motors are shut off.
SOUND: Gut-rumbling.

Shortly after this interlude with Kolden, our happy little writer’s group
broke up as we went off to college or to join Catholic seminaries or to
booze it up with the boys at the shipyards. I looked around desultorily for
incipient writers at college and even took a course in writing there, but
shortly after this my interest in serious writing waned. The more I learned
about it the more I realized what hard work it was.

Later encounters with Young Writers included the girl who carried
her lunch in a cigar-box with the dust-jacket of a Henry Miller book
wrapped around it (she wrote short little stories titled “Futility”), the young
man who worked afternoons at the San Francisco zoo driving a tourist-
train and making sprightly jokes about the mating habits of armadilloes
over the loudspeaker while scribbling notes for his 2,000 page novel, and
the fellow whose every story concerned an immortal man who, at every
opportunity, halted the story long enough to sit down at the table, eat some
doughnuts, and discuss whatever aspect of philosophy was occupying the
writer’s mind at the time. “I can see the philosophy, I guess,” I said, “but
why the doughnuts all the time?”

“I love doughnuts,” he said.
Maybe someday I’ll write about those people, too.

April 1959 to August 1962
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Facts in the Case of Nathaniel
Whately

On a dark October night during __th Fandom I chanced to find myself in
the immediate vicinity of the small township of __________, home of
Nathaniel Whately, who was known to me as a member of a certain apa of
which I too am a member. The deadline for the next mailing being then
almost nigh, and my membership being in peril, I therefore resolved to pay
a visit to this gentleman, my object being to request that he join me in a
one-shot session or, failing that, to allow me to make use of his typewriter
and duplicating equipment so that I might produce my minimum activity
by myself.

A perusal of a map of the area, and a conversation with a gentleman
of the township’s police force, served to inform me that Whately’s
residence was considerably outside the small cluster of wood-and-brick
buildings which comprised the community itself. Having left my means of
transportation in the trustworthy hands of a local mechanic for repairs, I
placed myself on the road leading to Whately’s residence and mused to
myself, as I walked, upon the strange expression which had crossed the
countenance of the policeman of whom I had enquired directions, and the
guarded manner in which he spoke of the good Mr. Whately. Concluding
at length that his odd manner was natural for a nonfan speaking of one of
our calling, I walked somewhat more briskly, and soon found myself
nearing the Whately property.

As I approached I noticed with mounting curiosity that the trees
which lined either side of the road were becoming more and more bent and
twisted, the bark more and more aged and covered with dark mosses. It
was almost as though I were entering an area accursed of Roscoe, damned
by Ghu and all the dark gods. There was – I do not know how to express it.
It was almost a tangible night-shadow, a feeling in the air of intense
nonfannishness – which is even more loathsome to me than the smell or
presence of sea-creatures. But at length I shrugged this off, reflecting that
such ancient, dried and twisted timbers as here surrounded me would
indeed be very poor fodder for a paper-mill and that this, coupled with a
feeling of exhaustion from my day’s travels, accounted for the weird
feeling of nonfannishness which I seemed to sense.

Arriving at the gate of Whately’s residence, I found it to be a spacious
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estate, with a gravel footpath leading from the gate to the door. I made
note of Whately’s name on the mailbox to be sure that this was indeed his
estate, and noticed also the enormous size of the receptacle. It was fully six
feet long, over two feet wide, and nearly two feet from top to bottom.
Truly a mailbox worthy of a fan, I reflected, though I could not stifle the
irrelevant thought that it was also adequately large for a funeral casket.

Unlatching the gate, I made my way slowly up the walkway to
Whately’s door and pounded the knocker thrice upon it. In a moment I
heard from within the sound of footsteps approaching, and in due time the
door opened and a dark man of amazing stature confronted me, peering
silently down at my five-foot-nine height with eyes that seemed almost to
burn in deep-set sockets beneath thin eyebrows which jutted out from his
forehead.

I was taken aback for a moment, but recovered my composure
sufficiently to announce my name and request to be escorted into the
presence of Mr. Whately. Imagine my surprise when this imposing
individual informed me that he was Nathaniel Whately – and imagine my
further surprise when he clapped me heavily on the back and said, “Come
in, come in! I’ve some beer in the pantry – we’ll sit and talk about
fandom!”

It was only when he turned without further words and led me into the
library that I noticed the small red beanie perched atop the closely-cropped
black hair of his massive, prominently-boned head, and realized with
something akin to a start that the peculiar odour, which I had noticed
subconsciously and had half imagined to be the smell of decaying corpses,
was in reality produced by home-brewed beer fermenting.

Whately took my overcoat and ushered me to a seat, then went off to
fetch beer for the two of us, leaving me to examine his collection, which
rested neatly in bookshelves all along two walls of the room. On one wall
was his books-and-magazines collection, consisting of complete runs of
Weird Tales, Strange Tales, and publications of a similar nature, together
with the usual hardbound books from Arkham House and F.P.C.I. and
Prime Press and the like. His files of Amazing, Astounding and such
seemed to be in near-mint condition, much better than the fantasy items,
and I wondered briefly if this was because he prized the science fiction
more highly or if he simply had not read those items as thoroughly as the
fantasy.

Along the other wall was his collection of fanzines, many sets bound
or boxed. It was a collection which might well be prized by many a
fanzine collector, numbering among its treasures complete sets of Fantasy
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Magazine, The Time Traveller, The Fourteen Leaflet and others. A
complete boxed set of Pogo Comics was also there, and a bound file of the
significant portions of Animal Comics.

I was interrupted in my perusal of these delights by the return of my
host with two glasses of beer and a massive container which he placed in
the center of the stand-table between our chairs and from which he
informed me I might replenish my supply as I chose. The preliminaries
accomplished, we settled back and began to get acquainted.

I informed him first of my reason for calling to visit, of my immediate
need of activity credit, and he agreed to join me in the production of a one-
shot later in the evening. We then fell to talking of fandom and science
fiction and fantasy, exchanging views and bits of news as is typical among
followers of these fields. Whately seemed interested primarily in the field
of fantasy, and specifically horror-fantasy of the H.P. Lovecraft school.
His interest in this aspect of our genre was deep, and his knowledge of it
amazing, but for my part I had to confess, albeit politely, rather a
disinterest in such stories, for I find the style of writing so commonly
employed therein to be exceedingly dull, lifeless, and unwieldy. But
Whately and I nonetheless managed to conduct a lively conversation, and
got on quite famously.

At length, by the time we had emptied the large container of home
brew, I began to feel decidedly strange, almost as though I had been
drugged. The room seemed to swim about me in an outré, kaleidoscopic
way, with the only stationary object in it upon which I could focus being
Whately’s eyes, which seemed to bore into me with a white-hot
penetrating force, as his voice droned on speaking of something or other –
I was no longer sure exactly what. I have the impression that he was
speaking of the contributions Lovecraft had had printed in early fan
magazines. All I can remember clearly is the intensity of Whately’s gaze,
and the confusion in my mind as I fought the effects of whatever
ingredients I had been drinking and stared fixedly back at Whately, trying
to equate the burning eyes, the sharp, aquiline nose, thin lips, sunken
cheeks and prominent cheekbones with my conception of a sensitive
fannish face.

It must have been shortly after midnight when Whately abruptly stood
up and announced that the time had come for us to adjourn to his den and
produce the one-shot of which we had been speaking earlier. I stood with
him, fearfully, and followed him uncertainly into the hall and up an
immense flight of steps while he spoke over his shoulder of his interest in
the ancient, the forgotten arts. His voice came echoing back from the
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walls, sounding hollow and mocking, and I shuddered in spite of myself.
At the head of the stairs was a large oak-panelled door, strongly

bolted, and as he mounted the last step Whately produced from the folds of
his clothes a chain of keys, from which he selected one of curious design
and workmanship and began to unlock the door. Over his shoulder, with a
thin-lipped smile, he explained that it would never do for any of the
children of the area, who sometimes crept into the house at night, to
stumble into this room by accident, and he laughed shortly and, it seemed
to me, conspiratorially at this remark.

By this time I was at the head of the stairs myself, standing weakly
and supporting myself determinedly against the top of the bannister. My
stomach suddenly was feeling decidedly queasy, and as I watched Whately
fumble with the locks and bolts of that massive door and heard his laugh,
somehow I knew instinctively that I would rather not view what was inside
the room. I looked behind me and saw the staircase stretching out dizzily
below me to the front door – and suddenly I longed to leave that house and
that man who cackled as he unlocked the heavy door at the head of the
stairs, beyond which door was – I couldn’t think of it.

And abruptly, behind me, the last lock clicked, Whately let out a held
breath, and the door to the room swung open, revealing to my horrified
gaze all that I had feared, in the back of my mind. Drugged as I was, I
screamed and ran tumbling down the stairs, picked myself up at the bottom
and, ignoring Whately’s loud cries from above, bolted into the night. Nor
did I halt my flight till I had covered almost the entire distance back to the
cluster of houses that comprised the township of __________. I was still
trembling and pale when I retrieved my automobile and drove off into the
night.

• • •
I have often thought back to that horrible evening in __________ while
reading further mailings of the amateur press group of which both Whately
and I are members. I managed to save my membership by stopping off at
another member’s home two days later, and I am a member to this day.
And so, for that matter, is Whately.

But his contributions to the mailings never fail to arouse a strong
remembrance of the evening I spent with him, and of the bloodcurdling
sight I saw behind the door at the top of the stairs. I hold his magazines in
my hands, and the very feel of them – cold and clammy, like some sea-
thing – reminds me. For behind that door, in the room where Whately
claimed he produced all his fanzines, I saw very clearly and distinctly,
waiting for me, a flatbed hektograph.
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I Heard the Beat of Fannish
Drums

At 9:00 a.m. the day before the Solacon, I was on a Greyhound bus rolling
through the streets of Los Angeles toward the downtown depot. I’d made
the trip from San Francisco alone, since all the other Bay Area fans had
made other plans for attendance – the Gibsons and Grahams were probably
just starting their trip by car, Ron Ellik had been south for two weeks
already on a tour of duty with the Marine Corps, Dave Rike and Pete
Graham weren’t coming till later etc. The bus ride had been harrowing,
with the bus breaking down and extending a dull ten-hour trip out to
twelve hours, and I’d had little sleep the whole night. I’d brought a couple
of Heinlein books, but either they were pretty bad or I wasn’t in the mood,
because I’d given up on both long before. I was tired, bus-weary, and
depressed, as is usual at the end of a long trip.

But I reflected with mounting anticipation that within the hour I’d be
getting off the bus, walking a few blocks to the con hotel, and thence
plunging directly into the fannish melee of the con. I knew there’d be fans
there already – Boyd Raeburn, for one, had passed through San Francisco
the weekend before on his way down – and since the con hadn’t started yet
I presumed there’d be some up by the time I got there. It was a fine
feeling.

And it turned out as I’d hoped – almost. I almost got lost walking the
four blocks or so to the hotel, but I asked directions and inside of ten
minutes of leaving the bus was walking into the lobby of the hotel
Alexandria. I looked around, but saw no fans I recognized nor even any
people who looked like fans. I went to the registration desk and asked if
Raeburn had checked in. They said no. Then I asked if Ron Bennett had
checked in. Yes, he’d been there, but he wasn’t around just now – he’d
probably be back later that morning.

So I walked over to a bank of telephone booths and called Miriam
Dyches, as arranged, to let her know I’d arrived. It was a rather hectic
phone conversation during which I asked a sleepy Miriam who was in
town yet and she told me in snatches of meeting Dave and Ruth Kyle, Bob
and Barbara Silverberg, Bob Bloch, and others, when two people walked
by the phonebooth who looked familiar. “Just a minute,” I said to Miriam,
and stuck my head out.
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“Noreen?” I said to a retreating back. Noreen Falasca turned around,
recognized me, and came back with Nick. I hadn’t seen them since the
SFCon in 1954, and felt quite happy to see them again. I asked them to
wait a minute while I finished talking with Miriam. Miriam said she’d get
ready and take a bus downtown from South Pasadena, and would arrive in
a couple of hours. I said I’d meet her bus, hung up, and went out to talk to
Nick and Noreen.

“Where’s Carl Brandon?” they asked immediately. “Is he here yet?”
This was it. I’d been looking forward to breaking the Brandon hoax at

the Solacon ever since we’d decided to do so over a year before.
“Carl doesn’t exist,” I said.
“What?”
“Carl doesn’t exist. He’s a hoax.”
Noreen sat down. “You mean – there’s no Carl Brandon? You made

him up? He isn’t real?”
I nodded. “He’s a hoax concocted by me and Dave Rike and Pete

Graham and Boob Stewart and Ron Ellik,” I said.
“But this is fantastic,” Nick said.
“We’ve been looking forward to meeting Carl Brandon for months!”

said Noreen. “He’s one of the reasons we came all the way out here! And
now you tell us he doesn’t even exist! He’s just you and a lot of other
people I’ve already met. Damn you, Terry Carr!”

I grinned.
“Have you met Ron Bennett?” Nick asked. I said no. “Well turn

around and meet him,” said Nick.
I turned around and there was Ron Bennett, smiling. “This is Terry

Carr, Ron,” said Nick. Ron and I shook hands.
“Yes,” said Noreen, “and he’s just told us some fantastic news. I

don’t think I even believe him!”
“You’re just wishful-thinking,” I said mildly.
“What’s all this?” asked Ron.
“I told them Carl Brandon doesn’t exist,” I said. “He’s a hoax.”
Ron just looked at me. “That’s inhuman,” he said.
“We came all the way from Ohio to meet Carl Brandon!” said

Noreen.
“I came from England,” said Ron.
The conversation developed into a questioning of me on who had

written the Brandon material, and I did my best to explain the rather
confused system of actual authorship, what with me writing 75% of it and
the rest being authored by Ronel or Pete or Boob or Dave, often in
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collaboration.
“By the way,” said Bennet, “I might as well tell you now that Eric

Hartman doesn’t exist either.”
“Who’s Eric Hartman?” I asked.
“I just made him up,” said Ron.
I finished my coke and excused myself to go out to the desk and

check on my reservation. I didn’t want to check in until after 1:00 that
afternoon, thereby saving a day’s rent, but I wanted to be sure I had one
reserved.

“A reservation of Carr?” said the desk clerk. “Let me see...” He
riffled through some pages. “G.M. Carr?”

“No,” I said shortly.
“Hummm... ump... ah yes, Terry Carr, yes you have a reservation.”
I thanked him and went back to rejoin the Falascas and Bennett. I met

them coming across the lobby. They said they were going to their rooms. I
asked them if they’d store my luggage till that afternoon and they
consented, so I gave them my suitcase but kept the large sackful of
Innuendos I’d brought for distribution. I handed copies to the Falascas and
Bennett as they left.

I turned around and wandered into the coffee shop again, looking for
more fannish faces. I didn’t see any. Coming back out into the lobby, I
encountered two beards. One of them I recognized from photographs.

“You’re Ted White,” I said, extending a hand.
“You must be Terry Carr,” Ted White said, shaking it. “I recognized

your face from photographs.”
“I’m Jerry DeMuth,” said the other beard, and I shook hands again.
Then Ted and I eyed each other. We’d been sniping at each other

more or less goodhumoredly in the Cult for some time, and in the previous
issue of Innuendo I’d printed Pete Graham’s dissection of Washington
D.C. fandom, “Clayfeet Country”. Our meeting certainly didn’t have to be
a friendly one, one might say.

But neither of us felt much like arguing, and we soon got into a
pleasant three-way conversation with Jerry. They told me of several
incidents in their cross-country trip, including the now-famous one of the
motel manager who stuck a gun in Bill Donaho’s gut.

Before long, a somewhat larger group began to collect. Bob Shaw
came in, followed a little later by Boyd Raeburn (who, it developed, had
registered at a nearby hotel instead). I was fascinated by Bob Shaw’s
pleasant Irish accent, and the way every statement came out sounding like
a question, due to his natural rising inflection at the end.
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About that time I noticed a fellow wandering around the fringes of the
group, but not talking to anyone. “Isn’t that Wally Weber?” I asked Ted.

“I don’t know,” said Ted.
It being the day before the con, nobody was wearing identification

badges, and also the atmosphere hadn’t quite warmed up to the point
where anyone would ordinarily walk up to someone who might turn out to
be a nonfan and ask him who he was, so we had to wait for the fellow to
introduce himself. He did, and it was indeed Weber. But a few minutes
later he wandered off with some Seattle fan and I never did get to
exchange more than two words with him.

We all moved into the drugstore’s soda fountain which connected
with the hotel lobby and continued our conversation over coffee. Bennett,
as soon as he sat down, pulled out a sheaf of postcards and started sending
wish-you-were-here cards back to England, passing them around to the
rest of us to be signed. As Raeburn, who was on my right, passed the third
one to me, I got an idea. I signed it, and under that signed “Carl Brandon”
in the special signature I’d concocted two years before for Brandon letters.
This signature doesn’t look at all like mine. Then I passed the card on to
Ted White.

He started to sign it and stopped short. “What,” he said suspiciously,
“is this doing here?”

“I put it there,” I said. “You see, Carl doesn’t exist – he’s just a
hoax.”

“I don’t believe you,” Ted said flatly.
Raeburn grinned and said, “I found it hard to believe myself.”
Boyd, of course, had been convinced when I’d handed him the first

ten pages of a Brandon parody I was working on when he came through
San Francisco. But his statement was ambiguous and didn’t go far in
convincing Ted.

About this time someone came in and started talking to Raeburn. It
turned out to be Walt Liebscher, he of Chanticleer fame, and more
recently the poem “I Want To Pass Away In Pasadena” in À Bas. He’d
heard of the con and decided to drop by. But he had to get back to work
right away, since he was just on a coffee break.

Somewhere around this time I left and met Miriam at the bus. She
was wearing a bright red dress, and rather low-cut. This was all very nice,
but I immediately had premonitions of the wolves at the convention
making a bee-line for her with intentions which would shock a clean-cut
Englishman like our TAFF guest Bennett.

Well, we entered the lobby and I left her alone for a minute while I
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checked to see if my room was ready yet, it being past 1:00 by this time. It
wasn’t: the residents who were supposed to be former residents by this
time hadn’t checked out yet. So I turned around and Miriam was gone

I spotted Ted White and asked him if he’d seen where she’d gone.
“Oh, sure,” said Ted. “Bennett introduced himself and took her to

coffee.”
In a little while Ron and Miriam came back from the coffee shop and

I suggested as forcefully as I could to Miriam that she check in and change
her dress. She went off to do so.

Meanwhile, I checked on the status of my reservation a couple of
more times, until the clerk finally decided to give me a different room to
that which I’d been assigned originally. Safely ensconced therein, I then
went up to the Falascas’ room and retrieved my luggage with many thanks
and apologies for unwittingly waking them up from their pre-con siesta
(smart people, those Falascas).

Back in my room, I looked round with satisfaction. Yes, a nice room
for $5.00. At least, I said to myself, it’d better be a $5.00 room – that was
what I’d reserved, and I doubt that I’d have the money to pay for a more
expensive one.

Nothing much happened that afternoon. That evening, Miriam and I
went to Clifton’s restaurant for dinner, but finding it closed wandered into
a Thrifty Drug Store or something for hamburgers. The waitress was a
goofy type who nattered on in a loud voice to all the customers. I pulled
my beanie out of my pocket and donned it, to catch her reaction. She was
delighted. “We don’t get many people in here as crazy as me,” she said.

On the way back to the hotel we passed through Pershing Square,
where various types discoursed from soapboxes on religion, politics, and
the second coming of the serpent. I wondered briefly if any of them ever
ate at Thrifty Drug.

There was to be a LASFS meeting and party at Forry Ackerman’s
house that night, but it was already pretty late and the hotel seemed
deserted – presumably because all the fans were already out at Forry’s.
Miriam said she wasn’t feeling well anyway and didn’t feel like going, but
I decided to go myself if I could get a ride. I finally picked up the phone
and asked the hotel switchboard for Forry’s number.

“I’m sorry, sir,” said the operator, “but a Mr. Stark just called that
number and it’s still busy.”

Stark! I said to myself. I hadn’t expected Larry Stark to make it to the
Con! Why, maybe Andy and Jean Young were there too!

“Will you give me Mr. Stark’s room when he completes his call?” I
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asked the operator. She said yes.
A few minutes latter the phone rang. “Hello?” I said.
“Hello,” said a voice. “The operator said you wanted to get in touch

with me.”
“Ah,” I said, “Larry Stark?”
“No, Ben Stark,” he said. “From Berkeley.”
Good grief, I thought; I live in Berkeley, and I forgot about Ben

Stark.
“Well, hi, Ben,” I said. “This is Terry Carr. Are you going out to

Forry’s?”
“I will if I can get directions,” he said. So I told him I’d get ahold of

someone at the party myself for directions.
I called Forry’s then, and, after much background-noise and

confusion, someone succeeded in getting Bjo to the phone. I told her that I
wanted to come out but that I didn’t know how to get there.

“Wait in your room,” she said, “and I’ll see if I can get someone to
come get you.”

“I don’t need a ride,” I said. “I just need directions to –”
“What? I can’t hear you!” Bjo said over the uproar. “Just sit tight and

someone will pick you up. Don’t worry!” And she hung up.
Well, true to Bjo’s word, a little later Milo Mason came by in his car

to get me. I got in touch with Ben Stark and Milo gave him directions to
Forry’s place, and we set off. We stopped on the way to get some beer and
soon were turning into Sherbourne Drive.

There were two houses in the middle of the street.
“Oh,” said Milo, “I forgot about them. They’re moving those houses

away, but they were in the middle of the street at quitting-time so they just
left them there. I’ll have to park here and we’ll walk the rest of the way.”

He parked, and we started walking the block or so to Forry’s. Already
we could hear the noise of the party.

I looked at the houses in the street. “Man, you talk about fan-parties!”
I said. “This one is driving the neighbors away, houses and all!”

We walked into Forry’s and encountered an unghodly crowd of
people, many of whom I recognized and many of whom I didn’t know
from Alexander Blade. Ronel was there, and Bjo, and Charles Burbee, Ted
White, Jack Harness, Joe and Robbie Gibson, Karen Anderson... many,
many more, too. Dave and Ruth Kyle, George Fields, Ted Johnstone, John
Trimble, Alex Bratmon. And Sylvia Dees.

“Well, I don’t care if Carl Brandon doesn’t exist!” she said to Ronel.
“All I know is, I certainly do, only nobody would believe me until they
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met me! I do too exist!”
“That’s your one hold on reality, eh?” said Ron.
“It’s guys like you that make people suspect every new fan who

comes along!” said Sylvia.
“Meet Terry Carr,” said Ron as I walked up to them. “He’s another

one of us guys who compromise your very existence.”
“I do too exist!” Sylvia flared at me.
Sylvia was a cute, petite blond, and I was quite content to admit her

existence and let the subject drop there.
Seeing Burbee in the crowd near us, I asked Ron, “Does Burb know

about Carl yet?” Ron snapped his fingers. “No!” he said. “I haven’t told
him yet!”

So we went over and told Charles Burbee that Carl Brandon, upon
whose works He had looked favorably, was just a hoax.

“I don’t believe you,” said Burbee. “How can that be?” He looked at
us calmly. “Carl Brandon is a talented Negro fellow who lives with Dave
Rike in Berkeley and writes things which I like to read between issues of
my own fanzine. I know Carl Brandon very well, though of course I’ve
never met him.”

“Carl Brandon doesn’t exist,” said Ron.
Burbee looked at him. “Carl Brandon is more real to me than you are,

and I’ve met you,” he said.
His calm denial withered us, and the subject wandered onto hoaxes in

general. We talked of Joan Carr and John Bristol and other non-existent
fans. Sylvia said she did too exist. I said something about “Jacob
Edwards”, and “Ron Archer” to Ted White.

Burbee came back. “You know that woman I’ve been living with all
these years who you think is my wife?” said Burbee. “That’s not my wife.
It’s all a hoax. In fact, it isn’t even a woman. It’s just E. Everett Evans in a
disguise.”

About this time I plowed my way into the kitchen to get another beer.
The icebox was empty – someone had taken my last beer. I looked around
angrily, looking for the telltale half-quart can of Lucky Lager, a brand
which no one else had brought. I began to dream up all sorts of cutting
remarks I could make when I found the culprit.

Then I saw Tony Boucher drinking a half-quart can of Lucky Lager.
I slunk back into the front room, abashed. “Tony Boucher is drinking

my beer!” I said proudly to whoever would listen. (Well, what would you
have done?)

A little later George Fields, a fan foursquare, got me a couple of cans
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of beer, and I felt better all around.
Ronel and I spotted Steve and Virginia Schultheis in the crowd. They

had heaped extravagant praise on Carl Brandon for his “My Fair
Femmefan” in À Bas and “The Pig, The Ostrich, And The Rat” in RUR. In
fact, when Ron had seen them at the Midwescon, he had told them they
comprised Carl Brandon Fan No. 1, Ltd. “Let’s break the sad news to
Schultheis,” I said.

Ron drew him over to where we were. He checked Steve’s
temperature and pulse, told him to sit down. “Take it easy, boy,” he said.
“This might be hard to take. Now brace yourself.”

Virginia looked on inquisitively as Ron went on elaborately preparing
him for the shock. “Breathe deeply,” said Ron. “This will only hurt for a
minute.”

“What will?” asked Steve.
Ron leaned down and looked Steve directly in the eyes. “Carl

Brandon... does... not... exist!” he said.
Steve looked at him. “You mean the guy who wrote ‘My Fair

Femmefan’ and the piece in RUR?” he asked mildly.
“Yes!” said Ron.
“Then who wrote them?” Steve asked.
“Carr wrote ‘My Fair Femmefan’,” said Ron. “I wrote ‘The Pig, The

Ostrich, and The Rat’.”
“I never would have suspected,” said Steve. “You have my word as a

GDA op. Can I go now?” And he got up and wandered away, talking
calmly to Virginia, who still looked perplexed. Ron and I watched him go,
awestruck.

“It’s finally happened,” I said. “We made a big deal out of it to
somebody who didn’t care.”

Ron’s eyes narrowed. “He cares, all right,” he said. “Look how
carefully he’s walking. See how he’s got his arm around Virginia – he’s
actually leaning on her for support. He cares all right. It’s just that he’s a
trained GDA op., and he can’t disgrace his calling by showing emotion.”

I watched him disappear into the melee of the party, his head still
high. “You’ve got to admire a man like that,” I said.

Well, the party went on, we talked of many things and had a fine time
meeting people, and eventually the party, started to break up, so a bunch of
us piled into John Trimble’s car and he drove us back to the hotel. There
was John, Ronel, Jack Harness, Ted White, Jim Caughran and me.

I think it was staid ole Bennett who brought up the subject of Sylvia
Dees.
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“A very nice-looking girl,” he mused. “I guess she does exist.”
“Does she ever exist!” enthused Ted White, who probably hadn’t the

faintest idea that she’d be engaged to him within the month.

Friday

I’d meant to be down at the registration desk when it opened at 10:30, but I
slept a little late and didn’t make it till 11:00. After registering, I turned
around and saw an unfamiliar beard. Looking at its I.D. tag, I found it to
be F.M. Busby, one of my favorite people. I introduced myself to him and
met Elinor too. We chatted a bit, and then the usual happened.

“Where’s Carl Brandon?” asked Elinor.
“Carl doesn’t exist. He’s a hoax.”
“A hoax?! You mean we came to this convention just to meet you?”
I was getting to know the pattern by this time.
I went downstairs then and into the soda fountain for breakfast. Walt

Liebscher dashed in and out again on his lunch hour.
Back upstairs, people were milling around on the balcony where the

registration desk was, and in the room to which it connected, where
auction material was displayed. The convention was to begin soon, but no
one was in the convention hall, which the balcony overlooked.

I saw a woman sitting off to one side whom I recognized from photos,
so I went over to her.

“Grandma?” I said. “It is you, isn’t it?”
G.M. Carr looked at my name-tag and smiled. We talked a bit about

fans who think we’re related. (We’re not.)
About this time Len Moffatt came up and asked me if I’d help some

members of the committee to move some materials up from the basement.
I went off to do this.

Back on the balcony, I ran into Miriam, who acted intermittently
during the con as a Hostess. Stan Woolston, who was supposed to conduct
interviews over the loudspeaker system right about then, had sent her off
to round up some interviewees. She asked me to help her. So we looked
around for people for a while, and rounded up a few who mysteriously
disappeared soon after, and returned to Stan to find him still needing
someone to interview.

“Tell you what,” he said, “I’ll interview you to get things going while
Miriam brings some people to follow you.”

I agreed, somewhat reluctantly. I’m just as afraid of microphones as
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the next person, and I hadn’t the faintest idea what to talk about.
Stan turned on the mike, said, “As our first interview of the afternoon,

I present Terry Carr,” and handed the mike to me.
I handed it right back to him. “Ask me questions,” I whispered.
Stan took the mike and asked me how I got to be a Publishing Giant,

as I and several other Berkeley fans are sometimes termed. I didn’t know
what to say to this that would be of much interest to a casual audience
composed so largely of non-fanzine-fans, and I’m afraid I wandered all
around the subject in my reply, to no great effect.

Stan then asked me something about the Tower To The Moon Of
Bheer Cans which we in Berkeley are supposed to be building, and I
nattered boringly on about that, realizing all the time just how boring I was
being and wishing I were somewhere else. I’m certainly not the greatest
public speaker in the world, though I was a whiz at it in grammar school,
and somehow I was feeling far less capable than usual at that time, just out
of bed an hour or so after partying far into the previous night.

Stan and I both were looking around all this time for Miriam to come
back with some other interviewee, but neither Miriam nor interviewees
were in evidence.

Finally Stan said, “Thank you, Terry Carr,” and turned off the
microphone, giving up on the interviews. I wandered off, wishing he
hadn’t mentioned my name.

But I was cheered to note that there was only one person in the
convention hall, which was the only area where the loudspeakers could be
heard very well.

It later developed that Miriam had sent several people over to be
interviewed, but either they’d got lost or had heard the way I was verbally
tying myself in semantic knots, and didn’t want to get mixed up in a mess
like that themselves, because none of them ever got there.

It was getting on into the afternoon by now, and Miriam asked me if
I’d go out with her to the place where the LASFS meets, to pick up her
fanzine, Mental Marshmallow. Bjo had run it off and left it there for
assembling and stapling. I said sure, and so off we went.

The trip to and from, and the assembling, took about three hours.
There was no stapler around, so we brought the assembled copies back to
the hotel, borrowed a stapler from the Committee, and settled down in the
lobby to staple.

Miriam was sitting next to Lou and Cynthia Goldstone, and Dave and
Ruth Kyle and maybe some others. She and Lou were doing the stapling.
On the other couch sat Jerry DeMuth, Boyd Raeburn, and Ted White. I
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joined them, sitting on the floor.
Noreen Falasca came by. “Terry,” she said, “I woke up this morning

and thought about Carl Brandon, and I almost cried! And I came all the
way to California just to meet you!”

She went away.
I looked at Ted and Boyd. “That’s what they all say,” I said sadly.

“We built Brandon into such a fabulous fannish genius that everybody’s
mad when there’s nobody to meet but us.”

“Well,” said Ted, “you’re hardly the brilliant type of fan that Carl
seemed to be, with those wonderful squelches he got off all the time.” I
nodded sadly in agreement.

“Why don’t you sit on a seat?” asked Ted. “We could squeeze over.
You look uncomfortable on the floor.”

“Yes,” said Boyd. “And seeing as how it’s still early in the
convention, the hotel staff probably isn’t used to people sprawling on the
floor in the lobby yet.” “Yes, let’s see if we can move over,” said Ted.

“No, don’t bother, Ted,” I said. “To tell the truth, I’ve always wanted
to be able to look up to you.”

Boyd broke out laughing, as did Ted. “Does he sound more like Carl
Brandon now?” Boyd said to Ted.

A little later the crowd thinned out and I got a seat. Bob Bloch came
by, said he’d heard that Brandon didn’t exist, and heaped egoboo on me
for writing “The Purple Pastures”, which had just been distributed in
FAPA.

“I was talking to Tony Boucher about that piece,” said Bob. “He’d
love it – it’s just the sort of thing he likes. Why don’t you send him a
copy? He said he wanted to read it.”

“It just so happens,” I said, “that I have a copy of it in my room. I’ll
give it to him when I see him next. Oh, and by the way, Bob, I brought
those old Paul Whiteman records that I promised to give you a year and a
half ago.”

“What?!” said Bob. He reeled and fell back against the couch. “You
did!?” I’d promised him long before that I’d mail them to him, but had
never been able to figure out how to package them so they wouldn’t get
broken in transit – they were 78s.

So we went up to my room and I gave him the records and he
staggered off to his room, thunderstruck.

It was evening by now, so I found Miriam and we went to dinner at
Clifton’s which was open this time. Arriving back at the hotel, we heard
that Burbee was in the bar, so we went there.
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Burbee was surrounded by fans – Raeburn, the Busbies, Bob Pavlat,
Elmer Perdue, and so forth. Miriam and I squeezed our way into the booth,
I ordered beers for us, and we listened to Burbee for awhile.

“Have you all met TCarr, my benefactor?” asked Burbee. “TCarr is
the reason I’m at this convention, you know. He discovered me to modern-
day fandom. For this reason I say TCarr is a fine fellow, even if he does try
to tell me that Carl Brandon doesn’t exist. I know that Carl Brandon exists.
He is more real to me than TCarr himself, and I’ve met TCarr you know.”

“Terry didn’t have to rediscover you to modern-day fandom,” said
somebody. “You’d have been known anyway, for your pieces about Al
Ashley.”

“Well, many fans already had heard of me,” Burbee admitted. “But
they didn’t know who I was. One fan wrote in Innuendo that he’d thought
I was an N3F-type person.” Everybody laughed. “And anyway, my stories
about Al Ashley were all lies. Al Ashley isn’t like I depicted him. That Al
Ashley never really existed.”

I looked at Burbee. “But Burb,” I said, “that’s fantastic. Why, Al
Ashley is more real to me than you are, and I’ve met you!”

Burbee looked around the table. “TCarr is a great fan of mine.” he
said. “He can even quote what I say. Of course, he gets it wrong
sometimes.”

I turned around, and saw Elmer Perdue, who is sometimes known as
God in certain circles. “Hello, my son,” he said compassionately.

“God!” I exclaimed, by way of greeting. So we talked for a bit and he
bought bheers for Miriam and me. Mostly we talked about Ah, Sweet
Idiocy, Perdue giving some sidelights on the various incidents recounted
therein.

There was to be a big party in the Detroit suite, so a lot of us made
ready to decamp and move up there. Elmer said he’d stay in the bar.

The suite was crowded, as might be expected. There were probably a
lot of people shifting back and forth between the Chicago and Detroit
parties, but at no time was Detroit’s room very uncrowded.

We had just been there a short time when I saw Bill Rotsler standing
in the doorway to the next room, so I excused myself from Miriam, who
was talking or listening to someone, and joined him.

“You know, Terry,” said Rotsler, “I’ve been here for almost two
hours now, and I’ve just realized that I’m at a science fiction convention. I
was just driving by tonight and remembered the convention, so I thought
I’d drop by. And now look at me – standing here with fans moving back
and forth past me all the time, talking to people, drinking blog. It’s an
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uncanny feeling!”
I made it a point to mentally stop in my tracks and realize that I was

at a convention. I hadn’t had time to stop and think about it like that since
getting to L.A., and it was indeed an uncanny feeling.

Bill was drawing cartoons on a seemingly never-ending pad of paper
he had, tossing them off rapidly. I was pocketing them. I’m no fool.

“Where’d you get the blog?” I asked.
“In the next room,” Bill said. “They have it all mixed up from wine

and ghod knows what else. I suppose it’s drinkable.”
So I made my way into the next room, and in between talking to Ted

White, Ron Ellik, Alex Bratmon, and others, and meeting Trina Castillo
and Bill Donaho, I got some blog. It was horrible stuff, but it went down
and fans will drink anything at a con-party. I know. I’m a fan and I did.

“This batch didn’t turn out so good as the last time we made it,”
explained Bill Rickhardt. I nodded and assured him I wouldn’t hold
anything against Detroit if I got ptomaine poisoning.

Well, I talked to Rickhardt and DeMuth and others, until I decided to
take a drink back into the next room for Miriam, so I got one and made my
way back. I’d been gone almost an hour.

When I got back I found Miriam quite drunk. Apparently the blog had
been flowing quite freely in that room, too. Right then and there I decided
it was time for her to leave, because that blog was not stuff to mess around
with and Miriam tends to drink more and more as time goes by. So I
suggested we leave, but she wanted another drink first and we went back
into the other room and she had another drink and then another and Rotsler
drew a cartoon on her bare shoulders and she was having a fine time but I
could see the end was near, so I renewed my efforts to get her the hell out
of there.

“Just go on into the other room and out the door,” I said. “Don’t stop
to say goodbye to anybody or we’ll never get out of here.”

So we went into the next room and Miriam said goodbye to the
Goldstones and Bratmon and about everybody in the room, and by the
time we got to the hall we were in the middle of a group of fifteen fans, all
hell-bent to head for the Chicago party and continue the festivities. This
wasn’t exactly what I’d had in mind – a few more drinks and Miriam
would be sick. I knew it – I wasn’t feeling tiptop myself.

So we wandered the halls and about the time most of the fans would
wander away and I’d think we wouldn’t have to go to that party after all,
along would come several more fans. In about a half hour we were all back
at the Detroit party.
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“Back again?” said Rotsler, who had been digging the scene. “Yes,” I
said tiredly.

“Um... you responsible for Miriam?” he asked. I said I supposed I
was. “Funny, I feel responsible myself,” he said. “Let’s see if we can
manage to rescue this fair damsel from distress.”

So once more the campaign to get Miriam out of there began, and this
time it was more successful. By the time we got her to the hall there were
only six or seven fans with us.

So once more we started wandering the halls. There was me and
Miriam and Rotsler, and the Goldstones, and Forry Ackerman, and several
others.

We ran into Kris Neville in the hall. He looked at Miriam and said,
“I’ll bet she sings union songs.” So right there in the hall at some unghodly
hour of the morning Kris and Miriam broke out with “Solidarity Forever”.

Then Kris started talking about a party in his room. Now, I’ve been to
Neville parties. People drink at Kris Neville’s parties. So right then I
spirited Miriam away and deposited her at her room with a forceful
suggestion to go to sleep.

I went back to the Detroit party, but that was dying, so I went up to
some other room where I’d heard there was a party. There was: Len
Moffatt was in the corner holding forth with the Busbies and Falascas and
so forth, and Bob Leman was sitting on the bed talking animatedly with
some people, and Bill Donaho extricated himself from this discussion to
join me.

“You want a drink?” he said. Since the Detroit blog had left a bad
taste in my mouth – I think there must have been quite a bit of citric acid
in it – I said yes, and Bill started looking around for something drinkable
for me. The only liquor left at the party was a fifth of gin Leman had
clutched to him in a death grip.

Leman was pretty high and so was Donaho, and neither of them are
exactly tiny. Donaho asked for the bottle, and Leman said no bigod it was
his, and there ensued an animated discussion which wasn’t very serious I
don’t think, because dire threats were passed back and forth, and finally
Donaho wrestled the bottle away from Leman, who then shrugged and
turned back to his conversation.

And that was how Bill Donaho got me a drink at 3:30 a.m. during a
convention.

He then found a paper cup and filled it halfway up with straight gin. I
asked if there was any mix, since I absolutely loath straight drinks, and
Bill said no, there wasn’t even any ice left. So I eyed the gin and though I
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didn’t especially want it I resolved to drink it bigod, after the trouble Bill
had gone through to get it. And during the next half hour I did manage to
drink it too, meanwhile listening to tales of the trip from New York from
Donaho and later listening to Len Moffatt holding forth in the hall outside
the door as the party broke up.

Then I made my way in a very dignified manner to my room, where I
fell into bed.

Saturday

I got up around noon, as usual, and went down to have breakfast. I found
Rotsler and Miriam having pancakes or something, and joined them.
Miriam wasn’t feeling too well on the morning-after, and she looked
decidedly green when I had a milkshake for breakfast.

We wandered around doing nothing much of interest for awhile, until
we heard Burbee was in the bar again, and headed there. We spent almost
the whole afternoon there, talking to Burb, Perdue, Gus Willmorth, the
Busbies, Pavlat, & co. Somehow though, the whole afternoon is a blank. I
guess that milkshake I had for breakfast must have been plain bravado,
because my subsequent lapse of memory suggests that I wasn’t really in
top shape.

I do remember that that was the afternoon Dave Rike and some of his
friends got to the con. With him were J.G. Newkom, Jim Barclay, and
Arlene Brennan; all four of them were connected with the Beat Generation
scene in Berkeley, and they brought their bongo drums and so forth.

Jim Barclay, more usually known as Jim-Barclay-from-Berkeley, is a
Negro fellow just about right in age and looks to be Carl Brandon. In fact,
for the first day or so he was constantly being mistaken for Carl Brandon
and the rest of us were getting dirty looks from people who thought we’d
been lying when we’d said Carl didn’t exist. But Jim knew of the Brandon
hoax and wasn’t confused by it at all.

Sometime around here I ran into Boucher again, and gave him a copy
of Brandon’s “Purple Pastures”. He seemed delighted.

That evening Miriam and I had dinner with Lou and Cynthia
Goldstone. We went out to a small place nearby and had hamburgers. I
think we talked about things unfannish and in general enjoyed an hour or
so of respite from the fannish hubbub. A very pleasant interlude.

At 9:00 that evening, the Auction Bloch was scheduled, so a group of
us collected in the convention hall. Professionals such as Bob Bloch, Tony
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Boucher, E.E. Evans, Richard Matheson, Fritz Leiber, and E.E. Smith
were auctioned off, the highest bidder getting one hour of the author’s
time. The bidding, under the auctioning guidance of Sam Moskowitz, was
spirited in most cases. E.E. Smith at first drew only low bids, until
Moskowitz gave a big spiel on the excellences of Smith’s writing, pointing
out that “His books have Sex!” and quoting some of the more torrid love-
scenes where heroes and heroines vowed Undying Love in trembling
voices, and “His characters Cuss!” at which point SaM quoted the famous
line “May I be kicked to death by little red spiders!” This brought down
the house, the bidding rose higher and higher, and Doc Smith was finally
sold for $23.00, the highest of all.

Bob Bloch, who had suggested the whole thing, sold for $17.00 or so.
He was bought by a corporation of seven fans, I believe it was, all of them
chipping in money. Djinn and Bjo were the instigators of this corporation,
and were quite excited about it. In fact, when it seemed that Djinn’s bid of
$16.00 was going to win, Bjo got so excited she jumped up and bid
$17.00, not realizing she was bidding against herself.

After this the program closed down for the night and everybody went
looking for a party. Miriam and I and several others had been invited to
Neville’s room for a party, so we went up there. It was crowded, there was
much good liquor and mix and ice and glasses, and much stimulating talk.
Dave Rike, J.G. Newkom, and Jim-Barclay-from-Berkeley were beating
their drums, creating a loud but rhythmic background to the waves of
conversation which drifted past my ears.

I was standing in the middle of the room when I heard somebody near
me say, “How do you do? I’m Dick Ryan.” By Ghod! I said to myself,
Dick Ryan of 6th Fandom fame! I went over to him.

“Not the Dick Ryan?” I said.
“Is there a Dick Ryan?” said Dick Ryan with a big toothpaste smile

on his effeminate face. He had blonde, curly hair and was wearing a black,
open-neck gaucho shirt, very Hollywoodish and faggish. It very soon
developed that this was some other Dick Ryan, and moreover that he was
of doubtful masculinity.

“I’ll be here tomorrow, too,” said Dick Ryan ingratiatingly. “Will you
be here then?” He still had that sickening smile on his face and was
practically snuggling up to me, which wasn’t hard, considering how
crowded the party was.

“I guess I’ll be here tomorrow,” I said, and spotting Miriam nearby,
put my arm around her waist quite affectionately, wandering off to the
other side of the room with her as soon as I could.
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Somebody peered at my name tag and said, “Terry Carr! Why, I’ve
always wanted to meet you!”

As was usual with people I didn’t know by sight, he wasn’t wearing a
nametag himself. I smiled and said howdyado, and asked him why he’d
wanted to meet me, meanwhile asking somebody nearby as quietly as I
could who this guy was. I just got a grin back and the information that I’d
Find Out.

“I’ve always enjoyed your Face Critturs,” said this person. “Are you
still drawing them?”

I said no, I’d pretty much given up on them, having become
dissatisfied with the whole idea, and he said that was too bad because he’d
always enjoyed them, and I reflected that at every convention I’d ever
attended I’d always run into somebody who’d seen my Face Critturs and
was glad to meet me. Every time. Finally I collared somebody and asked
him just who I’d been talking to

“Why, that was Roy Squires, the fellow who put out Fantasy
Advertiser,” I was told. Stunned, I went back and talked to Roy Squires
some more.

A little later Miriam and I were out in the hall outside the room
talking to Pete Graham, who had just arrived that evening. I’d been filling
him in on who was at the con and what had been happening and so on, and
a fiendish idea came to me.

“By the way,” I said, “Dick Ryan’s here. He’s at the party in there.
Blonde hair, wearing a black shirt.”

“Dick Ryan, eh?” said Pete, and went in to introduce himself.
Miriam and I stood out in the hall for awhile, enjoying the cool air as

a contrast to the stuffiness in the crowded room. About five minutes after
Pete had gone in I said to Miriam, “I think you’d better go in and rescue
Pete.”

So we went in and sure enough, Ryan was talking up a smiling storm
with Pete, who seemed uneasy. Miriam joined them, to Pete’s relief. “Hi,
doll,” he leered at her, and put his arm possessively around her. “Let’s you
and me go get lost on a two-month safari into some dark closet.” So
saying, he extricated himself from the conversational clutches of his suitor.

A minute later I extricated Miriam from the clutches of Pete.
“Enough is enough,” I muttered. “We just wanted to help you out.”
“Serves you right, Carr,” said Pete, and added as an afterthought, “You
bastard.”

A large portion of the party decided to adjourn to the Detroit room,
which was larger, and we followed them down there. After a short time
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there, however, Jim-Barclay-from-Berkeley announced that they were
throwing a party in their room and invited everybody up. A lot of us
headed for the elevators to take him up on it.

While waiting for an elevator we got into some very pleasant
shenanigans involving kissing. I don’t recall how this started – I think it
was when Arlene Brennan decided to bait Miriam and rushed up to kiss
me, but within minutes I was gaily fighting off Arlene, Miriam, and Bjo all
at once, hollering “One at a time, girls, please!” and in general enjoying
myself no end.

Somebody, taking all this in, said, “What have you got that I haven’t
got, Carr? Are they dazzled by your big name, or what?”

But I said modestly, “Why, I’m no Big Name. It’s just that these fine,
right-thinking females want to pay me back for my services to fandom,
such as publishing The Incompleat Burbee, and Fanac, and Innuendo, and
discovering Burbee to modern-day fandom, and so forth. I really expected
to be paid for my labors in free bheers at this con, you know, but kisses
will do.”

All of a sudden my many female admirers deserted me, and I’ve
never yet been able to figure out why. Maybe I was being too modest.

Anyway we all went up to the party, where Rike and J.G. Newkom
and Jim-Barclay-from-Berkeley were settling down to pounding the
drums. We got in the door, got halfway settled in seats, more and more
guests came until the room was cram-packed and then the last guest came.
The house detective.

He said people had been complaining of the noise of the drums, and
the party would have to break up. Somebody started to object heatedly, but
Lars Bourne prevented what might have been a bad scene by cutting him
off and assuring the H.D. that we’d quiet down and move half the party
elsewhere.

I decided then that I didn’t feel like party-hopping for the rest of the
night, trying to keep one jump ahead of the house detective (we’d had
trouble at the Detroit party just before leaving, too), so I went off to bed. It
was only 2:30 or so and really quite early to go to bed at a con, but I
figured the parties were pretty dead then anyway.

Apparently I was wrong, because I could hear several parties going
fullblast till I got to sleep.

Sunday
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I got up late again, as usual, but feeling quite rested for once. A shave and
a shower made me feel even better, so I headed downstairs in fine fettle. A
quick check of my finances, though, made me feel a little poorly: save for
room rent, I was almost flat broke. But I decided to have breakfast and
worry about it later.

Once again Bill Rotsler was on hand for breakfast. By a cosmic
coincidence, he offered to buy me breakfast this morning, and I gratefully
took him up on it. Over pancakes, Rotsler drew cartoons and we talked. I
pocketed the cartoons. I was compiling quite a sheaf of them, and had
more back in my suitcase.

“Here – caption this,” said Rotsler, handing me a cartoon he’d drawn
and at which he’d been staring quietly for awhile. It showed a male crittur
jumping on a female who is lying flat on her back; the male bounces off
her into a pool of water. I wrote, “If there’s anything I like, it’s
swimming,” and Rotsler laughed.

Bill apparently likes to have others caption his cartoons at times,
because I saw him doing it with Bob Bloch sometime during the con, too.
He drew another one then and handed it to me for a caption. It showed a
man lifting the head of a female off her shoulders, and looking down the
hole of the neck into the body. I captioned it, “Hmm, nothing in here
either.”

After breakfast, we went upstairs to the meeting hall, where we
caught the tailend of the fan-panel, moderated by Rog Phillips. Shortly
afterward, the business session of the convention was to begin. Rotsler and
I found seats with Miriam, Ron Ellik, the Goldstones, and so forth.

During the preliminary fooforah before the meeting started, Rotsler
continued turning out cartoons at two a minute. Miriam and I continued to
pocket most of them.

I had mine in my shirt pocket, and after awhile Rotsler looked
quizzically at the bulge and said, “My, you have an interesting profile.”
Then he looked at Miriam, who was wearing an ivy-league blouse and had
her cartoons in her breast pocket. “But hers is even more interesting,” he
said.

“Fantastic is the word,” I observed.
The meeting began. Dean McLaughlin spoke for Detroit’s bid for the

next con, seconded by E.E. Evans and finally Bjo. Earl Kemp then spoke
for Chicago, seconded by Rog Phillips and Bob Bloch. McLaughlin was
serious and very sincere in his bid; Kemp probably lost votes for Chicago
by the tone of this talk, which seemed based on the premise that people
were planning to vote for Detroit just because they were nice guys and
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everybody felt sorry for them because they’d been trying for a con for so
long and had never got one. To Kemp, it seemed, Chicago was the only
logical choice, and a vote for Detroit would be a Mistake.

Well, the voting began. Honey Wood stood at a large blackboard
chalking up the votes as they were called out by Rick Sneary. “Detroit,
Detroit, Detroit, Detroit, Chicago, Detroit, Detroit...” It was a landslide.
Rotsler drew a cartoon of Honey filling the blackboard with votes for
Detroit and going on to chalk up more votes on the forehead of someone
standing nearby. The final vote was 125 to 45.

After this, George Nims Raybin read his resignation from the office
of Legal Advisor of the WSFS Inc. aloud to the assemblage. It mentioned
illegal maneuverings on the part of some of the WSFS Inc. officers as his
reason for resigning – presumably he was referring to some of the smoke-
filled-room type conferences that had been held during the con, at which
Forry Ackerman, Dave Kyle, and E.E. Evans had decided that the WSFS
Inc. meeting in London had been extralegal, being held outside the U.S. At
any rate, Raybin resigned his position, to a huge ovation.

It took him maybe fifteen seconds to realize why everybody was
clapping.

Bill Donaho then presented a petition to the assemblage which would
formally request the Board of Directors of the WSFS to de-incorporate the
Society.

At this point Belle Dietz rose with a point of order. She said that if
Ackerman, Kyle, and Evans had decided the London meeting of the WSFS
had been extralegal, then obviously no meeting of the WSFS could be held
at the Solacon, since Southgate had won the bid at the London meeting.

Chairwoman Anna Moffatt coolly told her that this was not intended
as a meeting of the WSFS Inc. “This is the Sixteenth World Science
Fiction Convention, held in the state of California,” said Anna, thereby
officially severing all connection the convention had with the WSFS.
There was a brief surprised silence while this sank in, then the whole
meeting-hall broke up into clapping and cheering. Belle sat down.

Events were rapidly showing that the attendees of the Solacon wanted
nothing to do with the WSFS Inc. Donaho’s petition was read once more
for clarification, then Mrs. Moffatt called for a voice vote on it.

There was a resounding chorus of Ayes. There were a few scattered
Noes. The petition had passed, officially recording the reaction of
convention-going fans to the WSFS Inc.

Anna then called for more business, but there didn’t seem to be any.
A motion to adjourn was made, a chorus of Ayes passed it, and the
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meeting was over. Fans clapped each other on the back, shook hands,
laughed, cheered – there was a happy pandemonium in the convention
hall.

The entire meeting had taken perhaps half an hour. In that time
Detroit had won next year’s convention by a landslide, and the WSFS Inc.
had been all but decapitated. Most fans had foreseen a long, dull business
meeting at which the whole WSFS Inc. question would be thrashed out at
exasperating length – the quick and decisive way the business had actually
been conducted left us all relieved and elated.

Anna Moffatt was the star of the afternoon, because of her handling
of the meeting. She smiled and protested that Anthony Boucher, who had
served as Parliamentarian, had actually mapped out the meeting in advance
and she’d merely followed his suggestions.

Rotsler and I then headed for the bar, along with many other fans.
When we got there the place was crowded with fans enthusiastically
talking. I felt so happy that I went and bought myself a beer, and one for
Rotsler, too. Unfortunately, I then discovered that Bill doesn’t drink beer.
So I shrugged philosophically and prepared to drink them both myself.

Burbee, as usual, was in the bar. The Busbies were there too, and Buz
wanted to take a picture of Burb. He and Rotsler posed in front of the bar
and Buz snapped it. “There,” he said, “I got you both in the picture, from
the waist up.”

Burbee looked disappointed, “You didn’t get the best part of me in
the picture,” he said. I sat down with my two beers next to Bob Pavlat,
Elmer Perdue, and several others, including Lee Jacobs. We talked about
the business meeting, and Pavlat and I exchanged friendly invective over
the FAPA Presidential election, in which we were opposing candidates.
(Pavlat later proved to be the victor by a 2 to 1 margin.)

A slender young man in his 20s joined the group, and Jacobs greeted
him with a surprised, “Max! What are you doing here?” It was Max
Keasler, who said he’d been in town, had heard of the con somewhere, and
had decided to drop by. He outlined plans for reviving Opus in early 1959,
after finishing college.

“I’ve got most of the issue on stencil already,” he said. “It’s been
ready for years – material by Hoffman and all of them. I’ve just been
waiting till I get my degree before I enter fandom again.”

So we brought him up to date on what had been happening in fandom
during his absence. “By the way,” said Jacobs, “this is Terry Carr. This is
Bob Pavlat –” he went on to introduce us all.

“Terry Carr...” mused Keasler. “I think I remember you. Weren’t you
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in FAPA when I was? You put out some damned postcard-sized fanzine
that always fell out of the mailing and got lost?” I acknowledged it. Such
is fame.

A little later Pete Graham showed up, and I introduced him to
Keasler, who knitted his brows and tried to remember who Pete was.

“Remember that damned postcard-sized fanzine?” I prompted him.
“Pete was co-editor of it.”

Max’s face cleared and he said he remembered Pete.
I spent the rest of the afternoon in the bar, and my memory of it is a

bit kaleidoscopic. I remember Ron Ellik coming by with a tape recorder
and recording a tape to Mervyn Barrett.

Then Ted White came in and said to me, “Terry, how’d you like to
run for TAFF?”

That moment is quite clear in my mind. I remember taking the pause
and then muttering something about how I’d love to, and I remember Ted
saying that he and Raeburn and Ed Cox and others had dreamed up the
idea the night before. But mostly I remember that the thought which kept
running through my head was, “If someone had told me one week ago that
Ted White would nominate me for TAFF, I would have told him he was
crazy.”

So Ted said fine, he’d start collecting signatures, and I said thanks,
and Ted went off.

The Masquerade Ball was scheduled for that evening, and Miriam
had to go out to her place in South Pasadena to pick up her costume, so we
went over to where Dave Rike and Jim-Barclay-from-Berkeley were
sitting and she asked Jim if he’d drive her out. He said sure.

“Are you going in costume?” I asked Jim and Dave.
Dave shrugged and said probably not, but Jim said he thought he

might pin a card on his shirt saying, “I Am Carl Brandon”.
So – Dave and Jim and Miriam took off for South Pasadena and I

went into the banquet room, where the dinner was over and the speeches
were to be starting in a few minutes. I ran into Ron Ellik, who suddenly
remembered that he had this check from Dave and Ruth Kyle for $2.00
which they’d sent for a sub to Fanac, and which he’d planned to sign over
to the Con Committee with a note that they could have back some of the
money that Kyle was supposed to owe them. This was strictly for a gag, of
course, so first we went over and told Dave and Ruth of our plans, and
they grinned and said it was okay. So we went up to the rostrum and
signed the check over.

Anna didn’t think it was very funny, though, protesting that Kyle
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didn’t owe them any money. So the gag didn’t go over with the
Committee, though the Kyles liked it.

During the convention, too, we’d been placing signs around which
said, DAVE KYLE SAYS YOU CAN’T SIT HERE, and Dave got a bang
out of them. We had an alternative sign, too, saying DAVE KYLE SAYS
YOU CAN SIT HERE. Credit for the whole idea goes to Dean Grennell,
who’d suggested it to us in a letter months before.

Well, the after-dinner speeches began, and they were fine. Boucher
was distinguished and amusing, Bloch was sharp and witty, Bennett and
Mike Hinge were brief but pleasantly humorous. The awards were
announced, Rick Sneary got a standing ovation (started by Rog Phillips)
and Richard Matheson was introduced. I’d heard him speak before, and
knew him to be one of those people who read a prepared speech in a
monotone, so I left with Pete Graham and we went up to Kris Neville’s
room, where there was supposed to be another party.

As it turned out, there was, but it was a small intimate sort of thing,
just five or six people sitting around killing time till the speeches would be
over and the parties proper could start. The only people there whom we
knew were Neville and Ron Smith. There was almost no liquor left, save
half a bottle of vodka and a dab of orange juice to which Kris directed us.
Pete and I split the orange juice in loaded Screwdrivers and sipped them
while Kris told us that at the party the night before somebody had got
loaded and given him ten dollars with which to get more liquor. “Tonight,”
said Kris, “I’m going to suggest we take up a collection. Why, gentlemen,
I’ll make a killing! I’ve always served free liquor before at my parties, but
that incident was like a Revelation! My sons, it opened up new vistas to
me. People will drink my liquor and then give me fantastic sums of money
for more! I feel reborn! Tonight I shall give a Party!” And he filled up my
half-emptied glass with straight vodka.

Well, I’ve mentioned that I don’t like liquor straight, and I was
feeling a bit down that evening anyway, so I finished my drink as soon as I
could and suggested to Pete that we go away. We did.

I went back to my room and changed clothes for the Masquerade
Ball. Not into costume – just different clothes. It refreshed me a little. As I
left the room I wondered again if it was really only a $5.00 room. I’d been
seeing a lot of other rooms during the con, and mine was looking more
expensive all the time. Miriam was back and in costume, and we went to
the Ball.

There were some fabulous costumes. Karen Anderson had rigged up a
vampiress costume complete with a cape which she opened out into a ten-
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foot span of bat-wings. Rory Faulkner came dishevelled, beaten, scarred,
and stooped, wearing a burlap sack and carrying a sign saying “Survivor”.
Trina Castillo had a very cute costume with nice futuristic rings circling
down around her whole body. Ellie Turner looked very fetching in a satin
getup with a long flowing tail. I suppose obvious comments were made.
Someone came as a very realistic mummy, and stood perfectly still, arms
folded across his chest – it was extremely effective.

But the sensation of the Ball, outdoing all these (and outdoing
Karen’s costume was really something!), was Jon Lackey, who stands
close to seven feet tall and who had contrived an ingenious alien costume
complete with a bald headcap and face makeup, flowing robes, and a
brazier filled with something smoking. He burst in through the windows
from the balcony, shouting in an alien tongue, and strode through the hall
to the judges’ stand where he continued his weird harangue. He had a slate
too, on which he wrote messages with unhesitating facility in a strange
script. Throughout the Ball he stayed in character, always talking in that
strange outworld tongue. As Cynthia Goldstone said later, his greatest
charm lay in the way he seemed to want to communicate with us, and
continually wrote notes and symbols in an effort to establish some sort of
understanding.

Rotsler was there, drawing cartoons offhandedly. As usual, I pocketed
as many as I could get. Rotsler has the quickest wit for cartoons of anyone
I’ve ever seen.

“Why don’t you draw some Face Critturs?” he said to me. I shook my
head.

But a few minutes later I asked him for one of his 3" x 5" cards and
did a quick series of them, in expressions progressing from repose through
being struck with a thought, to pondering, frowning, looking amazed, and
finally in the last one saying “Why, these are nothing but incomplete
Rotsler cartoons, strung end to end!” I gave it to Rotsler, who recognized
the allusion to an Insurgent coverline of a few years back, and laughed.

Burbee and his wife Isabel showed up soon after. It was Isabel’s first
appearance at the con, and she went around saying hello to old friends and
acquaintances she hadn’t seen for years. Willis has written of the Ghost
Fans who appear once a year at conventions to walk the halls of Fandom
once again; the large number of ex-fans in the Los Angeles area
occasioned an even larger number of such Ghost Fans at the Solacon.

Rotsler told us Liebscher was inviting people out to a place in Santa
Monica for a party there, and if we asked him about it he might invite us. I
said fine, he’d already invited us, and we’d go out there. Rotsler said he’d
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drive us out.
A little later I got to talking with Ron Ellik and we got the idea of

borrowing one of the mimeographs at the hotel (the Chicago fans had one,
as did Rich Brown) and putting out an issue of Fanac right there, with the
news from the business meeting that afternoon. It would be a worthy
service to fandom and all that.

We got all wound up on that idea, and Ron was checking on getting
some stencils and paper, when Miriam said, “You’re not going to skip
Liebscher’s party just to put out a fanzine, are you?” That brought me to a
halt and I said I didn’t know. Miriam turned to Rotsler and said, “He
doesn’t want to go to the party. He wants to put out a fanzine! Isn’t that
fantastic!” Rotsler shook his head sadly and said it was fantastic.

I thought a moment and decided that it was fantastic. So I went and
found Ron and said to hell with the special issue of Fanac, Miriam and I
were going to Liebscher’s party, and Ron shrugged and said okay. I don’t
think he minded a bit.

I rejoined Miriam and she said Rotsler should be back in a minute.
Ronel came by, and I noticed that he’d had Bjo draw a cartoon on his I.D.
card. It showed a squirrel saying, “I just love cons – there’s so many nuts
around!” So I asked Bjo to draw one on mine, and she drew me shouting at
Ron, “How many times have I told you, it’s not a root beer tower to the
moon!”

I began to notice that all sorts of fans at the con had had Bjo do
cartoons on their I.D. cards. I looked at Bjo’s own. Rotsler had drawn one
on hers; it showed Bjo, cute and pugnosed and with lots of freckles, shying
away from Rotsler, who was saying, “Look, a walking connect-the-dots
game!”

Rotsler came back with Alex Bratmon and Sylvia Dees, who were
also going out to the party. We all left and piled into Rotsler’s car and set
off.

We stopped by Rotsler’s place on the way out, since Bill wanted to
pick up some liquor on the way. Miriam said she was starving and Bill
tried to scrounge up something for her. “Just a sandwich would do,” said
Miriam. “We have no bread,” said Rotsler. “But we have... ummm... a
couple slices of ham and a carrot, and...”

“That’s fine!” said Miriam. She took the carrot and folded the slice of
ham around it. “There,” she said, “I’ve got a sandwich after all!” She took
a bite.

We all looked at her in dismay.
Rotsler started to laugh. “My God,” he said. “This is fantastic, but
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that does look good. I’m glad I’m not hungry, or I might eat something
like it myself.”

We got back into the car and drove on out to Santa Monica. Rotsler
told us anecdotes about Gerald Fitzgerald on the way, like the time he put
a dime in an icecream bar machine and an icecream bar shot out and
landed ten feet across the room. “Fitzgerald is incident-prone,” said
Rotsler.

The place where the party was being held belonged to Bob Stevens, a
nonfan friend of Liebscher’s who was a quite successful architect. We
walked up a long gravel walk through the grounds surrounding the house,
with fire-lanterns along the walk. The house, when we got inside, proved
to be fabulous: an indoor fountain, indirect lighting throughout, a glass
roof on the dining room giving a view of the steep wooded hillside behind
the house, on which spotlights were trained for illumination at night, if it
was wanted. The furniture was all modern, there was an indoor fireplace,
etc., etc., etc.

Outside was a swimming pool, lighted. A long curving ramp led from
the house down to it, through the garden.

There were many guests there already: Bob and Barbara Silverberg,
Bob Bloch, Joe and Robbie Gibson, Les and Es Cole, Karen Anderson,
and several others, many of whom I didn’t recognize and some of whom
were undoubtedly nonfans.

Karen was intrigued by that long ramp leading down to the side of the
pool. She was still wearing her vampiress costume, and she went to the
head of the ramp. She looked down it musing, then spread her wings out to
their full span and ran down the ramp.

The assembled guests oohed and ahhed at the sight. It was something
out of fantasy, that black silhouette going down the curving ramp, ending
up starkly outlined against the turquoise of the lighted pool. Karen folded
her wings again slowly and we all burst out clapping.

“Do it again!” someone said. Karen came back and repeated the
performance, getting another round of applause.

Later she said, “It was the closest thing I’ve ever felt to actually
flying.” And she sighed.

Back in the living room, Liebscher sat down to the piano and played.
He played mostly dinner-music type stuff, very florid but nice. Then he
played his Pacifi-concerto, which he’d been working on since 1946. I
asked him to play the blues, and he played them, rocking the left hand,
swinging with the right in a style that was mostly traditional but with
strong touches of modern jazz piano in it. It was fine.
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A joke session began then. As Bob Tucker can undoubtedly testify,
Liebscher is a good joke-teller. Others of the party joined in.

Eventually the party broke up into small groups again, and I talked
with Bob Bloch about the business session that afternoon, and with Robbie
Gibson about how much we liked Liebscher’s pianistics.

Nobody was at the piano, so I went over and began to play myself.
Let me explain immediately that I’m no pianist, don’t know the first thing
about music, and can do nothing but fake it at the piano. I play moody
stuff, never knowing just what I’m going to play, and that’s why I like to
play so much, especially on a good piano, and that piano was a good one.

No one laughed when I sat down to play, in fact, no one paid any
attention. So I played softly for the most part so as not to disturb anyone.

Miriam came over and was entranced. “You play piano?” she said, all
impressed. I guess I wasn’t playing too badly. But anyone who’s listened
to me for very long knows I play the same thing over and over most of the
time. Miriam said it sounded like something by Beethoven.

Pete Graham and Arlene Brennan arrived at the party then. Pete came
over and said, “Carr, the moment I heard that piano, I said to myself,
That’s Carr playing – I’d recognize that lousy piano anywhere.” He’d
heard me play enough to be sick of it. I just grinned at him and went on
playing. He went away.

As it turned out, Pete and Arlene shouldn’t have bothered to come out
so late, because the party began to break up shortly after they arrived.
They piled into Rotsler’s car with the rest of our group and Rotsler drove
Pete to the house from which he was to get a ride the next day back to
Berkeley. We drove all around the area looking for it, all of us half-asleep,
peering dimly at street-maps. Finally we stumbled onto the desired address
and dropped off Pete.

Rotsler drove us all back to the hotel. We cracked tired jokes on the
way which seemed alternately hilarious and irritatingly bad, both reactions
being due I’m sure to our state of exhaustion. It must have been 5:30 by
the time we got back. We all went off to bed immediately, and I’ll bet that
everybody fell into bed like I did.

Monday

I didn’t get up till 1:00 that afternoon. I had a tired breakfast, and hurried
upstairs in hopes of catching some of Bjo’s Fashion Show, but it ended as
I walked into the hall.
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I had to be checked out of the hotel by 2:00, so I went up and packed
my luggage, then came down to the lobby with my suitcase and went to
pay my bill. I was handed a bill for $24.00. I had just $20.00, enough to
pay for the four nights I’d stayed in a room presumably costing $5.00. It
turned out that it had been a $6.00 room. I protested that I’d reserved a
$5.00 room, and while I sweated blood briefly, the clerk checked my
reservation, saw that I was right, and said there must have been some
mistake. He changed the bill back to $20.00, and I paid it, realizing only
then how worried I’d been about a possible change in the cost of the room.
I walked off, relieved.

Miriam and Forry Ackerman came through the lobby. Miriam said
she was putting her luggage in Forry’s car and Forry said I could too if I
wanted. He gave me the keys and we went out to store them. I locked the
car carefully and we went back and returned Forry’s keys.

Then we headed for the bar, where Elinor Busby told me she was
disappointed because she’d come all the way to the Solacon to meet Carl
Brandon and just met me, and so forth. I resolved never again to deceive
Fandom.

The Busbies then had to leave to go up and take part in Karen
Anderson’s play Alice in Thrilling Wonderland. A little later Burbee,
Rotsler and I went up to watch it. Karen had written it and had given the
title role to herself, but as she pointed out later, the real starring role was
that of E.E. Smith, who was cast as the Upstage Lensman. His part
consisted of walking across stage every few minutes, deadpan, carrying a
sign saying HAVE LENS, WILL TRAVEL, and similar quips. That went
over big.

The acoustics in the hall weren’t the best, and I didn’t catch much of
the dialogue – which no doubt considerably damaged the effect of the
play, since I’ve heard that it contained a lot of involved punning. Karen
says she’s going to publish the script, and I’m looking forward to that.

Rotsler, again, was drawing cartoons, this time captioned by Burbee.
Most of them were esoteric.

After the play the Westercon business session was scheduled, but we
skipped that. Seattle, it turned out, won the bid handily over San Diego.

In the hall, Ted White was collecting signatures of fans to support me
for TAFF. The usual quips were made about getting me out of the country
and so forth, and Ted collected something like thirty signatures. I
somehow doubted that they meant much – after all, quote cards and
suchlike had been passed around all during the convention, and I suspect
that at that point fans would have signed any collection of signatures put
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before them, merely out of habit.
Burbee was inviting a few fans out to his house for a party that

evening, and I latched onto an invitation. When the point was made that he
wanted it to remain a small, informal party, I asked hesitantly if it would
be all right to bring Miriam along. He raised an eyebrow and said, “Why,
I’m only inviting you so you’ll bring along my fiancée, you know.” I’d
forgotten that Miriam was supposed to be Burb’s fiancée (the story behind
that is involved and beside the point here).

I knew that the party at Burb’s would last till all hours, so I figured
that I’d better say goodbye to people before going out there. I went around
to do so, saying goodbye to Bennett, Rickhardt, the Falascas (“It was nice
to see you again, but I’d rather have met Carl Brandon”), Ted White, Bill
Donaho, and so forth.

Then Rotsler came by to get us and we went out to the party. Rotsler
had brought a date, a young woman named Mina. Very attractive and
charming she was, too.

Everybody else was there already when we arrived: Burb and Isabel,
Bob Pavlat, Boyd Raeburn, the Busbies, and Ed Cox. Isabel served dinner
and it was great. Burb told stories of fans and foibles. We played piano
rolls and sang a bit.

At one point I asked Burb to tell a story which was one of my
favorites. Burb frowned and said there were ladies present, reminding me
that the story involved certain crude invectives which might shock them.
Mina immediately said she’d like to hear the story, and Elinor was
positively dying to hear it. Burb protested for awhile, but Elinor persisted
and he finally gave in.

He began to tell the story, but had hardly got started when Isabel in
the kitchen called Elinor in to check on something. While Elinor was gone,
Burb sidetracked onto something else. In five or ten minutes she came
back and Burb, without looking up, said, “And that is the story of how I
met him.”

Elinor uttered a little scream of disappointment, and the rest of us
broke up laughing. “You didn’t tell it while I was gone?!” wailed Elinor.
We all continued to laugh.

“Well,” said Burbee, “I have just told this story, but for you, Elinor,
I’ll tell it again, at the risk of boring my discerning audience.” And while
we chuckled he went ahead and told the story.

Once again, I got fascinated by a piano, and I sat down to doodle
around on Burb’s player piano. Raeburn walked by and grinned, “That
sounds a little like Thelonius Monk.”
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Miriam said, “Play that thing by Beethoven that you wrote.”
Well, the party went on and on. We drank home brew, we talked

about this and that. It got to be quite late, and Burbee had to go to work the
next day, so we decided to break up the party.

The Busbies, Miriam, and I returned to the hotel with Ed Cox. We
were all too aware that this was the last night of the convention, that a lot
of people had left already and most all would be gone by tomorrow. It was
2:30 in the morning, but we decided to look for a party anyway.

Surprisingly enough, we found one immediately. In the Detroit suite
were the Falascas, Roger Sims, Ron Bennett, Bill Rickhardt, and so forth.
Bennett was playing brag with someone, maybe Ted White and Bill
Donaho, and Bob Pavlat – who had left the Burbee party earlier – was
there too. We all sat around for awhile talking about the end of the WSFS
and the end of the con and plans for the Detroit convention. Everybody
was dead-tired, though, and the party lacked that joyous uplift which
makes most con-parties so enjoyable. I was weary and Miriam was
practically asleep, so we took Ed Cox up on his offer to drive us out to
Forry’s house, where we’d been invited for the night. We said goodbye to
everyone again.

It must have been close to dawn by the time we got there. Everybody
fell into bed again.

Tuesday

Forry waited till both Miriam and I were up and comparatively awake
before he sprang his bombshell.

Someone had broken into his car the day before and stolen all our
luggage.

Forry said he’d lost his best suitcase, a suit, and assorted sportclothes
which had been hanging in the car too. We spent the day lounging around
disconsolately, with the post-con letdown, remembering all the things
which we’d had in our luggage. I’d lost an electric shaver, two pairs of
slacks, several sportshirts, and so forth. They’d cost money to replace. And
some things couldn’t be replaced: my autographed copy of The Incompleat
Burbee, the close-to-100 Rotsler cartoons. The first ten pages of a Carl
Brandon story I had been working on.

Miriam too had lost quite a few valuable things. And she too had lost
a thick sheaf of Rotsler cartoons. Between us we’d probably had over half
the cartoons Rotsler had done at the con.

147



Bob Bloch phoned. He was trying to get in touch with someone who
had deposited Bob’s wallet in a safe-deposit box for safekeeping. Bob had
to leave and hadn’t been able to find him to get the key. We couldn’t help
him.

It was an overcast day. We walked around with little clouds of smog
hovering over our heads.

Forry told us he was very disappointed over the whole WSFS Inc.
affair. The fuss it had involved, the feuding, the lawsuits – all these
saddened him. “All this isn’t necessary,” he said. “Fans got along for over
ten years without it, and they still can. They can just keep on putting on
conventions like they always have.” We nodded morosely.

The afternoon dragged to a conclusion, and I left to catch my bus for
San Francisco. I got a seat next to a woman who complained all night that
she couldn’t sleep. I couldn’t sleep either. I watched night-time California
pass by the bus windows, and read a book of Theodore Sturgeon short
stories which Forry had loaned me.

Sturgeon was the right author to read on a night like this.
July 1960
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The Grunch and the Eggplant
I had one grunch but the eggplant over there.

– Clayton Slope

“Stop it!” I cried, blushing furiously.
Toskey smiled indulgently. He sat quietly in his chair as though in the

infinite kindness of his vast mind there were room to understand and
overlook all the foolish little foibles of all the weak little beings that called
themselves fen. A mathematician lives in vast spaces where a light-year is
a footstep, where space unrolls along a fourth dimension on a surface
distended from a fifth, where SAPS mailings of 5,000 pages are just
ciphers.

“The fourth dimension,” he explained, “is what I’m talking about. I
merely mentioned other dimensions – 38, 22, 36 – to acquaint you with a
familiar example of measurement on our own plane of existence. I’m
afraid you have got an incorrect idea of what I mean by the fourth
dimension.”

I stared at him and he continued:
“It’s a matter of relativity. It doesn’t take much physical effort to

make the moon move through the treetops, does it? Just enough to walk
down the garden path. If you had been born and raised on a moving train,
no one could convince you that the landscape was not in rapid motion.
Reality, after all, is merely a matter of what we perceive.”

“I’ve noticed that in your mailing comments,” I observed.
“Everything is relative,” he went on, “And that is the secret of going

into the fourth dimension. Actually, you do not go anywhere... you simply
see things differently.”

“I wish you’d be more clear,” I said. “You sound like you’re
composing on stencil again.”

“I’ll give you an example. You see, it isn’t the mathematics involved
that matters; it’s just necessary to grasp the fact that the mind of the
observer endows his environment with certain properties which have no
absolute existence. Thus, when you walk through the garden at night the
moon floats from one tree-top to another. But... is your mind good enough
to invert this: make the moon stand still and let the trees move backwards?
Can you do that? If so, you can ‘go somewhere’... into the fourth
dimension.”
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Toskey rose and walked to the window. His office was an
appropriately fannish setting for such a hyper discussion as was ours;
situated in a building on the University campus, the walls were lined with
issues of Cry and Toskey’s SAPSzine, Flabbergasting – shelves and
shelves of thick issues of each. Toskey had once explained to me that the
University had a publish-or-perish policy.

“When do you want to go?” he asked.
“Now!” I said, without any hesitancy. It seemed the fannish thing to

say.
“Then there is one more thing I must explain to you,” he said.
“The fourth dimension is just as much here as anywhere else. Right

here around us things exist and go forward in the fourth dimension; but we
do not see them and are not conscious of them, because we are confined to
our own three. But if we can alter our way of perceiving our surroundings
– if we can switch our awareness to another set of coordinates, so to speak
– then we will find ourselves in what may well be the fourth dimension.”

I had ceased trying to wonder or to understand. Even though Toskey
had often said he didn’t like the writings of Charles Burbee, still his
explanation sounded more and more like one of the articles Burbee used to
write under the name of Oxnard Q. Hemmel.

“Show me!” I said.
“The success of this experiment,” said Toskey, “has depended largely

upon my lucky discovery of a favorable location. The edge of this building
and that little walk between the two rows of poplars seems to be an angle
between planes in one of our dimensions and... another dimension. The
fourth dimension. The walk seems to slope downwards, does it not? – Now
walk from here to the end and imagine yourself going upwards. That is all.
Instead of feeling this building behind and above you, conceive it as
behind and below. Can you do that? Go ahead then.”

Half credulous, half wondering, I walked slowly out of the door; I
noticed that Toskey settled himself down to a table next to a hydraulic lift
on which reposed part of the latest SAPS mailing, and forgot me before I
had finished turning around. I looked curiously at the path before me,
expecting to see some strange scenery, some unknown view from another
world. But it was the same path that I had trod countless times on my way
to a one-shot session or fan-party in Toskey’s office; the same path I had
staggered back along often, going home. A familiar-looking beercan lay
beside it. Yet my wondering and disturbed frame of mind endowed them
with a sudden strangeness and unwontedness, so powerfully had Toskey’s
arguments impressed me; I already fancied myself in a different universe,
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and the beercan took on the aspect of a can of root beer.
Strange to say, I had no difficulty in imagining myself as going

upwards on my stroll along the slope. I mentally tilted my broad mental
horizons as I walked along. Everything seemed quite normal... though after
a few minutes it struck me that the avenue seemed rather long. In fact, it
was much longer than I had ever known it to be before.

I looked back – and gasped in astonishment. The building was indeed
below me. I looked down upon it from the top of an elevation. And it was
not... quite... the same building. And on beyond there were trees with
buildings among them: but it was not the campus that I knew.

I paused in a kind of panic – a feeling very similar to that which
comes over me when a SAPS deadline looms up and I have not even
begun a magazine for the mailing. What was I to do now? Here I was in a
strange place. What ought I to do about it? Where should I go? How was I
to get back? Odd that I had neglected to find that out; stupid of me. But
here I was.

I walked rapidly down the slope toward the building. It was indeed
not the same building I had left a few moments before – I had never seen it
before in my life. Yet it looked perfectly ordinary and natural, and the
students, young people of both sexes, who strolled by seemed perfectly
ordinary. Fans, of course. Their beanies were, now that I noticed it, of
different colors than I had seen before – but otherwise all was the same. If
I were really in the fourth dimension, it certainly resembled our world very
closely.

Finally I came to a decision. I selected a solitary, quiet-looking young
man, and stopped him.

“Where am I?” I demanded.
He looked at me in astonishment, but did not reply.
“Do you understand Fanspeak?” I asked hopelessly.
“Of course!” he said vehemently. “What’s wrong with you?”
“Something’s wrong with something.” I said. “I haven’t any idea

where I am or how I got here.”
“Peyote?” he asked, his tone taking on a note of interest.
“No! Say, do you have a good man in mathematics on the faculty?

Take me to him.”
My young friend conducted me to the very building where I had left

Toskey only minutes before, and thence to the office corresponding in
location exactly to that of Dr. Toskey. However, the office was different
from Toskey’s; where before there had been copies of Cry and
Flabbergasting there now reposed files of fanzines titled Slannities and
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Fan Nonsense. Professor Vibens, whose office it was, did not greatly
resemble Toskey: Vibens was six feet tall and built rather like a gorilla... if
one may use such terminology in speaking of a distinguished
mathematician (for so he was in his world).

I thanked the young man who had directed me to the office, and
began to relate my story to Professor Vibens. He seemed uninterested at
first, but as I explained Toskey’s theories and how we had put them into
practice he straightened up, and by the time I had finished my tale he was
leaning forward in his chair, the rotors of his beanie turning slowly,
perhaps activated by the electric force given off by his furiously active
brain.

“Your man Toskey has evidently developed the conception of
relativity further than we have,” he observed, “I’m afraid I have no idea of
how to get you back, and therefore you must be my guest. I shall enjoy
hearing all about your world.”

“That is kind of you,” I said gratefully. “I’m accepting because I can’t
see what else to do.”

Professor Vibens took me to his home, and on the way we spoke of
our respective worlds. In his the fannish revolution of the early fifties had
taken hold even more strongly than in ours, it seemed; I mentioned
science-fiction to him but he merely wrinkled his nose distastefully and
shrugged. “The only fanzine concerning science-fiction which I have seen
for years,” he said, “was the recent Who’ll Kill Science Fiction? There
were many hyper suggestions as to how it might be done, but of course
nothing will come of it. No one is really interested, one way or the other.”

I pondered this for some number of minutes, and then, apparently
with no connection to what we had been speaking of, Professor Vibens
asked me, “Have you had Seventh Fandom in your world?”

“Yes,” I replied. “Some years ago.”
“Ah,” he said. I did not know at the time what to make of this remark.
When we arrived at his home, Vibens introduced me to his son John,

a young man of perhaps twenty. “A gentleman who has found his way here
from another universe,” said the professor simply.

“I’ll have to show you around the scene, like,” John said cordially,
accepting the account of my arrival without surprise.

I settled into the routine of life in this other world rather quickly.
There seemed, really, to be very few important differences between it and
the universe I had just left. I acquired a job and settled into it... and spent
many hours talking with Professor Vibens and John and attending fan-
meetings in this new world. They were perhaps more light-hearted than the
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ones I was used to (if such a thing is possible, even in the fourth
dimension), but quite similar withal.

It was some weeks before I realized that these fan-meetings and
parties were perhaps not typical even of this world. There seemed to be
such a strong undercurrent of hilarity, almost of hysterical humor. And one
evening when the professor and I returned home we found John avidly
poring over a fanzine which had come in the mail that day.

“Look!” he said, grinning broadly. “Dig this!” He held out the fanzine
to us, and I saw splashed in bold letters across the cover:

I HAD ONE GRUNCH BUT THE EGGPLANT OVER THERE.
I was quite unprepared for the professor’s reaction to this. His great

bulk suddenly began to shake, his breath came in short gasps, and a sound
akin to choking came from his lips. Whirling to assist him, I found that he
was laughing – laughing uncontrollably. Great guffaws bellowed through
the room, and he sat down and removed his glasses to rub his eyes, which
were watering from the laughter.

John too was laughing, apparently as a result of his father’s
appreciation of the whimsical line on the fanzine cover, I stood in the
center of the room, puzzled, and suddenly remembered an incident at the
fanclub the evening before.

It had been a short business meeting – in contrast to most which I had
attended, which usually lasted for hours because there were so many jokes
being made and shenanigans going on that the business to be conducted
was continually sidetracked or even ignored. But the meeting of the
evening before had been quite short. The president of the club had, as
usual, begun the meeting by calling for a reading of the minutes – and the
Secretary had stood, opened his notebook, and read:

I HAD ONE GRUNCH BUT THE EGGPLANT OVER THERE.
At this point the assemblage had broken up into wild laughter and

frivolity, and shortly thereafter someone had made a motion to adjourn.
“We have to go off and do something about that goddam eggplant!”

he had burst out, to a resultant chorus of giggles, guffaws and chuckles.
And so the meeting had ended, with the members breaking up into
laughing, drinking groups.

And now Professor Vibens and John were similarly affected by the
same phrase. As they continued to chuckle and roll around on the floor, I
picked up a stack of recent fanzines from the desk and leafed through
them. I had not noticed it before, but every one of them had that phrase
somewhere within its pages – usually three or four times. It was a stock
phrase with the fans of this world, apparently, used whenever the writer
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wished to got a laugh but had nothing really funny to say.
In one fanzine appeared this filler: “Why did the chicken cross the

road? Because THE EGGPLANT WAS OVER THERE!”
In another, I read: “I had one grunch but – MY GHOD, WHAT

HAPPENED TO THE EGGPLANT?”
It was, of course, all very puzzling. But – as I see now and didn’t see

then – that was only because I knew little about the ways of fans.
In the morning the senseless expression popped into my head as soon

as I awoke. Coming upon John at the breakfast table, I asked, “John, what
are grunches?”

He nearly choked on his egg as he began to laugh wildly.
In a moment, when he had recovered his breath, I said, “No, I’m quite

serious. What are grunches?”
His face became serious. “Not grunches,” he said. “One grunch. I had

one grunch but the eggplant over there, y’see?”
“Yes yes. But what is a grunch? And what about the eggplant,

wherever the damned thing is?”
At this John began to laugh again, and shaking his head

apologetically he excused himself from the table.
When Professor Vibens came to table I put the question to him.

“Professor, what is a grunch? And what is so amusing about eggplants?”
The professor stared uncomprehendingly at me for a brief moment,

and then he too broke up into laughter. And whenever I tried to bring the
subject up again he merely laughed and slapped me on the back. “You are
fannish, after all!” he said, and went off laughing.

During the next few weeks I was forced to forget about the grunch
and the eggplant; not only could I not get a sensible reply from any of the
fans in this world, but other things came up to occupy my attention. The
world convention was to be held soon, and the fanclub was busy making
preparations for it. I lapsed into silence on the subject of the grunch and
the eggplant, and contented myself with hoping that among the many fans
at the convention there would be one who could tell me what all the
hilarity was about.

But I was to be disappointed in this hope. When I arrived at the
convention I found that there were no speeches being made on any subject
except that of the grunch and the eggplant, no panels discussing anything
else. At the auction fifty eggplants were sold for fantastic prices among
high hilarity, and one sealed package was knocked down for forty-five
dollars when the auctioneer said that he wasn’t sure but he thought perhaps
it contained a grunch. And the city bidding for the next convention used
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the slogan, “Have Grunch, Will Travel”.
I was, of course, astounded. I wandered from group to group, and

found that every single one was making jokes about the grunch and the
eggplant. It was impossible to have a sensible conversation with anyone,
though I certainly tried often enough.

And at length I retired from the convention hall in disappointment
and bewilderment. I strolled aimlessly, turning over in my mind the
strange, outrageous behavior I had witnessed in the past several weeks. I
was, to tell the truth, feeling quite low.

Suddenly, I noticed that I had wandered to that very path which I had
taken, when I had first come to the fourth dimension. The poplars, the
building – it all came back to me. And this, then, was the only path back to
my own world! I had to try.

I walked along the path, thinking to myself, “It’s downwards! It is
downwards!” And suddenly I was at the end of the path – long before I
had thought it would end. It was shorter! I looked at the building – and saw
that I was back in my own world!

Toskey was in his office when I arrived; he was still reading through
the last SAPS mailing. I hastened to pour out my story to him.

“What does it all mean?” I asked when I was through. “Somehow –
vaguely – it seems that it ought to mean something.”

And Toskey, looking up at me in his abstract way, said, “Perhaps we
really exist in four dimensions. A part of us and our world that we are not
conscious of projects on into another dimension – just like the front edges
of the books in the bookcase, turned away from us. Perhaps what you saw
was our own world and our own selves, intersected by a different set of
coordinates, so that you saw a part of us that we’ve never really seen
before, and did not see a part of us which we ordinarily can see. Relativity,
as I told you in the beginning.”

October 1960

The character Clayton Slope in Roger Price’s 1951 novel In One Head and
Out the Other “had a clever trick of saying any conceivable sentence so
that it sounded like ‘I had one grunch but the eggplant over there.’” This,
for a while, became a fannish catchphrase. [Ed.]
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Egoboo for Algernon
progris riport – martch 5 1962

Dr. Strauss sais I shud rite down what I think and evrey thing that
happins from now on account of it may be importent. i dont know why but
he sais he has to file a riport to the head of his comitty. Hes from the
NFFF. I sed thanks alot of times but he just shruged and said just another
NFFF benifit. Miss Kinnian sais maybe they can make me smart they do
alot with new fans. I sure hope so. My name is Charlie Gordon and I’m 37
years and 2 months old. Ive been in fandom five years.

progris riport 2 – martch 6
They gave me a quiz today but I couldn’t figure it out. It wasnt aboute

Hugo Gernsback or Henery Kuttners pen names like most quizes though.
What happind is Dr. Strauss showed me some white cards with ink spilled
on them or something. He sed Charlie what do you see on this card. I was
very scared and I told him it was an inkblot but I hadnt dun it. He looked
sad and said that wasnt the rite idea he said he wantid me to say what it
reminded me of. So I looked at it some more and sed it reminded me of the
reproduktion I get on my mimeo. But he sed that wasnt the rite answer
eether so I guess I faled the quiz. But that was reely what it reminded me
of.

progris riport3 – martch 7
Dr. Strauss sais its okay about the ink they know I didn’t do it. He

sais theyl try to help me. Miss Kinnian told that whenever we had a quiz at
our xxx klub I aways tryed hardest and they liked that. Dr. Strauss sed you
noe if we make you smart it might only be tempirery. I said I noe. But Ive
never been sart like the other gys in the klub and just onse Id like to be
able to answer those quizes. I dont care if its onley tempirery.

Then they gave me sum more tests. One was sort of a game with this
mouse. His nameis Algernon. Algernon was in a box with alot of twists
and turns like all kinds of walls and they gave me a pensil and a paper with
lines and lots of boxes. They sed it was arace could I get through the maze
befor Algernon could. We raced ten times and it made me mad cause
Algernon beat me all ten times. I got mad because I thought they mite
laugh at me but they didnt. But I was mad a little bit anyway so I
outsmarted them I picked up the peece of paper and looked at it for a long
time and then sed Nice paper and dropped it on the table. Then I leffed. I
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red about saying that once and its a smart thing to do. Maybe I’m getting
smarter all ready.

progris riport 4 – martch 8
I asked Dr. Strauss if Ill beat Algernon in the race afer the operation

and he said maybe. I sed could I answer the quizes then and lern all the big
words like they use in Discord and all. He sed I could probly rite a column
for Discord if the operashun works. But I dont noe. Some people say Im a
fugghead now. Miss Kinnian sais that isnt rite that isnt what it means. She
sais it doesnt matter if your eye cue is 68 that doesnt make you a fugghead.
But when I start riting a column for Discord I bet nobody will call me a
fugghead anyway. I wonder what Ill call it. Their giving me the operashun
tomorrow.

Progress Report 5 – Mar 15
The operashun didnt hurt. He did it while I was slepping. They took

the bandijis from my eyes and head today so I can make a PROGRESS
REPORT. Dr. Strauss looked at some of my other ones and he told me
how to spell Progress and REPORT rite. I got to try to remember now.

Dr. Strauss sais I should tell what I feel and what I think. I didnt noe
what to think but I tryed. All the time when the bandijis were on I tryed to
think. Nothing happened. I dont noe what to think about. I sed when I get
the bandijis off I could read a discussion fanzine and it would tell me what
to think but Dr. Strauss and Miss Kinnian both sed they dont help you to
think at all reely. But when I got the bandijis off I did read Ted Paulses
fanzine anyway. It didnt help me think so they were rite. Besides there
were too many big words. I couldnt read it good. I guess to read those
fanzines you just got to noe big words. I said that to Miss Kinnian and she
smiled. She sed I could think without reading those kind of fanzines but I
dont noe.

Porgress Report 6 – Mar 19
Nothing is happining. I had lots of tests and races with Algernon but

he still beats me. Dr. Strauss sed I could go back to the club agen if I want.
I’m glad because I miss all my frends there and all the fun we have. Miss
Kinnian is glad too, she sais not to worry Dr. Strauss is a smart man and
has been in the NFFF longer than Ralph Holland and he noes what hes
doing. She sais it might take a while befor I get smart but I should keep
trying. She sed maybe I should get on a NFFF round robin letter and it
would make me think. But I stll dont noe.

Dr.Strauss told me he operated on Algernon thats why he all ways
beats me. I took a long time with Algernon but he got three times smarter.
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If I was three times smarter I bet I could rite that column for Discord. I bet
I could. On a typewriter even. I bet I could learn to type if I was three
times smarter.

So far Algernon looks like he mite be smart perminent.

Mar. 25
Its fun to be back at the club again. They dont noe Im going to be

smarter because I cant tell them. Dr. Strauss said its top secret in the NFFF
because if I dont get smarter everybody will say its just another NFFF
project that didnt get done.

We have a lot of fun at the club. Joe Carp said when I came in Hey
heres Charlie where have you been. I didnt want to answer but it was okay
because he didnt wait for me to. He said We didnt know what to do
without you Charlie. Weve been tellng everbody for years that your the
only reel slan in the world and your in our fanclub and then you didnt
come around for a long time. Then everybody laughed but I dont know
why because he was talking about a story by Van Vogt and Ive never been
able to read Van Vogts stories eether. But Frank Reily says thats okay he
cant understand Van Vogt and he has a cosmic mind. I dont know what a
cosmic mind is but Ill bet its something smart. Maybe Algernon has a
cosmic mind. If he doesnt I guess Ill have one too sometime bcause I had
an operashun like him. Ill bet Frank Reilly will be surprised when he finds
out I have a cosmic mind.

April 2
Last nite at the club I told everybody that I was going to publish a

fanzine some day. They laughed and slapped me on the back like they
always do when they like me. They said it was a good idea and theyd show
me how. Then Joe Carp got a fanzine fro the clubs collection and said Can
you publish something as good as this. It was called The Happy Sap and it
looked like those inkblots Dr. Strauss showed me only better. It had a story
called The Battle Of The Gods but it didnt have an ending. Joe Carp said
why didnt I finish it. Then everybody laughed again including me. Joe sure
is funny.

But anyhow I borrowed the fanzine and brought it home. I didnt want
to tell them I couldnt type. But Im going to buy a typewriter soon as I can.
Im going to learn to type.

April 9
Everybody at the club is so nice these days. It must be because they

know Im getting smarter. I sort of told them. Anyhow I said I was learning
to type. They were all glad and said to bring my typewriter to the club-
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room and thed help me practice. Frank Reilly said hed loan me all of his
TYPOGRAPHICAL ERRORS. (Thats how you spell them.)

I did take my typewriter to the clubroom and I practiced there. Frank
Reilly and the others watched and we had a good time. I asked him where
the TYPOGRAPHICAL ERRORS were but he said hed forgotten them.
He said I could make some myself if I was smart enough.

Then Joe Carp gave me a lesson. He types with all his fingers which I
cant do but he makes mistakes anyway. I could tell. But everybody said
not too worry and pretty soon Id be able to type like him. They said its
better to make mistakes with all your fingers than just one. I dont know
though.

Miss Kinnian says Im really getting smarter all right. I dont feel any
smarter though. I told her the guys at the club are helping me to type but
she frowned. She doesnt like the club because shes in the N3F. At least
thats what the guys say. Im all mixed up about it. It doesnt make any
sense. In fact I keep wondering about all sorts of things these days. Joe
Carp says if Im really getting smarter I should be confused all the time
because thats how things are.

April 11
I beat Algernon! I beat him eight times in a row today. Dr. Strauss

said he wasnt surprised and this would sure show everybody that the NFFF
could get things done no matter what they said. But Miss Kinnian looked
at him kind of funny and said that she somehow didn’t think theyd be
impressed if we told them that the NFFF helped me to beat a mouse in a
maze game.

Algernon sure is smart, though, and Im proud that I beat him. They let
me hold him for a while, hes not so bad. Hes soft like a ball of cotton, and
warm.

April 20
I brought my typewriter home from the clubroom last night. I was

there practicing typing with all my fingers. Several of the fans came in and
gathered around me like they always do.

“What are you writing?” said Joe Carp.
I said I was just writing The quick brown fox jumps over the laxy

dog.
“That’s pretty good, but I think I’ve read it before,” said Joe.
“I didn’t make it up,” I said. “I read it in a book.” Everybody laughed

and Joe frowned. I think they were laughing at him, that’s why he
frowned.
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“Do you read books now?” he said. I said, yes, and went on practicing
typing. But Joe was kind of mad, I guess, and he wouldn’t let me alone.
“Aren’t fanzines good enough for you anymore?” he said, “we loaned you
The Happy Sap just a little while ago, why don’t you read that?”

I told him I couldn’t read it, because the reporduction was so bad. I
always thought it was because I couldn’t read real good, but I don’t think
even Joe Carp could read it.

“It’s too bad, I was looking forward to reading the end of The Battle
Of The Gods,” Joe said, “I figure you’re the best person I know to finish it.
But why don’t you go ahead and write something else, anyway, I’ve got an
issue of my fanzine coming up pretty soon and I have a page to fill. They
said if you take fifthy million monkeys and leave them at typewriters long
enough they’ll write The Enchanted Duplicator eventually. Maybe you
could write something for me.”

“I’m not fifty million monkeys,” I said. “You’ll have to fill that
empty page yourself.”

I hadn’t meant anything by that, but Joe got mad and said all sorts of
things. He shouted a lot of words at me that I didn’t know and when I
asked him how to spell some of them, because I’m keeping a notebook on
spelling now, he threw up his hands and walked out of the room. So I
brought my typewriter home. I don’t think I’ll go back to the club for
awhile anyway.

April 28
I saw Miss Kinnian again today. She told me I’m making great steps,

but I still make mistakes. Like with my punctuation sometimes. She said I
committed 37X, and I was horrified, because last night I was reading a
book on sociology and I thought 37X might be something like sodomy or
pederasty. But she said it wasn’t, and explained that it was running two
sentences together with only a comma between them. Somebody had
called that 37X. I won’t make xxxx mistakes like that again.

Then I went by the clubroom again. There was nobody there, so when
I borrowd a bunch of fanzines from the library I left a note. I borrowed
issues of Quandry and Sky Hook and Psychotic and Hyphen and Discord
and a lot of others. I borrowed a copy of Slan, too. I’m going to read them
tonight. I can read fast now.

May 15
I’ll try to review all the things that have been happening in the past

several weeks. I first read all of the fanzines that I had borrowed from the
club, then borrowed more from Miss Kinnian. She has a large collection. I
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was especially interested in some of the discussions of changing trends in
science fiction, and I read back files of various of the magazines. In
particular, I wanted to analyze the sense of wonder; I did experience
something like it when reading a few of the stories, but on the whole the
concept was a puzzling one. One fanwriter, for instance, claimed to
achieve a sense of wonder while reading the works of Leigh Brackett. I’m
afraid I felt no such thing, though Hal Clement is quite fascinating in
places. Perhaps the sense of wonder is not strictly an intellectual-level
reaction/? I can certainly remember that in the earlier periods of this
experiment I achieved a strong sense of wodner simply reading the comic
section of Out of This World Adventures, and a little later, from the letter
column of Planet Stories. The evidence seems fairly certain that whatever
the experiment has done for me it has not sharpened my sense of wonder.

I have continued to read the older fanzines, of course. I was quite
surprised when I mentioned to Dr. Strauss a clever satire on Jack Darrow
in The Forteen Leaflet and not only had he never read The Fourteen
Leaflet, he did not even know who Darrow was! Perhaps Dr. Strauss is not
so well-read as I had thought.

But, again, how can this be? Engaged in serious research in fandom
as Dr. Strauss is, surely he must have familiarized himself with the history
of the fannish movement. There are levels of it which seem beyond him.

May 18
I am very disturbed. I saw Miss Kinnian last night for the first time in

over a week. I returned some fanzines and books to her and made a few
comments on them; she simply stared blankly at me. I was shocked. Surely
she must have speculated beyond the superficial level about the
implications of Tolstoy’s theories of history on such fannish milestones as
Bob Tucker and Claude Degler; the works of all three are in her own
collection. And when I tried to refer her to The Immortal Storm in
reference to a point I completely lost her by a mild side-observation on the
psychological aspects of the book. Had she read it only as fannish history?
If so, she has missed a fascinating psychological study!

May 23
It happened today. Algernon bit me. I visited Dr. Strauss to see him as

I do occasionally, and when I took him out of his cage, he snapped and bit
my hand. Dr. Strauss tells me that Algernon is changing. He is less
cooperative, and eats less. Everyone is upset about what this may mean.

May 31
I have embarked on a project of my own. It is the result of a week’s
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steady reading of every fanzine I could find, good or bad – and a week’s
reading for me is a considerable amount. I have discovered, by the way,
that I can now read The Happy Sap. It is an effect of the experiment I
hadn’t anticipated, but the increase in intelligence has made it possible for
me to read through the typographical errors and bad duplication, to sort
through the syntax of of the fanzine. If Miss Kinnian thought it a strange
sort of victory when I first managed to beat Algernon at the maze game,
imagine what her reaction would be if I should tell her that one of the most
significant effects of the experiment has been my newfound ability to read
The Happy Sap!

In my readings of fanzines and prozines and books I have uncovered
a wealth of material for speculation and research. It’s surprising that no
one has worked on the many fascinating and sociological implications of
fandom before. I will make it my work. Leave the lighter aspects of
fandom to those whose talent is for humor; I shall make my contribution in
a sercon maner. (The word sercon itself opens vast vistas for analysis!)

June 10
Algernon died two days ago. Dissection shows that our fears were

justified: his brain had decreased in weight and there was a general
smoothing out of cerebral convolutions as well as a deepening and
broadening of brain fissures. The effects of the operation were not
permanent for him, and so they will not be for me, perhaps.

I am already becoming absent-minded. I guess its starting already.
But I am determined to finish my study of fandom before the regression
becomes too marked to overcome.

June 18
I am becoming irritable. I guess it may be the deterioration, but

maybe not. I’m having trouble finding references for the points in my
research. I had them in my mind, but I should have written them down. It’s
very irritating to have to concentrate so deeply simply to remember.

June 20
I asked Dr. Strauss and Miss Kinnian to leave me alone. Im having

alot of trouble with my article. Not only cant I find where I read
something, I dont even agree with what alot of my notes say, what I can
read of them. Yesterday I read a Captain Future novel and found the sense
of wonder as good as its ever been. It doesnt fit what I wrote, can I be that
far gone?

July 2
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I havent been writing to much because Ive been busy. Every thing is so
hard now. I keep wanting to get done with that thing I been writing but I
hardly know what Im doing. I keep thinking of Algernon instead, I keep
thinking he has some thing to do with the article. But the articles about
fandom, not mice. What does a mouse, have to do with fandom, even a
smart mouse. But they say fans are smart, maybe thats it. I hope I’m still
smart, cause I’m still a fan. I dont feel any dumber, I just have more
trouble is all.

Maybe I should have writen that colum for Discord. Everthings so
hard now maybe I wont do it.

July 16
I went back to the club today. It shure was good to see Joe Carp and

all of them. They acted funny at first but they still like me I guess. I told
them I was smart now. I forgot I wasn’t suppose to. They said they always
knew I was a slan. Thats someone whos very smart.

I guess I mite not rite that article or anything. Everythings so hard.
The smarter I get the harder it is to remember. The only thing I remember
good is Algernon. He was reelly nice. I wish hed been smart enuf to
understand cause I would have like to tell him I thot he was nice.
Everybody needs some egoboo even a mouse. Thats why I like it when Joe
Carp and them make jokes like they use to. You got to have frends even
when your smart I think. I sure need frends and Im smart because of that
operashun. But everythings so hard.

I have a cosmic mind. What do I do now.
January 1961
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Boycon or Bust!

Prologue

Miriam and I had a little difficulty making arrangements to get to the
Boycon. For her part it was easy – she wasn’t working, so she could go up
and back by car and have a nice leisurely trip – but for me there was the
complication that I had to work on the Friday before the con and also the
Tuesday immediately after. This left me with the delightful choice
between going up with Jim Caughran on Friday night, driving all night and
arriving late at the con, or paying a comparatively ridiculous price to fly up
and back. But it was but the work of a moment for me to decide to pay the
money and fly – I hate long trips anyhow, and the faster I can get ’em over
with the better. (This quirk of mine, by the way, caused some merriment
around Berkeley fandom during the ill-starred year I was running for
TAFF – all sorts of fans were threatening to Reveal that I, a candidate for
the Transatlantic Fan Fund, hated to travel.)

So Miri made arrangements with Al haLevy to go up with him on a
casual two-day sight-seeing trip Thursday and Friday – Al was taking in
the Boycon during his vacation on the way to Canada – and I made
reservations with United Airlines for Friday night. The only thing that
bothered me about flying up was that, from bitter experience, I knew that
the time one saved on a trip by flying was usually lost anyway in trips to
and from the airport, but fortunately it turned out that Rog and Honey
Graham were flying up too, and on the same flight I had; so they said
they’d pick me up in their car and drive me over to the airport with them.
(They stored their car at the airport for the weekend.)

So Miri took off on Thursday for Boise, and I spent the last two days
before the Boycon in growing anticipation of the weekend ahead.
Everything was all set: I had a ride to the airport, the trip by air would take
just a couple of hours, and Guy and Diane Terwilleger would meet us at
the Boise airport to drive us in. As five o’clock rolled around at work I
breathed a sigh of relief and reflected briefly on the wisdom of Planning
Ahead.

This Prologue has been a lesson to John Berry on how to write a
hilariously funny half-page.

164



Friday

The schedule was tight that evening. I was to get home by 5:15, eat, pack a
few things, and be dressed to go by 6:00, when Rog and Honey were to
pick me up. Well, true to form I overslept that morning and hadn’t had
time to pack, but I made up the time it took me to do the extra packing by
fixing a couple of sandwiches and eating them while I got ready. I was just
finished my third gulp of peanut-butter sandwich and my fourth hiccup
when the phone rang. It was five-thirty.

“Hi, Terry, this is Rog. Can you be ready a little sooner? Honey wants
to have plenty of time to get to the airport, so we’re leaving now. We’ll
pick you up in a few minutes.”

I hiccupped something affirmative into the phone and started dashing
around picking up last-minute items. Miri had left me a list, probably in
case of just such an eventuality. It said, “Take three changes of underwear
and sox. Hair tonic. Razor. Don’t forget toothbrush! Bring brown belt for
tan slacks. Clean cat-box.”

So there I was, running around madly throwing things into the paper
sack I was using in lieu of a suitcase (Miri had the suitcase with her, along
with most of my stuff), when all of a sudden the doorbell rang and Rog
and Honey were there to pick me up.

I flang the door open and hollered, “Come in for a minute, I won’t be
long!” and dashed back into the bedroom to grab some socks. I threw them
into the sack and checked off “sox” on Miri’s list.

While I stood there panting for a moment, Honey came over and
looked over the list. “Roger, Miriam’s got everything written out for him,
and he’s got almost everything done already! Don’t forget the catbox,
Terry.”

I swallowed the last gulp of peanut-butter sandwich, and while the
bulge worked its way down my throat, dashed into the bathroom and
grabbed the catbox. I was about to pack when I noticed that Rog and
Honey were looking dumbfoundedly at me. “Oh!” I said. “Oh, er... to hell
with the catbox.” I dashed back into the bathroom and deposited it again
while Pyewacket meowed quizzically at me. Then I went back to Miri’s
list and ran my finger down it.

“Everything’s ready,” I said, putting on my sportcoat and heading for
the door. “Let’s go.”

Rog and Honey got up and came along. “Are you sure you’ve got
everything?” asked Honey.

“Certainly. It was all on the list, and,” I stopped short.
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“What’s the matter?”
“I forgot something,” I said sheepishly, and went back into the house

to get the envelope containing my plane ticket.
As I came out again waving the United Airlines envelope, Honey

said, “You’re sure the ticket is in there, now?”
“Yes, absolutely sure. I put it in there myself.”
“Well, why don’t you check to make sure,” said Honey.
“Okay.”
I looked in the envelope. There was no ticket there.
So I dashed back into the house, and did a very thorough job of

turning the living-room upside down in 72 seconds flat. I couldn’t find the
ticket.

“What could have happened?” asked Honey, as I stood there in the
middle of the floor feeling my stomach drop out of me.

I tried to think back. “Well, Miri called the airport to ask if they
served meals on this trip, and she had the ticket out so that she could tell
them the flight number. But I’m sure she put it back!”

All three of us ransacked the room again, to no avail.
“Well,” said Rog, “we don’t have time to look for it. You have the

letter of acknowledgment there in the envelope anyhow, with your ticket
number on it. Why don’t we just go on out to the airport. I’m sure they’ll
honor it.”

I reflected that there was no point in spending time finding the ticket
if it would make us miss the plane, so I agreed.

As we went back out again Joe and Robbie Gibson arrived. They’d
come to see us off. Robbie handed Honey her purse, which she’d left in
their parked car with the door open. “You ought to be more careful,”
Robbie said.

We all grinned weakly and piled into the car. Goodbyes were said and
off we went. It took us a little over half an hour to get to the airport, and
Honey spent the whole time worrying and fretting about the heavy straffic,
comforting me, and intermittently asking Rog, “Are you sure you don’t
want a tranquillizer, Roger?” But Rog was driving along in the traffic at a
relaxed forty-five with a cigaret dangling from his lips in characteristic
fashion; and for my part I was already beginning to see the humor in my
situation; neither of us was nervous at all, hardly.

And there was Honey, chattering a blue-streak about traffic and how
we shouldn’t worry, and squirming in the seat. “Are you sure you don’t
want a tranquillizer, Roger?”

At the airport we found that Honey had apparently been right to be
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nervous. It seemed they couldn’t honor my letter of acknowledgment and
if I wanted on that plane I had to buy another ticket; I could get a refund
on the first ticket when I got back, if I could find the ticket and send it to
them. Or, failing that, I could wait three months and if nobody had found
and used the ticket in that time I’d get my money back anyhow. They were
very accommodating. I fumed.

So did Rog and Honey. It seemed there’d been a raise in the rates
since they’d bought their tickets, and they had to pay extra money to match
the new rates or they wouldn’t get on the plane. Both Rog and Honey
delivered a few well-chosen words to the men at the United desk, but they
just smiled without batting an eye and said they were sorry, but that was
how it was.

I weighed the chances of finding the lost ticket when we got back
from the weekend. Obviously I couldn’t wait three months for a refund;
Miri and I would starve to death first, with the hundred bucks out of our
monthly budget that we hadn’t planned on. But then again, I reflected, that
goddam ticket had to be in the house! I was already remembering places
where someone could have set it down where we hadn’t looked.

I went over and bought another ticket. And I wrote another check for
a hundred dollars. I even enjoyed it – there’s a strange sense of
cliffhanging about writing checks like that when you can’t afford them
(without refunds) that is rather exhilarating. I dropped the check on the
counter with a flourish and said I wanted another ticket. When they asked
for identification I flipped my wallet open with a snap in a debonair
fashion – and then thumbed through the thing past my FAPA membership
card, my Falasca fandom card, and suchlike, to my Selective Service I.D.

And with that done, we had just time to buy a candy bar and board the
plane. We did this, while Honey told me everything was going to be all
right, because I’d find the missing ticket as soon as I got home, and asked
Rog if he was sure he didn’t want a tranquillizer.

We settled down, Rog and Honey in seats right across the aisle from
me. As the motors revved up, Rog leaned over and grinned, “Don’t worry;
it’ll never get off the ground.”

“Of course not,” I said weakly; “there’s nothing to push against.”
And I tried to settle back while the engines continued to rev up. It

seemed the goddam pilot would never be satisfied that all was ready; the
engines continued to rev for an eternity. I guess writing that second
hundred dollar check had got me pretty keyed up. I mean it’s not every
year that I do that. I fidgeted and fumed, and after another aeon or so Rog
leaned over and said, “We’re almost there now.” That struck the right
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place in my funnybone, and I laughed and relaxed.
And then, suddenly there was the headlong rush of the takeoff, the

extra g’s pressing me back in the seat, and the very noticeable lift of the
plane as it took to the air.

I don’t know... I’ve flown four or five times now, but each time I find
that there’s something very exciting about a takeoff. Probably the fact that
each time looking forward to something special at the end of the trip
contributes to it.

Once we were in the air I relaxed and dug out a fanzine from the sack
and turned to a Vin¢ Clarke article. Rog and Honey relaxed a bit too, but I
heard Rog muttering, “Now all we have to do is to get back down safely.”
It was evening... not dark yet, but the sun was setting over the ocean. I set
the fanzine aside and leaned over to look down at the San Francisco Bay
Area as we passed over it. The fog had rolled in over San Francisco,
leaving the whole area a white, billowing mass with skyscrapers and hills
and bridges sticking up like islands in a foamy-white sea. It was great; I
love the Bay Area, and from the air it’s even more fabulous.

And while I was gazing happily down at the panorama, I abruptly
remembered what it was that I’d forgotten to bring with me on the trip. I’d
brought my razor, but I’d forgotten to bring any razor blades.

But I was sitting next to a young fellow – a Marine – who was going
back to Boise to see his home town for the first time in a couple of years,
and he was very excited and keyed-up about the whole thing and chattered
almost constantly throughout the trip. We talked about the world situation,
and the base where he was stationed, and flying. “Maan, this is the only
way to fly!” he said. “Yes – by airplane,” I said. (He was a bit taken aback
– he’d meant that commercial airlines were more accommodating than
service planes.)

Anyway, I decided I’d like to shave before we got into Boise, so
when the Marine came back from the head (he’d been shaving, himself), I
asked him if I could borrow his electric shaver. He said sure, and I spent a
leisurely fifteen minutes washing and shaving. All the comforts of home,
while you’re in the air, I thought.

When I came back to my seat at length, I said, “I took my time
because I thought it would be a good way to kill some time.”

“You were right,” the Marine said. “You were probably in there for
sixty miles.”

About ten minutes later we landed in Boise. Looking out the window
I saw our welcoming party: Forry Ackerman, Miri, and several others,
some of whom I recognized and some of whom I didn’t. When the
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Grahams and I got to the gate at the side of the field we found that among
the group was Guy Terwilleger (who was taller than I’d expected, but
otherwise the same genial type of guy I’d thought he’d turn out to be), and
Earl Kemp (the Surprise Mystery Guest of the Boycon).

We piled into a couple of cars and headed for Guy’s place, where the
Spaghetti Feed was still in session even though it was almost midnight. On
the way I asked Guy why, when I’d written and asked him if the Mystery
Guest were Earl Kemp (Earl had told us DNQ that he’d be there), Guy had
written back saying no. “Well,” Guy explained, “it was supposed to be a
dark secret, so I couldn’t tell you... so all I could think of to do was lie
about it.”

That reminded me of an old Peanuts strip, wherein Linus, who was
deathly afraid of girls, was confronted by a little girl who was determined
to be friendly. As he said later, “I didn’t know what else to do... so I hit
her.”

Anyway, we chattered away gaily all the way to Guy’s place. All
sorts of brilliant things were said, and I’d report them here if I had taken
notes, but I didn’t. During most of the con and the trip to and from I did
take notes, but the first few hours following our arrival in Boise were too
excited and enjoyable for me to bother with them. I remember at one point
in the car thinking that I should be writing all this witty dialogue down, but
Miri was sitting on my lap and I couldn’t have got to my pen and notebook
if I’d really wanted to anyway.

Most of the way out to Guy’s I was talking to Miri. We hadn’t seen
each other for almost two days, and she was telling me about her trip and I
was telling her about mine, and like that. All of a sudden she said, “What
did we get in the mail today? Did we get a thousand-dollar bill?”

Miri insists on having an optimistic outlook on life. Her grandmother
always used to say that someday they might get a thousand dollars in the
mail – well, could anyone prove they wouldn’t? – and Miri always looks
forward to each mail delivery, just on the off chance that there might be a
thousand dollars there.

“Well?” she prodded me. “Was there a thousand-dollar bill in the
mail?”

I frowned. “Yes,” I said, “...and I don’t know how we’re going to pay
it.”

“Poo!” said Miri.
We arrived at Guy and Diane’s place to find a party in full swing. All

sorts of fans were there – not a particularly large crowd, but they were all
fine people. That was the keynote of the Boycon: there were not a lot of
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people, just a comfortable number, and they were all good people and fun
to be with. At the party Friday night were such as the Busbys, Coswal,
Guy and Diane, Andy Main, Ron Ellik, Al Lewis, Forry, Neal and Judy
Glad, Chuck Devine, and so forth.

The party was already quite lively by the time we got there – which
wasn’t surprising, considering it was about midnight. Guy was in the
middle of typing masters for the Program Booklet, and he dragooned me
into composing on-master an ad for the Baycon bid for the next
Westercon. I did so, thinking that it was kind of silly to come all this way
to put out a fanzine. Across the table from me Andy Main was helping by
putting the cover drawing on master for Guy.

When I got finished Buz found me a beer and we repaired to the
patio, where a session of talk and trading DNQ’s took place. Trading
DNQ’s, of course, is a fine fannish custom, and I sometimes think that one
of the primary purposes of conventions is to get fans together so that they
can say things they’d never think of putting into print. But ah well... the
DNQ’s that floated around that evening were quite mild and hurt no one.

For instance, Forry had told Miri, strictly DNQ, that L.A. fan Larry
Ware was getting married that weekend, and that the following Thursday
he was going to bring his bride to the LASFS meeting... without
announcing the marriage. The gag was to see what would happen if the
LASFSians didn’t know they were married and just thought she was
Larry’s date or something. Well, this was interesting and kind of amusing,
but no Great Secret... except that Forry made it quite clear that nobody
from the L.A. area could be let in on it.

And somehow Ron Ellik, who was living in Long Beach (near LA)
for the summer, heard that there was some DNQ going around which I’d
heard.

“Come on, Carr, you can tell me,” he said. “There are no secrets
between Fanac editors, remember? Through the portals of our ears pass
the best-kept secrets of fandom. You can tell me.”

“No, I can’t,” I said.
“Why can’t you?”
“Because I can’t tell it to anyone from LA,” I said.
“But I’m a Berkeley fan!” Ron protested.
“No you’re not, Ron,” I said. “For the duration of the summer you’re

an L.A. fan, and therefore beyond the pale.”
“I’m a Berkeley fan!” he shouted.
“No, you’re an L.A. fan,” I maintained.
Ron slank off, muttering, “...drummed out of Berkeley fandom.”
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A little while later Miri and I and Rog and Honey were talking about
the bid we were making for the next con.

“Why isn’t Ron Ellik helping the Committee in his bid?” asked
Honey.

“I don’t know,” I said. “Why don’t you help us, Ron? You could pin
a sign on your tail, saying –”

“NOW CUT THAT OUT!” Ron hollered. “I won’t help you.”
“Why not?” said Honey.
“Because I’m an L.A. fan,” said Ron, and wandered off smirking.
“L.A. fans have bushy tails!” I said at him, but I don’t think he heard

me.
I went back out onto the patio again and joined the lounging group

there. More and more people were coming out to get some fresh air and
pretty quick we were faced with an acute lack of chairs. But Chuck
Devine, a young and enthusiastic Boise fan who was helping Guy and
Diane with the convention in various ways, volunteered to dragoon some
chairs from inside, and as he carried them out to us he grinned, “I’m the
Assistant Chairman of the con, I guess.”

We got to talking about our bid for the next Westercon, and Al Lewis
(the tyrannical Al Lewis) said that it looked like nobody was going to bid
against us, so he was going to bid himself, for Tijuana.

“Tijuana has the largest number of pros of any city on the west
coast,” said Al proudly.

We groaned.
“What’s more,” he said, warming to his subject, “they put out some

mighty interesting fanzines down there.”
“That depends on what kind of sense of wonder you have,” said

Miri... and that effectively killed that subject.
A little later came a phone call from the hotel, and Guy announced

that it was Gregg Calkins. Gregg and JoAnn had just got in and were too
tired to come out to the party at this late hour, but they were looking
forward to seeing the hotel a little less deserted next day. I got on the
phone and said that Miri and I were bushed and would be coming in to the
hotel in a few minutes and could we meet them in the bar for a beer; Gregg
accepted. And that was how the biggest bar-party of the con started,
though we didn’t know it at the time.

Guy drove us in to the hotel, dropping off Chuck Devine on the way.
When we got there we were so tired we decided to ask the Calkinses if
they’d take a rain check on the invitation for a beer; Gregg said over the
phone that that was a good idea and we’d head for the bar in the morning,
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or what might pass for morning at a convention. And so we toddled off to
bed.

Saturday

Saturday morning, late, we went down to the lobby and ran into Bill
Donaho and Jim Caughran, who had driven up overnight in Jim’s car; they
were completely beat and immediately retired for several hours. We
wandered into the con suite up on the second floor, where all sorts of
posters and auction material and such were on display. Copies of the
current Cry and Shaggy were available there, and there was a big display
of photos of the week before’s Midwescon, where the Chicago crew had
thrown a party sponsored by the Seattle group to get people drunk enough
to promise to support the Seattle worldcon bid. Miri borrowed some felt
pens and made up some signs plugging our bid for the next Westercon
(“Bring Home The Baycon” was the slogan – it had been suggested years
before by local fan Bill Collins, when San Francisco had been bidding for
the ’54 worldcon, but he hadn’t thought of it till everyone had left for the
Philcon so it had never been used).

After a little socializing in the con suite we wandered out for
breakfast, and when we came back we went to the pool, which was in back
of the hotel; the motel connected with the hotel (the Owyhee) was just
beyond the pool. There were several fans there, including the Busbys and
Calkinses, and we immediately invited them to the bar for a drink, as per
arrangement. Somehow on the way to the bar we picked up a few more
fans, like Donaho and Ronel and Elmer Perdue and Barbara Gratz and
Jean Bogert; some of these joined us at the table. An extremely enjoyable
time was had by all for a couple of hours, talking of FAPA matters and the
handiness of having a swimming pool at a consite and standard subjects
such as foreign beers and sex. The Owyhee bar served an extremely good
beer, as Buz mentioned later on, toward the end of the con, when we
realized that that afternoon was the only gathering in the bar; it seemed
strange that that gathering was unique, considering the excellence of the
beer. But then, there was good booze elsewhere too, most of the time.

The session in the bar gradually broke up as people wandered off to
lunch or to the pool or to catch an afternoon nap. The next gathering was
that afternoon, in the coffee shop, where a batch of us congregated over
coffee and orange juice and such light liquid refreshment. We pushed three
tables together and gathered around them and chatted quietly.
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I don’t remember just what the subject was, but at one point during
this session Bill Donaho maintained that he was evil and debased. No one
from Berkeley tried to refute this, but Sid Coleman argued with him that
he might be good and true and beautiful.

“I am evil and debased!” rumbled Bill.
“Well, do something evil and debased for me,” said Sid.
Bill kicked him in the shins under the table.
The afternoon wore on and our stomachs started to growl, and we

were all looking forward to the banquet that evening. The gathering in the
coffee shop broke up as most everybody went off to change for dinner and
shower and such (it was quite warm in Boise that July 4 weekend). Miri
and I got to the banquet room a little later than most of the others, and
found ourselves sitting quite a way back down the table from the speakers.
I commented that this might not bother, because Rog, who was Guest of
Honor, had been working intermittently on his speech for the past month,
and we’d heard most of it three or four times already as he tried out
various lines for laugh-value. And just as they were getting ready to serve
the fried chicken, Miri remembered that she didn’t have her camera, so I
went up to the room to get it.

Coming back through the hall I passed a porter carrying someone’s
luggage, and striding behind him in bermuda shorts and teeshirt was
someone who looked familiar as we passed.

Three steps later I wheeled and said, “Jack!”
Jack Speer turned around, recognized me, waved, and said he was in

a hurry to change in time for the banquet. I went on down and stopped to
tell Guy that Jack had just arrived, but he’d heard it himself just a few
minutes before. I went back to my seat, and discovered that the banquet
table was almost completely full; fortunately I’d had a wife to save my
seat. Forty-two people registered at the Boycon, and forty-one of them
were at the banquet – the missing member didn’t arrive at the con till later
that evening, which means that the Boycon banquet had a 100% turnout –
undoubtedly a record that has never been matched by any previous stfcon.

The fried chicken was excellent, and when I finished my first helping
I decided selfishly to finish off the rest of the chicken on the plate allotted
to our section of the table. As I emptied it, a waitress came along and filled
it full again. Eyebrows went up all around the table at this, and some other
plates were emptied. They were promptly filled.

Ron Ellik likes to think he is a champion eater or something, so he
dived into the second plate in front of him and polished it off, then looked
up brightly to see if he could get any more. “I want more chicken,” he
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muttered; “what kind of a hotel is this, only giving us two huge servings?
That’s not enough to feed a growing squirrel!”

A waitress refilled the huge plate at Ron’s end of the table.
Goggle-eyed, Ron attacked this plate too, with the help of such as

Andy Main and Chuck Devine. They polished it off and as Ron was
wiping his fingers on a napkin the waitress refilled the plate for the third
time (the third refill, that is).

Undaunted, Ron and crew set to and worked their way through this
plate too, though a bit slowly, I thought. (I smiled superiorly at Ron and
his cohorts as I finished my third helping; I wasn’t trying to set any
records.) And when the plate was again empty it was refilled.

Ron frowned and lifted the plate to look under it. “Has this thing got a
false bottom?” he muttered.

It was great fun, but of course, the waitress won. The hotel had
provided enough chicken for fourths, fifths, and sixths if necessary, and
from the confident look on the faces of the waitresses I felt certain they
were prepared to keep on serving fried chicken unto the twentieth helping
if necessary. However, Ron Ellik is a sensible person, and he knew when
he was licked. He loosened his belt and said to the tableful of people
hushed and watching, “I guess I’m done.” And then we all turned to the
other end of the table, where Forry Ackerman, the m.c., was getting ready
to rise and give greetings to all us fans of sci-fi and fried chicken.

While we were waiting, Chuck Devine, who was sitting next to me,
leaned over and said right out of the blue, “You’re the best fannish writer
in the world, aren’t you?”

Wow, I’d be the last person to deny that I often like my own writings
more than is probably warranted, and in fact I’ve often kidded myself in
print about my little conceits. But there are times when even the most
godawful bigheads among us get stopped, and this was one of the times for
me. My head jerked up and I stared at Chuck for a few moments and at
length decided that he’d been perfectly serious. (My first reaction had been
to say, “What kind of a crack is that?” – which may seem an inappropriate
rejoinder to such heady egoboo, but you’d understand better if someone
were to say that to you.)

I said, “No, I’m not the best fannish writer in the world.” I really
couldn’t think of anything else to say.

“Guy said you were,” said Chuck. (This wasn’t strictly true; Guy told
me later that Chuck had been asking for suggestions as to who to ask for
material for his fanzine, and Guy had suggested me first.)

Fortunately, at that point Forry began his opening remarks, so I didn’t
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have to wrack my brains to say something modest and unassuming to
Chuck. Forry began by mentioning that while he’d been sitting next to the
Guest of Honor during the meal he’d stolen all of Rog’s notes: “I’ll be
using his gags, so you’d better laugh!” He went on to chitter-chatter about
movies and such. “I see we have the star of The Ten Commandments with
us this evening,” said 4e. “– Elmer, would you rise?”

Among forthcoming movies he mentioned Ma and Pa Kettle Meet
Jim Webbert.

He went on with various newsnotes from L.A., including a mention
that Ray Bradbury was working on the Shirley Temple Show for tv. Sid
Coleman said brightly, “Ah – is he doing ‘Small Assassin’?”

There was more potpourri of news and gags, of course. Forry
mentioned that J.B. Priestley’s Doomsday Men, a story of the moon falling
to earth, had been bought for the movies. “They’re filming it in Collide-o-
scope,” he said. On the magazine front, he said, things were looking up,
with new concepts and new magazines galore: “I understand they’re
coming out now with a Jewish version of Playboy... to be called Sin
Agog.”

“No no,” called out Sid Coleman, “it’ll be called Playgoy!”
Forry and Sid would have made a wonderful vaudeville team, I’ll bet.
Anyhow, Forry introduced Rog eventually, and Rog stood and

launched into his talk. “I have a wonderful room here at the hotel,” he said.
“It has an unlisted number. And I slept like a top last night – standing up
with my head spinning. I was standing because I’d got one of the brooms
stuck under my shirt, and my head was spinning because the janitors
forgot to put the cap back on the ammonia bottle. But it’s a real nice
room.”

After the preliminary jokes Rog launched into a rather more serious
speech on s-f, which went down as easily as the fried chicken had. And
when he came to the end of his notes he was enjoying himself so much
(Rog loves to talk) that he went on for ten or fifteen minutes more,
extemporaneously. “I know most of you here,” he said, looking over the
faces at the table. “For instance, I know Jack Speer... we’re old enemies.
Come to think of it, we never made friends, did we, Jack?” Speer grinned,
stood up and shook hands with Rog. Rog went on to tell at length about the
big feud in the middle forties between Rog and Ziff-Davis on one hand
and Forry and Jack on the other. It’s an interesting and amusing story, but
for some reason – probably so as not to embarrass Jack or Forry or get into
any arguments with them anew – he left out most of the funny parts he
usually told. As it was, when he finished he turned to Speer and said,
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“Isn’t that about how it happened?” and Jack smiled his inscrutable smile
and said quietly, “Not exactly.”

Well, after Rog’s talk the session broke up, only to be reconvened a
few minutes later in the Seattle suite, where there was a party thrown by
Earl Kemp on behalf of the Chicago in ’62 bid. The bathtub was loaded
with mix, the table was loaded with potables and glasses, and the chairs,
bed and floor were loaded with fans – some of whom eventually matched
the condition of the bathtub, table, and room.

I was sitting at Forry’s feet talking with Gregg Calkins and Elinor
Busby about artwork-stencilling when all of a sudden during a lull I heard
Sid Coleman in the second conversation to our right saying, “I’m writing a
story about the crew of a Dean Drive spaceship... they’re looking at their
full-color visiscanner, which works by the Land process – when suddenly
they notice the dials are sticky!”

Well, that conversation seemed a bit too silly for a high-type fan like
me, so I turned back to our own group, only to hear Gregg chattering gaily
about how he was coming down with some Dread Disease and would die
at the convention. “All I ask,” he said as he waved a can of beer
grandiosely, “is that you bury me in the FAPA plot. Cremate my mortal
remains and scatter my ashes through the next FAPA mailing!”

“You’d need sixty-eight identical ashes,” said Elinor.
“Egad,” I said, “can’t you just see it in the listing of surplus stock a

few mailings hence? ‘One ash of Gregg Calkins – 1¢.’ A bargain!”
“Yes!” said Gregg, “– and then I could write an article called ‘I Was

A Piece of Ash For FAPA’!”
As you might surmise by the brilliant intellectuality of the

conversation, the party was in full swing and the alcohol was having its
effects. In fact, just about then Gregg stood up to go get another beer and
almost fell over. “Goddam, an earthquake!” he hollered.

Gregg is a real funny fellow – I really think he’s terrific.
Well, eventually the party-room began to thin out – the entire

convention had been in it that night, but people started going off to bed
around 1:00 or 2:00. Also, we ran out of liquor and mix. It was a horrible
state of affairs, so Gregg and JoAnn and Miri and I and a few others
decided to go out for more. We moved the base of operations down to the
convention suite at the other end of the hall – the consuite was open all
night, since no one was sleeping there. We went out and got some goodies
and continued the party for a short time, being joined by the Busbys and
Wally Weber in the consuite. But eventually I tuckered out and went off to
bed.
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Sunday

I awoke to find myself alone in our room; apparently Miri had stayed up
all night. It was nine o’clock. I dressed and shaved and went down to the
lobby, where Miri and Barbara Gratz and Wally Weber were sitting and
talking.

“We’re on a convention Marathon!” said Miri, looking disgustingly
wide-awake. These people who stay up all night are always more chipper
in the morning than people like me who go to sleep at night.

We went out to breakfast, and I confess I don’t remember a thing
about it; I still wasn’t awake. But my notes say that Barbara quoth,
apropos of something or other, “It was an exotic room – when you walked
in you thought you’d be shot.”

The auction was convening back at the hotel, so back we went. Al
Lewis was auctioneer – apparently Guy had planned on having Daugherty
or somebody like that as auctioneer, but none of conventiondom’s
experienced auctioneers showed up at the con. So Al Lewis, an extremely
competent and obliging guy, consented to step in and handle it. Al had
never auctioned anything before in his life – but then, neither had most of
the rest of us.

Al turned out to be great. He was a born auctioneer – chattering
incessantly, cracking jokes, almost literally pulling the bids from people.
He held up an original illo and chattered, “This is a good one... this is a
good one... what’s your bid?... take a look at some of the others and you’ll
see that this is a good one!” He had the original manuscript of Mildred
Clingerman’s “Stair Trick” up for bid, and both Jean Bogert and Ed
Wyman were after it. “Jean,” he said, “you don’t want to go back East
without this, do you?” he said. She raised the bid. “Ed,” said Al, wheeling
to the other side of the room, “you’re not going to let this get away from
the coast, are you?” Ed raised it again.

And so it went. Al displayed an amazing talent in getting bids from
people and making them like it. On occasions he even bid for them, which
was so ridiculous that nobody could stop laughing long enough to protest.
And they paid for the stuff too. It was probably Al’s auctioneering that
kept the Boycon from going into the red.

Miri and I even bought some stuff. We picked up nine early-forties
Startlings for $2.50 – we’re nuts for old pulps. (I like to read ’em and Miri
gets a sense of wonder just from their musty odor.) And at another point
Al was auctioning two issues of Science Fiction and the first issue of
Comet – both mags from the early forties, our weakness. Nobody was
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bidding for them, so Miri shrugged and bid 20¢. Al was horrorstruck; he
grimaced and looked so pitiful that I raised the bid to 25¢ myself.
Everything thought that was terrific – Miri and me bidding against each
other – but the fact was that I would have been ashamed to buy the three
mags for 20¢. But nobody seemed to want to raise it above a quarter, so
Miri raised it to 30¢ and that was the price we finally paid for them.

After the auction came the business meeting of the con. I made the
bid for Berkeley, managing between flashes from cameras to blurt out
some stuff about how we had a great committee that was all set to put on a
fine con and how we really wanted the con and so forth – the standard
stuff. It was all true, too. When I got finished with the bid I called on Rog
to second the nomination and tell a little about the hotel we’d chosen. But
Rog was in one of his Puckish moods, since it was obvious that nobody
was going to bid against us, so when he got up to the rostrum he reeled off
what must have been the most outrageous nomination speech ever given at
a con.

“We’ve chosen a real fine hotel,” he said. “I forget the name of it, but
I may have written it down somewhere. Anyway, we’ve checked it out
thoroughly, and it’s the perfect hotel for a convention. We went down
there and there were bums and winos and shady characters sprawled all
over the lobby – the manager said they wouldn’t mind at all having science
fiction fans staying there. At least, one of the managers did – there are two
managers at the hotel, and the other one told us to go to hell. But I don’t
think we’ll pay any attention to him.”

He went on in that manner for what seemed an eternity, while Honey
slumped down further and further in her seat and intermittently squeaked,
“Roger, stop it! Roger, wait’ll I get you alone! Roger!”

But Rog enjoyed himself. After he finished I went back to the rostrum
again myself and gave the assemblage the real story on the hotel – how the
1956 Westercon had been held there and we’d told the manager to check
his bar receipts for that weekend, and when he’d done so he suddenly
became enthusiastic over the prospects of having another s-f con at his
hotel. Honey came up and said a few words on what terrific cooperation
we were already getting from the management and so forth. Then we both
glared at Rog and sat down.

Guy called for any other bids, and after a brief pause Elmer Perdue
stood and put in a bid for Hawaii. Everybody craned their necks to stare
awestruck at him, and Guy asked him if he was moving to Hawaii or
something.

“No, I don’t even know anybody in Hawaii,” Elmer admitted. “I just

178



think it’d be a nice idea to hold a convention there.”
“I’m afraid I’ll have to rule the bid out of order,” said Guy, smiling.
Then Chuck Devine stood and bid for Boise again in ’61.
Guy fixed him with a glare. “Are you planning on running the

convention yourself?” he asked.
Chuck withdrew his bid.
So the vote was held, and it was unanimous for Berkeley – except for

Chuck Devine, who abstained.
“I think this should be a unanimous vote,” said Guy. “I’ll call for

another vote. Chuck – vote for Berkeley this time!”
Chuck gave up and voted for Berkeley, and it was unanimous.
After that we all took a break for lunch before the Fanzine Editors’

Panel was to begin; we all went down to the coffee shop. The panel
consisted of Elinor Busby, Gregg Calkins, me, and Earl Kemp, with Ron
Ellik as moderator. Earl had been rung in at the last minute as a
replacement, for John Trimble, I think it was. Andy Main had at first been
considered as a replacement, but when Earl had shown up Guy figured he
had more experience, so Andy was out. Anyway, Ron assembled the panel
members in the coffee shop and we discussed plans for the panel while we
waited for lunch. What with everyone trooping into the coffee shop at
once, the service was a bit delayed. Considerably so, in fact. We had so
much time to talk that we practically ended up holding the panel
discussion right there while waiting for our food.

Ron was getting nervous because of the delay. At the table next to us
sat Guy and Diane, and some others, and their orders were taken and they
were served before we could even flag down a waitress to get menus.
About the time our orders came Guy’s party got up to leave, and Ron
noticed with horror that it was time for the program to start.

“Eat your food quick!” he said, “or we’ll be late!”
“We can’t be late,” I said. “We’re the program.”
That stopped him; he quit chomping so furiously on his cheeseburger.
“Besides,” I said, “I get hiccups when I eat burgers too fast, and you

don’t want a panel member with hiccups, do you?”
So we ate at a comparatively leisurely pace. When we got upstairs

everybody was waiting, so we started the panel immediately. It was slow
starting; Ron had prepared a list of questions comparing activity in the
apas with general fandom activity, and we chattered on in turn about
personality in fanzines and friendship via the printed page and how much
deadlines are to be feared, and other such semi-esoteric stuff. We would
have felt pretty bad about going on at such length about such stuff were it
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not for the fact that most everybody at the con was an active fan, well-
acquainted with what we were talking about.

But there was one fellow there who had never heard of fandom
before. He’d arrived the night before, just at the tail-end of the big party;
seemed he’d heard there was an sf con in town and he wanted to meet
Bradbury. Unfortunately, Bradbury wasn’t there, but he was intrigued by
the fannish types and stuck around for the rest of the sessions. I never did
catch his name. ((Bob Wilson)) But anyway, after the fan-panel had been
going for half an hour or so he raised his hand and asked, “What is this
thing called Fanzine and how do I get a copy?”

The natural reaction was of course forthcoming: everybody in the
room laughed, and someone said that Sylvia White published it. When the
noise had subsided Ron ruefully gave a brief, polite explanation of fandom
in fifty words or less. The explanation probably only served to confuse the
poor fellow more, I’m afraid.

At any rate, the conversation thereafter veered to where it usually
does on fan-panels: What’s Wrong With Science Fiction. Earl Kemp, who
had just published Who Killed Science Fiction?, started it, but it wasn’t
long before everybody on the panel and many members of the audience
were getting in their licks too.

It was during this discussion that Gregg Calkins, sitting on my right,
made the mistake of saying, “...for instance, nobody comes up to me
anymore and says, ‘Who was that stf writer I saw you reading last night?’”

Before I could stop myself, I blurted out, “That was no stf author, that
was my wife!”

Ghod but I hate myself when I do things like that.
Ron Ellik turned to me during the ensuing dead silence and said,

“You can be replaced by Andy Main, you know.”
But the discussion of stf went on. I went into some pretty fancy

orations myself, and enjoyed myself hugely. As I remarked in an aside to
Gregg, it was a strange and wonderful feeling to sit at a table on a platform
with all these faces turned up to you waiting for your pronouncements.
“Just as if we knew what we were talking about!” I said. It was lots of fun.

At one point while I was talking Miri raised her hand in the audience
to ask me to clarify a point or something, and we discussed some point or
other back and forth for about five minutes. And everybody sat and
listened respectfully and apparently even interestedly. At last the humor of
the situation struck me, though:

“My wife and I are holding a panel discussion,” I remarked.
Eventually Guy stood up and called the proceedings to a halt,
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suggesting that we all take a break and gather round the pool for awhile.
So there was a general scurrying about as people went up to their rooms to
get their swimming suits, and in fifteen minutes there we were, all of us
out at the pool.

That was the great thing about the Boycon: there were only 42 people
there, but they were all good people and the number was just small enough
that we could all congregate in one place for a party or a swimming
session. This particular afternoon found most all of us in the pool, a
situation which struck us all so funny that we got quite silly, really.

The water was a bit cold, and we were shivering as we stood waist-
deep in the water talking and joking. Andy Main started bouncing up and
down to keep warm, the water providing buoyancy enough to make it
comparatively effortless and fun. Elinor and I and Ron and Miri and a
whole bunch of others soon joined in the game, and pretty quick half the
goddam convention was in the pool, blithely bouncing up and down and
discussing fandom. It was the silliest damn thing I’ve ever seen at a
convention, and I wish I had a picture of it. It struck us so funny that we
got to talking of founding a whole fandom – Water-Bouncing Fandom. We
could have our own fanzines on the subject – Water-Bouncing Times and
Bounceac and Bounce of the Nameless. We could have Serious Articles
like “Whither Bounce Fandom?” and “Bouncing is Just a Goddam Hobby”
and such. Eventually, when we all got tired of the game and people started
gafiating from our little splinter fandom, we could wind everything up
with a massive volume called Who Killed Water-Bouncing?.

Oh, we had ourselves a ball there in the pool. “Anything two or more
fans do together is fanac!” hollered Ron, bouncing madly up and down.

Eventually the bouncing party broke up, as Chuck Devine and Jim
Caughran and Andy Main and some others started dunking each other and
generally horsing around. Everybody was in high spirits.

“Help, he’s drowning neofans!” gurgled Andy as Jim dunked him.
Eventually Bounce Fandom separated and everybody went off to

dinner. Miri and I were with Diane and Wally Weber and Jim Webbert and
a batch of others at a restaurant around the corner where we had to wait so
long for a waitress to take our orders that Jim called a meeting of The
Nameless Ones to order while we waited. It was a brief meeting, though,
just long enough for the club (represented by Wally and Jim and a few
others, like Miri and me, who had attended Nameless meetings in the past)
to vote to buy a membership in the Baycon.

Pretty soon the door opened and in trooped most of the remaining half
of the convention. All weekend it seemed as though the convention
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membership was a single entity: everybody was always congregated in one
place. “Fans just naturally sort of coagulate together,” said Diane.

When we’d finally got our meals and eaten we had to hurry back to
the hotel, because we were already almost an hour late for the second
auction. But of course it didn’t matter, since almost all of the convention
had been at that restaurant.

The most notable thing that happened at the second auction was the
auctioning of Don Day’s beard, which had created such a sensation at the
Seattle Westercon the previous year. Don, unable to attend the con this
year, had thoughtfully shaved his beard and sent it as a replacement or
something. It was neatly mounted in a box, and when it went up for
auction Ed Wyman said he’d donate a photograph of Day wearing the
beard to go with it. The whole kit was bought by Al Lewis himself; he said
he was going to give it to Bjo and John Trimble for a wedding present.

Following this there was a showing of LAfandom films, Unicorn’s
“The Genie” and Rotsler’s “Rock Fight”. Al Lewis showed a batch of
slides of fanphotos, too. And after that there was another party in the
Seattle suite, this one being to plug Seattle’s worldcon bid for ’61.

Unfortunately, it was at this time that the previous night’s total lack
of sleep suddenly told on Miri; she just collapsed and I had to put her to
bed before the party started. The comparatively high altitude of Boise,
combined with the lack of sleep, had her feeling really terrible. Al haLevy
gave her some codeine pills and she went right off to sleep.

I was feeling pretty beat myself, so I retired early from the party, read
for awhile, and went to sleep.

Monday

Monday morning we were comparatively refreshed, but depressed. This
was the last day of the con, and leavetaking is always depressing.

We had breakfast with Jack Speer and wandered back to the pool,
where the fans were gathering in little bunches. No program had been
scheduled for that day, on the theory that on the last day the fans would
want to have plenty of time to talk. It had seemed at first like a good idea,
but actually turned out to be somewhat disastrous: with the last day
entirely given over to saying goodbyes it ended up being pervaded by a
pall of gloom. Probably some top program item should always be
scheduled for the end of a convention in order to prevent this.

We went up to the consuite, where Jim Webbert was saying goodbye
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to everybody, standing beside his already-packed suitcases. There’s
nothing so depressing as a packed suitcase on the last day of a convention.

“I guess I won’t see you at the Philcon,” he said. “I won’t be able to
make it.”

“Nobody’ll be able to,” I said. “The con’s in Pittsburgh.”
“Oh,” he said. “Just as well, then.”
Guy was at the consuite, helping people with this and that in between

finishing up convention business with the hotel and such. He looked tired
but sort of happy.

“When I get home,” he said, “I think I’ll sit down and write a
conreport, just for me. It won’t be published. It’ll just be about all the little
things I’ve seen at this convention that have amused me. Probably nobody
else noticed them, or would be interested. But I want to write it all down
for myself.”

Around noon Miri piled in the car with Caughran and Donaho and
they took off for Berkeley. I went back to the pool and finished shooting
up the roll of film in our camera, with pictures of the Grahams, Guy and
Diane, the Kemps, the Calkinses, Jack Speer, and so forth. Jack has a very
intriguing face – his eyes are always half-shut and there are laugh-wrinkles
around his mouth and the corners of his eyes. He really looks extremely
genial.

When I was taking his picture he said, “In most photographs you
can’t even see my eyes – they just come out as dark slits. I had photos
taken when I was running for state senator, and they had to scrape some
emulsifier off the negative so that I’d have any eyes at all.”

I never found out how he would have looked in the pictures I took,
because I’d mis-set the camera and none of the photos turned out.

I wandered around the pool wishing I could go in the water again, but
my suit had been packed in one of the suitcases that Miri had taken back in
the car. But Earl Kemp said I could borrow his suit, and I borrowed the
key to their room and went up and changed. I lounged around in the water
for about an hour.

Then Diane came by and invited a bunch of us out to their place for
dinner before leaving. There were Rog and Honey, Wally, Earl, Nancy and
their kids, and probably one or two others. We arranged to meet in the
lobby and I went off to pack my suitcase and check out. When I’d done
that I ran into Earl, who invited me for a beer while we were waiting for
the others. We discussed things to do with SAPS and s-f clubs and
conventions and had an extremely nice, relaxed time. In fact, we were
about to order our third beers when Guy found us and told us that
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everybody else was waiting. So off we went to Guy and Diane’s house.
It seemed appropriate that the convention should start with dinner at

the Terwilleger’s house and end the same way. The party that last evening
was a lot smaller, though, and a lot more tired. The conversation at dinner
was relaxed and quiet; we ate in the twilight on the patio and spoke
quietly. There was little joking, and what there was of that was mostly
puns (Rog: “It was a house of ill-fame; the walls were naughty pine.”).

After dinner we lounged around in the livingroom. Wally was the
most tired of us all: not only had he stayed up all night Saturday night, but
Sunday night too. “Every now and then if somebody mentions my name I
remember that I’m awake,” he said.

We’d been sitting in the livingroom for half an hour or more when
Guy suddenly noticed which chair Wally was in. “Oh, Wally, you don’t
want to sit there,” he said. “You’re not comfortable there.”

Wally thought a minute, frowning in concentration. “You’re right,”
he said solemnly. “I’ve been uncomfortable all along, now that you
mention it. But I didn’t notice.” So he moved to another chair.

A little later he said, “Will somebody tell me if I’m having a good
time or not? I can’t tell, and I might have to write a conreport or
something, so I have to know.”

We assured him that he was having a great time – after all, look at the
illustrious company he was in – and he settled back in his seat contentedly.

But pretty quick it was time to drive Wally out to the airport. We
were ready to leave when he suddenly noticed that he didn’t have his
camera, and we spent ten or fifteen minutes hunting it down. When we
finally found it it looked as though we might be late getting him to his
plane. So we piled into Guy’s car and hurried to the airport.

“In his condition he won’t know if he caught the plane or not,” said
Rog.

“I wonder where the plane is supposed to take me?” mused Wally.
Well, he got there just in time to trot out to the plane and get on

before the door shut. My plane, according to my return ticket, was due in
another hour, and for some reason we went back to Guy’s house for half
an hour and then came back to the airport; maybe it was because I hadn’t
brought my luggage.

Anyway, an hour later I presented my ticket at the United Airlines
desk and began my second run through the United gauntlet.

This wasn’t the flight I was supposed to be on, said the fellow behind
the desk. My plane had left an hour ago.

But, I pointed out, the time they’d written on the envelope the ticket
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was in was now.
That didn’t matter; it was the wrong flight number.
Well, could I get on this plane? It was going to San Francisco, wasn’t

it?
Yes, but this was a flight with a stopover in Portland, where I’d have

to change planes. There’d be an extra charge for changing planes and
fouling up their records (I wondered briefly why they thought they needed
help doing that), and they might be able to get me on this plane. There’d be
a two-hour layover in Portland.

By this time I was so thoroughly disgusted that I had half of a letter to
United’s management drafted mentally by the time I’d finished paying the
extra fees. Rog and Guy made commiserating noises and we stood around
glaring at the United desk until shortly later they called me over and said I
was in luck; I could take their plane.

So I growled goodbye to Guy and told him what a good time I’d had
and all. I probably sounded like I’d had a wretched time, what with the
leavetaking depression and my anger at United Airlines, but I really meant
every word I hissed and spat at him.

So I boarded the plane and settled down to a little reading on the way
to Portland.

I dozed off over a Clark Ashton Smith story, though, and woke up as
we came into Portland and I was bumped off.

I presented myself at the United desk there and asked what flight I
was to board in two hours. He looked at my ticket and so forth and
informed me gravely that they didn’t guarantee that I could get on that
plane, but they’d put me on the waiting list in case any of the reservations
were cancelled. But I could definitely get on the next plane after that – it
was to leave at nine in the morning.

Marvelling to myself over the wonders of our modern age and
occasionally muttering, “Boy, this is the only way to fly!” I retired to a
seat in the lobby and read three stories from those early-forties Startlings
we’d bought at the auction; they were utterly lousy stories but I loved ’em.
Maybe it was because of my dark mood and the fact that they made me
feel so superior.

As I finished the third story a voice announced over the loudspeaker
that my flight for San Francisco was being held up in Seattle for repairs.

That did it. I went up to the American Airlines desk and asked if I
could switch onto their next plane for San Francisco, which was due in
half an hour. They said sure, and courteously and efficiently made the
arrangements with United; the change of planes cost me nothing.
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So half an hour later I boarded an American Airlines plane and
collapsed into a seat to sleep until we got to San Francisco. There was this
gorgeous stewardess on the plane, but she ruined everything by saying
over the loudspeaker at the end of the flight, “Both Miss Jones and myself
have enjoyed having you aboard.” I really thought only stewardesses in
Shelly Berman skits made such stupid grammatical errors.

At San Francisco International Airport I retrieved my luggage and
went looking for a bus to the city, where I could catch another bus to
Berkeley. And I found that there were no buses running at this time of
night and my only alternative was an expensive limousine coach. Feeling
numb and uncaring, I took it.

The coach let us off on the other end of San Francisco’s downtown
business district from the trans-bay bus terminal. I stood in the cold night
air at 3:30 in the morning and contemplated walking fifteen blocks with
my luggage. What in the hell am I doing here? I wondered.

Fortunately, a taxi cruised by and several sailors and I made a deal to
go in together on a trans-bay taxi trip, splitting the fare. Half an hour later I
arrived home and tumbled into bed.

I wasn’t quite asleep, though, when a car pulled into the driveway and
Miri came in. So we had some hot chocolate and discussed our trips back;
Jim Caughran’s car (in which Miri had been riding – Al haLevy had been
on vacation and had gone on to Canada from the con) had broken down
somewhere in Nevada, but an hour later Al Lewis and crew had come by
and pushed them to a mechanic twenty miles hence who had fixed the car.
It seemed like it had been kind of a bad trip for both of us.

So we fell into bed and I set the alarm for eight o’clock. At that time I
got up and phoned my boss to tell him I wouldn’t be in till afternoon. Then
I went back to bed.

Epilogue

The ticket that I’d lost turned up the next day under the telephone, where
one of our friends had left it. We stopped payment on the second check I’d
written to United Airlines and I sent the original ticket to them with a
blistering letter, telling them they still owed me five bucks. I quoted check
numbers and flight numbers and everything.

A few days later they wrote back and said I’d made a mistake, that
their system was set up so that it was foolproof, and that I still owed them
two-fifty. But in view of the amount of trouble I’d had, they were willing
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to call it even. And they added that they hoped I’d continue to fly United.
Fortunately, the next Westercon is in the Bay Area.

March-April 1961
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Tailgate Ramble
This was Terry Carr’s regular editorial column in his and Pete
Graham’s fanzine Lighthouse, which from issue #10 onwards
was edited by Terry Carr alone. The editorial title changed to
“Odd Ball” in the final issue (August 1967). [Ed.]

November 1961:
As I was saying to somebody just the other day, you have to watch

out for me because sometimes I go on a kick of thinking about writing, and
at such times I’m quite capable of chattering on for an hour about the
various influences, sources, and inspirations on, of, and for a single line
that I have written. As it happened, I issued this warning the night before
the latest Warhoon arrived from Dick Bergeron. I always like reading
Warhoon, and not the least of my reasons for this is that Dick has a
pleasant habit of quoting what he’s writing about. And since he sometimes
writes about things I’ve written, he sometimes quotes me. There’s nothing
I like better (at least in the context of this sentence) than being quoted.

In this Warhoon Dick quotes me quite a bit, but I’ll spare you the
bulk of the burden and confine my remarks to only two of the lines he
quotes. One of them he calls a “lovely line”, the other a “deadly barb”. The
lines in question are, respectively, “FAPA is a fanclub dreaming softly in
the passage of the years” and (concerning an overly self-conscious and
self-important faned) “hung up in marvelling over the superb fidelity and
rifling of his navel”.

Goddam; you know, I like those lines too. That’s why I stole them in
the first place.

Well, they’re not complete steals; let me explain a little. (If Willis can
get away with two pages in Warhoon on how he writes fanfiction for Void,
then I suppose I can sneak in half a page or so on how I write lovely lines
and deadly barbs.) After all, ghod knows, I’m constantly being stopped by
neofans in the street who ask me, “Mr. Carr, how do you go about writing
lovely lines and deadly barbs?”

The line about FAPA is from Robert Nathan – from Portrait of Jennie
as I recall, though it may have been one of his other short novels. The
Nathan line went something like, “The city comes up dreaming in the
passage of the years.” (Go ahead and check it for me, Norm Metcalf, and
tell me I’m wrong. I’ll bet I am.) The line, and indeed the whole paragraph
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of which it was a part, has haunted me for years. The fact that I’m not at
all sure I can quote it even approximately any more merely proves that
what hit me about the passage was not so much its wording as the mood it
evoked. It was that slow, dreamlike quality that I wanted to bring out when
I wrote the line Bergeron quotes, so I fell back on the Robert Nathan mood
or mode.

The other line, the one where I was castigating Ted Pauls for being, it
seemed to me, too self-conscious, was partly stolen from Dave Rike. A
few years ago, in Innuendo #6, Dave wrote a humorous profile of me; in
the section subtitled “Terry Carr, Patron of the Arts”, he had me visiting an
art gallery and enthusing over an old piece of burlap which was hanging
behind a door: “He marvelled over the color-tone, layout, theme,
volumetric efficiency, fidelity and rifling of it.” The line just killed me – it
had a wonderful touch of the ridiculous. And so I borrowed some of it to
convey how silly I considered Pauls’ occasional lapses.

Incidently, Bergeron apparently wasn’t the only person who was
struck by the superb volumetric efficiency of that line. A couple of months
ago, shortly after that review of Kipple had appeared in my column in
Habakkuk, several of us visited Ted Pauls in Baltimore, and he asked me
to become a co-editor of Kipple. We were all sitting there on his bed
talking about Void, and suddenly Ted said, “Terry, does the fact that
you’re a co-editor of Void mean that you won’t be reviewing the zine in
Habakkuk anymore?”

“That’s right,” I said.
“How would you like to become a co-editor of Kipple?” he said.
Then the bed collapsed and we changed the subject.
But anyway, that’s how I write lovely lines and deadly barbs. I steal

from the masters, mainly. (I wonder if this is the first time Dave Rike has
ever been categorized with Robert Nathan?)

61 lines on that subject. That’s not too many.

I have a sort of a theory that I want to expound here. It has to do with
Aleister Crowley, the Hollywood Clan, Fabulous Berkeley Fandom, and a
few other people of like nature.

You may be surprised to see me lumping those three groups together
(perhaps I should throw in Robert Nathan, since Rike gets in as part of
Fabulous Berkeley Fandom), but actually that’s the whole purpose of this
essay. I think I see definite similarities between them, and I’d like to throw
out a few ideas on the subject. I may not come to any conclusions (this
editorial column is always composed on stencil, with little forethought),
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but I’d be interested in any corroborations and/or arguments anyone else
may care to toss back at me.

I got started on this train of thought several months ago, when I saw
Ocean’s Eleven. This is a movie made entirely by the Hollywood Clan,
starring several of them (Sinatra, Peter Lawford, Sammy Davis Jr., etc.)
and with an unheralded guest appearance by another (Shirley MacLaine).
It’s a well-done movie about a fantastic scheme in which Danny Ocean
(Sinatra) gets together with ten of his buddies from the Marines in a
fifteen-years-later reunion and they hold up every one of the major
gambling houses in Las Vegas simultaneously. However, it wasn’t the plot
which started me thinking about Fabulous Berkeley Fandom and all (it’s
true that Joe Gibson once thoroughly outlined an escape route for robbers
of the Telegraph Ave. branch of Wells Fargo/Union Trust, but he is, as
always, an exception). Rather, it was the dialog in several of the scenes.
They had a habit of completely ignoring the plot for five minutes at a time
while the Clan just stood around making witty remarks, running through
schticks, showing off their repartee, etc.

They were chitterchattering in the Berkeley manner.
Now, I am an authority on chitterchatter. I did not originate it (no one

person in Berkeley did, but Ron Ellik came closest), but it was me who
gave it its name. I have studied it closely for years. I can recognize it when
I hear it. Why, I can recognize it in my sleep. (And did, once, when Ronel
and I were driving to Los Angeles and he chitterchattered for hours,
holding a conversation with a radio d-j while I slept fitfully.) I tell you,
these people were chitterchattering in that movie.

The essence of chitterchatter is word-play and allusion. The twisting
of quotes is very useful, too, particularly when the word-play becomes so
intense that a feeling of competition sets in – you can turn someone else’s
phrase back on him. As a sort of instance, I remember the night we
finished running off The Incompleat Burbee. This was, of course, in the
period when we were all quoting Burbee right and left, since we’d been
typing and mimeographing his material for days and days. We looked at
the stacks of run-off pages – fifty stacks, 100 pages, and I said, “Well, it
certainly is a wonderful thing.”

“One hundred pages,” said Ronel. “That’s not too many.”
“How much time do we have to collate and staple copies before we

have to leave to go to the Burbday Party?” I asked Pete, who had a watch.
“Ninety minutes,” he said. “You know – that’s not too many.”
A couple of months ago I finally discovered an adequate all-purpose

comeback to someone who hangs you with a variation on your own words.
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This was during the period when we were vastly expanding our common
stock of acceptable quote-sources – not only were Burbee, Bloch and
Willis fair material, but we had added Mike Nichols & Elaine May and
T.S. Eliot. (We had a ball with Eliot. One night I walked into a Fanoclast
meeting and said, “These are the hollow men, the dead men...” I was
almost thrown out. And I think it was Suzanne who, squeezing past Walter
Breen at a party, sang, “Here we go ’round the prickly pear...”) With the
addition of Eliot to the canon, it is now possible to turn aside those
variations on your own words with, “That is not what I meant. That is not
what I meant at all.”

Chitterchatter is verbal tennis. In addition to the things mentioned
already, it Includes puns and scientific sorties. A good pun-battle is
essentially the same thing as a battle of quotations. And a good extempore
scientific sortie requires the same mental agility as does the quote-battle.
By “scientific sortie” I mean the genre typified by the series of “Hemmel’s
Scientific Sorties” that Burbee did in the ’40s, by my own in-print sorties
on feedback heredity (Mental Marshmallow) and estrus cycles of
duplicators (Ragnarok #7), and, in fact, by the last section of Ted’s column
in this very issue of Lighthouse. A good scientific sortie takes an
absolutely preposterous thesis and explains it so logically and pseudo-
scientifically that, in Ronel’s words, “If I didn’t know it was bullcrap I’d
think it made sense!”

One of my favorite scientific sorties was the night Frank McElroy and
I spent an hour telling Boob Stewart all about left-handed and right-handed
bacteria. We had him believing us.

And, of course, the entire Tower to the Moon of Bheercans mythos is
just one great scientific sortie.

So anyway, that’s chitterchattering: word-play, punnery, allusion, and
scientific sorties. And whatever else seems to fit. Insult-contests are a
slightly lower form of chitterchatter, if they are on a sufficiently
intellectual and funloving plane.

The Hollywood Clan obviously chitterchatters, and simply decided to
throw some of it into Ocean’s Eleven for the hell of it. And if we can
believe W. Somerset Maugham, who wrote a slightly fictionalized book
about Aleister Crowley (The Magician), then Crowley and his buddies
chitterchattered too. Maugham sets down on paper some of the
conversations of the Crowley circle, and they are undoubtedly
chitterchatter. They are bad chitterchatter, but we needn’t assume from this
that Crowley in fact acted as stupid as he is depicted; Maugham had been
snubbed and insulted by Crowley, and he did not like him.
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So we have the Clan, the Crowleyites, and Berkeley Fandom, all
practitioners of chitterchatter (a Black Art). Are there more? Well,
certainly New York fandom, or at least the Towner Hall segment of it,
does a lot of chitterchattering these days. And if we can believe what we
read in writeups by Willis, Berry and others, Belfast fandom chitterchatters
all the time too. When I was first developing this whole idea, I included
Belfast fandom almost strictly on the basis of its well-known punnery, but
reading Willis’s column in the October Warhoon I ran across an account of
how Bob Shaw and James White worked up a scientific sortie in plotting
out a story on the theme of Boy Meets Rock.

What’s the common denominator between all these groups? Why did
Crowley chitterchatter? What makes Sammy Davis Jr. chitterchatter?
What makes Willis pun?

Why don’t they all just turn on the tv set and spend the evening in
front of it? Why don’t they have an intellectual discussion of sex? There
are all sorts of ways of passing an evening; why do these people so often
start chitterchattering? I think the answer is pretty simple, actually. I think
it’s perfectly natural for intelligent, literate people to develop word-play to
the status of a full-fledged game. It involves no equipment, no playing
area, no effort and no sweat. You can do it in the privacy of your own
home.

My idea is simply that where you have a group spirit among fairly
intellectual people, chitterchatter of one sort or another will follow. They
have to be intelligent or they won’t be able to play with words – but given
the basics, chitterchatter will be the end result. Do any of the rest of you
have any experience with this sort of thing? Can you bear out my thesis?
Think of all the intelligent groups you know where there is a group spirit,
and see if they don’t chitterchatter. I’ll bet you’ll agree that chitterchatter
is an essential ingredient in such gatherings.

You know, I’ll even bet that Belfast fandom’s well-known game of
ghoodminton is just a symbolic release-valve for the tensions built up
during bouts of verbal tennis. Someday I’ll do a deep psychological paper
all about it.

February 1962:
This business of writing for money is still pretty new to me, so I’m

going to spare you the ordeal of much starryeyedness on my part and
confine myself to the remark that it seems strange indeed to consider 2,000
words from my typewriter in terms of financing new glasses or paying
dental bills.

There are certainly little sidelights which are also gratifying, though.
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Like yesterday when I went to the post office to send off another
manuscript and the fellow there, noticing the fact that I was buying stamps
for return postage, said gruffly, “You sell any of this stuff?”

“Sold a book yesterday,” I muttered back at him, and he grinned and
wished me luck with this manuscript.

Now that was fun.
Of course, the post office isn’t completely staffed with interested

bystanders to the writing profession. Today I went over to mail another
one (I don’t mess around, boy), and I asked for two sets of stamps totalling
32 cents each; when the clerk (a different one this time) handed them to
me I ordered some extra 4¢ stamps for some other letters and started
putting the stamps he’d already given me on the envelopes.

“What the hell’re you doing?” he snapped. “You haven’t paid for
those yet!”

I stopped and stared at him, thunderstruck, the stamps hanging from
my tongue. I didn’t know how he could possibly be serious, but he sure
sounded like it.

“Well, it happens,” he said. “People put ’em on and don’t pay for
’em.”

I pulled out my wallet and disgustedly flang a bill on the counter.
“You know, some post office workers are polite and civil, too,” I said. “It
happens.” I took my stamps and my change and went over to mail the
stuff.

On the way from the mailchute to the door I detoured past the counter
and snapped, “And furthermore, from now on I’m taking my business to
your competitors.”

Then I stalked to the door and noticed that my shoelace was untied, so
I had to stoop and retie it. It thoroughly ruined my exit line.

August 1962:

Last Year at Transylvania

Now that Warhoon has made movie commentary in fanzines almost as
respected a practice as fanzine reviews or lists of what’s on your desk, it’s
probably safe to assume that no one will be surprised if I have a few words
to say about Roger Vadim’s excursion into the fantastic. Vadim, the young
French director who discovered Brigitte Bardot and subsequently showed
off other aspects of his artistic process in Les Liaisons Dangereuses, made
a movie in 1960 called Blood and Roses. It flopped in its first release over
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here; currently it’s making a second round as co-feature with The
Counterfeit Traitor.

The movie is based on a story by Poe’s British contemporary,
Sheridan Le Fanu; however, the credits don’t name the original story* and
I don’t recognise it, so I can’t compare Vadim’s version with it.
Considering the techniques used by Vadim, I’m not sure whether this is a
loss or not: the story-line of the movie is comparatively unimportant to the
gestalt which emerges, since the power of the movie is almost exclusively
in the photography and direction. Bhob Stewart tells me that the trade
papers called it “the most beautiful vampire movie ever made” – an
accolade which seems as fitting as it is peculiar.

* “Carmilla” (serialized 1871-1872 The Dark Blue; collected in
Le Fanu’s In a Glass Darkly, 1872). [Ed.]

The story concerns Leopoldo von Karnstein (Mel Ferrer), his cousin
Carmilla (Annette Vadim) and his fiancee Georgia (Elsa Martinelli).
Carmilla is in love with Leopoldo and jealous of Georgia, Leopoldo is
strangely drawn to Carmilla... and so is Georgia. There’s a skeleton in the
Karnstein closet, as it were: the family has a reputation for vampiry. Two
centuries ago the local peasants desecrated the Karnstein graveyard,
burning all the corpses there... but one corpse, that of Millarca von
Karnstein, was never found. Vampiric deaths have continued to plague the
countryside ever since.

Quite unsurprisingly, considering her anagrammatic parallel with
Millarca, Carmilla comes under the control of the sleeping vampiress. And
at this point things begin to get interesting... not so much to do with the
vampirism, but concerning the psychological angles. For
Carmilla/Millarca is intent on destroying Georgia... but at the same time
there are strong overtones of lesbianity. Her advances toward her rival are
more seduction than attack.

This seems like more than a simple presentation of the nearness of
love and hate (although that is one of the themes of the movie, underscored
by mixtures of beauty and evil, impassiveness and danger, innocence and
jealousy). For a vampiric attack can be symbolic of sex: teeth penetrate the
body (male act) and receive from it a fluid of life (female). “Love bites”
are well-known as a form of sex play, again pointing up a close dichotomy
between pain and emotional tenderness. And of course lesbianity and
incest, within the context of western society, further underline the love-evil
syndrome.

Camera and direction techniques as employed here take advantage of
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the experiments of the French “New Wave”. Personally, I think Vadim hit
some sort of a low in this style with Les Liaisons Dangereuses, in which
all emotions are portrayed by facing the camera and thrusting out one’s
lower lip enigmatically. In Blood and Roses this technique is much more
effective: if the exact nature of vampiric emotion is only hinted at, it seems
appropriate, for what can we know of the feelings of the undead?

The first of Carmilla/Millarca’s murders is that of a servant-girl, Lisa.
(Again, note: she chooses a female, not a male.) The girl is walking across
the fields toward her home when Carmilla appears behind her: Lisa speaks
to her, but Carmilla doesn’t answer. Vaguely frightened, Lisa hurries on,
and Carmilla appears in front of her. Lisa runs, and when she is exhausted
Carmilla again appears beside her. This is all done with quick camera
flashes back and forth; we never see how Carmilla overtakes the girl. We
may assume, perhaps, that she has changed to a bat and flown after her...
but if so, the explanation comes from our own imaginations. It’s effective.

Particularly interesting is the sequence which takes place when
Carmilla at last makes her move for Georgia. Georgia is asleep, and we are
drawn into her dream. The rich technicolor fades, like blood draining
away, and the dream is in black-and-white. There are echoes of Cocteau’s
Blood of a Poet here, as in so many of the “New Wave” productions; one
feels that there is an ungraspable sense beneath the kaleidoscope
presented, and it is disquieting.

The entire movie is done with a flair and polish which makes it an
exciting visual experience from start to finish. The Karnsteins are rich, and
full advantage is taken of the beauty not only of the two girls, but also of
the house and grounds. The central portion of the movie takes place during
a lavish party during which fireworks are set off in the Karnstein
graveyard. The rustle of old satin pervades the soundtrack.

With all this, the movie is by no means a total success. The dialogue,
as well as one can tell through the dubbed soundtrack, is poorly-done. At
times there is a jarring note of melodrama. And though the inexplicable
aspects of the how’s are effective, there is too little exposition of the
why’s.

Hillman Books has published a novelization of the movie, by Robin
Carlisle. (Hillman Books #163, 1960, 35¢) Though it is as competently
done as many fantasies, it’s almost totally lacking in the flair which Vadim
put into the screen version; Carlisle simply tells the story. But the story
isn’t the thing; it’s the amalgam of classic fantasy tradition with “New
Wave” techniques, and the hints of psychological depths, which makes the
movie fascinating even when it is bad.
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It’s unlikely that any movie will ever defeat Twilight Zone and win a
Hugo for “Best Dramatic Production” (“Even in fandom, more people
watch television than go to movies or stage plays” – Bill Donaho), and in
any case Blood and Roses is no longer eligible. But it seems a shame that
an experiment like Stranger in a Strange Land, only partially successful,
should be a near-shoo-in for a Hugo when a more successful experiment
like Blood and Roses was never even considered in its category.

August 1964:
Aspiring writers aren’t the only ones who write unwittingly funny

things. While I was working for Scott [Meredith], Carol sometimes used
to read through clients’ manuscripts that I’d bring home. One night she
suddenly broke up laughing, and handed me a page containing a torrid sex
scene. Halfway down the page I read:

“I got my lips on hers again, and showed her what I hoped was a
neat trick in emasculation.”

That was written by a man who had sold well over a dozen novels.

November 1964:
More unused material turns up in my files in the form of a Berkeley

Fan Diary which I kept for a few weeks back in January of 1960. At that
time I was, of course, married to present FAPA member Miriam Knight,
and we had just moved in temporarily with Poul and Karen Anderson
while I looked for work in Berkeley and we looked for an apartment of our
own. I started keeping the diary because we were suddenly thrown into the
center of fannish doings in Berkeley, after having lived in comparative
fannish isolation in San Francisco for a year, and I was planning on writing
up the diary as a column for somebody... Vic Ryan, I think it was. Well,
whoever it was kept putting off publishing his next issue, and I stopped
taking notes, and the notes I’d taken dated more and more... About a year
later I wrote up about two weeks’ worth of them in an Ompazine, but I see
there’s still a full week untouched. It would be silly to go into details at
this late date, but there are a few amusing highlights.

On January 12, Dave Rike had come over for dinner and he and I
went to the store to do some shopping. We ran into Ron Ellik there, and I
told him he owed me a dollar for additional postage I’d paid on an issue of
Fanac. Ron had just spent his last dollar on groceries, though. So Dave
handed him $2.00 for his, Dave’s, FAPA dues (Ron was Secy-Treas then);
Ron peeled off $1.00 of it and handed it to me; and I passed it right back to
Dave, explaining to Ron that I owed Dave a dollar. Ron looked perplexed,

196



and went away muttering about the difficulties of balancing FAPA’s
books.

On January 13 we sat around with Karen talking about things Fapish,
and Karen suggested, “Let’s appoint ourselves Elder Gods of FAPA.”
Miriam protested that she’d only gotten into FAPA within the past year.
“But that’s just the point,” Karen said. “We’re all new members!” “But
Terry’s been in FAPA eight years,” Miriam said. “You have?” Karen said,
turning to me. “Then you can’t be an Elder God of FAPA with us.” I
wandered away shaking my head and muttering, “Drummed out of
godhood...”

A couple of days later, in a conversation with Ron Ellik, Miriam said,
“Impugning is when you cast asparagus on someone.”

And that’s about all that happened that week that was very
interesting, if at all.

February 1965

Dept. of Excuses

I’d really planned to have this issue of Lighthouse ready in time for the
February FAPA mailing, but there was a minor detail that got in my way:
early in January, while I was washing a glass, it suddenly broke apart in
my hands. I was squooshing around inside it, and I sliced a circular gash
down to the bone of one finger.

It bled quite a bit, but we got that stopped, sterilized it and wrapped it
in gauze. Then I called my doctor, since I figured it might need stitches. It
was nearly an hour after he was to have gone home, and I fancied I could
hear his stomach grumbling hungrily in the background as he said, “Well,
is it still bleeding?”

“No.”
“Is it giving you a great deal of pain?”
“Well, it does hurt, but I’ll live through it.”
So he told me to come in the next morning.
When I got there, naturally the first thing he did was take off the

gauze wrapping, in the process reopening the cut. He reopened it quite
thoroughly, as a matter of fact, so that he could be dead sure it was
properly sterilized, and I must say I prefer cutting fingers to having the cut
reopened the next day; the former is milder, much milder.

“Yes, that is a good cut,” he said, and for a flickering nonsensical
instant I felt he was praising me. I felt like telling him I was glad he liked
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it.
I was lying flat on my back on a table, deliberately not looking at the

proceedings because I’m squeamish. The nurse said, “Don’t hold your
hand over your white shirt,” so I knew it was bleeding again.

They sterilized it, put an ointment on it and rewrapped it. “I don’t
think we’ll have to stitch it,” said the doctor. “It’s better if it knits
naturally.”

I sat up, feeling relieved. Now that the medical part was over, I
reflected, we could go on to the important point. I asked, “Will I be able to
charge this to Blue Shield?”

The doctor pursed his lips. “Well,” he said, “they’re a bit fussy about
definitions. We could call it surgery, but technically it was you who
performed the surgery, not me.” He thought a moment longer. “However, I
reopened the cut because of the danger of infection, so that could be called
surgery, I suppose. We’ll list it that way.”

The nurse filled a hypo with penicillin and told me to lower my pants.
I’d heard enough stories from people who couldn’t sit down for a week
after a penicillin shot that I started flinching immediately. Besides, I’m
scared to death of needles to start with.

“Er... is this going to hurt?” I asked weakly.
She smiled. “A little bit,” she said, and my blood ran cold. When a

nurse says “a little bit,” you can bet it’ll be more than that. If she smiles
when she says it, you’d better brace yourself.

However, I didn’t even feel it. Apparently penicillin procedures have
improved a lot in recent years. (But I do think nurses should get together
and agree on a universal code for just what expressions they’ll use for each
degree of pain, mutilation, goriness and/or serious illness a person is to
undergo. It would be so comforting to be able to trust their reassurances.)

At any rate, my right index finger was in a heavy bandage for three
weeks, and it kept me from doing any but the most haphazard typing, and
that only in the final week or so. As a consequence I was unable to finish
my Sapszine for the January mailing and unable to get Lighthouse done in
time for FAPA’s February mailing. Both Entropy #2 and the second
Entropy Booklet, scheduled for February, have been postponed till about
May. (In retrospect, I have a vision of myself heroically, if somewhat
idiotically, shouting at the doctor, “But I’m going to press! You have to
get this damn bandage off, no matter what the cost! I’m going to press!”)

The bandage is off now, and I have a fine halfmoon scar over an inch
long running over one knuckle. I’ve become rather perversely fond of it.
For one thing, it offers me frequent opportunities for woundsmanship.
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Somebody at a party, say, will notice the scar and ask, “Where’d you
get that?”

And I reply offhandedly, “In Barcelona.”
That’s my stock answer currently, but I’m practicing expression and

intonation for a new one. First I say, “In New Guinea.” Then I pause, a
reflective look falling over my face. “Nasty devils,” I murmur.

August 1967 (as Odd Ball):

There’ll Be Some Changes Made

The appearance of my editorial in the front of this magazine, and under a
different title too, is an innovation so startling as to rank with the use of
full-color comics in Out Of This World Adventures or non-girly Bergey
covers on Startling. Fandom will rock, no doubt, but there’s a simple
explanation for it.

When Lighthouse got going, some six years and more ago, it was
coedited by me and Pete Graham, and we each had editorials. Pete’s was
in the front of the mag, and since we were choosing most of our column
titles then from jazz pieces (Lighthouse had been named after the famous
modern jazz nightclub in Laguna Beach, California), he called it Minor
Drag. My coeditorial was put way in back to balance things out, and what
could have been more natural than to call it Tailgate Ramble?

But, alas, Pete is no longer with the editorial staff of this fine ole
fanzine, so for the past several issues the magazine has stumbled along in
an unbalanced way, Tailgate Ramble stuck off in the back but nothing up
front except the formal stories and articles and such. Terrible state of
affairs. People even got to saying the zine had no personality – because of
course by the time they’d worked their way back to Tailgate Ramble they
just took it as another column, with some funny stuff in it maybe, but no,
whatImean, warmth.

Well, all right, maybe so. My editorials, whether in Lighthouse or
Innuendo or Klein Bottle or Void, have always been reasonably formal in
construction, and I usually even write first drafts before stencilling them. I
seldom tell you about the troubles I had publishing the issue, and I never
plead for contributions of material. (Count the pages in this and other
recent issues and you’ll know why.) Nor do I give you catalogues of every
party held in New York fandom since last issue. Nor, for that matter, do I
tell you about all the Gilbert & Whatshisface productions we’ve seen
lately. In short, I write pretty lousy editorials.
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But at least, it occurs to me, I can alert you deserving people to the
fact that my editorial is an editorial, by putting it up front where editorials
belong; this way you can search for the odd grain of personality that creeps
through despite all my efforts to the contrary. Tailgate Ramble, though,
has to go as the title – inappropriate to a lead-off item.

Which is just as well in another way too. Lighthouse has always been
a reasonably accurate reflection of the current interests of its editors or
editor, and I’m afraid my preoccupation with traditional jazz has waned
somewhat in recent years. These days I find myself playing Getz instead of
Scoby, Coltrane instead of Condon, the Jazz Crusaders instead of the New
Orleans Rhythm Kings. So maybe the column should have a modern jazz
title instead, I decided, and I began to cast about for one.

I almost got sidetracked by some of my other interests. After all, as
mischievous Pete Graham pointed out, I’m listening as much these days to
medieval and baroque music as to jazz – why not take a title from Purcell
or Bach or Geminiani or one of that crowd?

“Like what?” I asked him.
“Well,” he mused, “what’s that thing by Bach that you keep playing?

The organ piece that never fails to send Carol wailing from the room?”
“Oh, you mean the Passacaglia?”
“Yeah; right. Call your editorial Passacaglia in C Minor. It beats hell

out of Tailgate Ramble for class.”
“Um... maybe,” I conceded, “but don’t you think it lacks... character?

Zip?”
“No problem,” he stated firmly. “We’ll give it character. We’ll give it

zip. You know the old story about the soldier just home from boot camp,
having dinner with his family, and he’s never sworn a single word in his
life, but now he can’t even ask for the salt without saying ‘Pass th’ fuckin’
salt’? Well, that’s your title – Passafuckincaglia.”

“Um,” I frowned. “I don’t know, I just don’t know....”
So I looked through my modern jazz collection, rejected Takin’ Care

o’ Business, The Groove Juice Special and several others, and finally came
up with Odd Ball. It may not be my favorite jazz tune, but it’s kind of a
nice one – it’s one of those written for the Peter Gunn show by Mancini,
and I have it recorded by Shelley Manne. And at least the title fits an
editorial column.

So here we are, with the editorial up front where it belongs. You can
tell now that it’s an editorial, can’t you? I mean, it’s about as unstructured
a mess as I’ve ever written, and I’m only on page 2. (Stick around.)

I was appearing on a science fiction symposium at the New York City
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Writers’ Conference along with Lester del Rey, Alex Panshin, Harlan
Ellison and Robert Kelly, our enormously bearded moderator and author
of a very intriguing speculative novel, The Scorpions. When the question-
period arrived, a young hippie in the audience said, “I just want to say to
Mr. Ellison that I’ve been listening to you, and I’ve read you, and I want to
tell you I think you’re a fantastic groove. And I’d like to ask, do you think,
sir, that...”

Kelly leaned over to me and murmured, “Does one really address a
groove as ‘sir’?”

While we were having coffee and cake during one of Sid Coleman’s visits,
Carol idly picked up one of the used flashbulbs and put it on top of the
cake like a candle.

Sid immediately beamed with delight. “Happy birthday, Marshall
McLuhan,” he said.

The Anatomy of Space Opera

There was a time when sf fans used to sneer at magazines like Planet
Stories and Amazing because they printed “space opera” – a term
originally coined as a parallel to “horse opera,” I believe, since the line
was usually that these stories were fake science fiction, nothing but
westerns set on Mars, with groakki-beasts replacing horses and evil
Martians replacing renegade Indians. The sneering reached its peak when
Galaxy came along with its full-page ad headlined YOU’LL NEVER SEE
IT IN GALAXY! and featuring side-by-side columns of print saying:

“Hooves drumming, Bat
Durston came riding down
through the canyon outside
Durango City. He spurred hard
around an outcrop of rock,
when suddenly a tall, sun-
tanned wrangler stepped out,
rifle leveled at him, and said,
‘Rein in, Durston; you’ve
made your last saddle-jaunt
through these here parts.’”

“Jets blasting, Bat Durston came
flying through the depths of
space outside Rigel’s system.
He punched power for
deceleration, when suddenly a
tall, space-tanned rocketeer
stepped from behind a bulkhead,
blaster leveled at him, and said,
‘Cut jets, Durston; you’ve made
your last space-jaunt through
this nebula.’”

After that, under the impact of both Galaxy and F&SF, science fiction
began in earnest its trip forward from pulp hackwork to becoming a
legitimate branch of literature in its own right, and nowadays we don’t
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have much cause to complain about “space opera”.
Is that right? Are you sure? Or do we just have a new kind of fake

science fiction?
Consider:
Rick Raphael did three novelettes for Analog which came out from

Simon & Schuster and most recently Berkley as Code Three; they concern
a rather fascinatingly worked out interstate high-speed roadway system of
the future, and the police who patrol these roads. The background has
holes in logic, but by and large it’s an admirable creation. The trouble with
the book is that the background is wasted; the stories which are set against
it go about like this: Cop picks up spoiled young rich kid who’s been
speeding and caused bad accident (instead of doing 80, he was doing 800);
kid says nyah, my father’s rich and influential and you’ll never pin a rap
on me; justice eventually triumphs and kid gets his deserts, proving the
law is above money. End of story. Now, this is to my mind as fake a
science fiction story as you can get; it almost cries out for the kind of
column-by-column translation Galaxy gave the mythical Bat Durston
story.

Another example; Mike Moorcock’s The Ice Schooner, which ran last
year in New Worlds and has been bought by Berkley. This one describes a
future ice-age world whose people have reverted to a semi-barbaric
civilization, with cities carved in the great ice shelves covering the Mato
Grosso and all trade carried on by sail-driven ships mounted on ice
runners; the hero is commissioned to sail to the north in search of the
legendary island of Nyork; and from there on we get nothing but shipboard
personality conflicts between the hero, the woman with whom he’s having
an affair, and her husband. It’s all done well enough, but again I say it’s
fake science fiction: it could’ve taken place on any ship today, or
yesterday or last century.

In contrast, take a look at Moorcock’s Behold the Man in World’s
Best Science Fiction: 1967. The interplay between the science theme and
the fiction theme is beautiful. He posits the Jungian idea that archetypes
create themselves, that they’re inevitable... and then illustrates it by the
paradox of a time traveller who goes back to search for the historic Christ,
finds Christ was literally a blithering idiot, and in his deep traumatic shock
drives himself to become Christ, to fulfill what he knows of history or
legend, whichever it may be. This is legitimate science fiction, by my
lights.

Again: John Christopher’s The Little People, recently in F&SF and
published in hardcover by Simon & Schuster. A bunch of people come
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together in an old castle where there are dark hints of eeeviill, eventually
centering around a group of foot-tall people who’re the result of Nazi
experiments during WWII; the atmosphere gets more and more
foreboding, we suspect these apparently docile little people have some
terribly vicious powers and will unleash them any moment... and they do:
their powers are telepathic, and in a night of horror they put the other
characters through controlled hallucinations which show each of them to
themselves exactly as they are. Now, this could have been told without sf
elements – substituting psychiatric group therapy or maybe LSD for the
Little People – but the fact that it’s cast in an sf-horror framework
underscores the point that the ultimate horror is to know yourself; the
anticipation of something fanciful makes the realism of the horror that
much more meaningful. I’d call this a legitimate science fiction story too.

It seems to me there’s an awful lot of the fake kind of sf appearing
today, and I for one find it pretty boring. I’ve been called a nitpicker for
my attitude on this, but I reject the charge; these aren’t trivial criticisms
I’m making, but absolutely basic ones. If a story could take place in the
here-and-now without losing any of its impact, then it should be told as a
contemporary story, and published as such – because obviously it must not
have the one ingredient which separates science fiction, whether good or
bad, from the mainstream: sense of wonder.

A background does not produce the sense of wonder: the effect of a
background does. If the characters in a story aren’t influenced by the
otherworld in which they live, then how in hell can anyone expect the
reader to be affected?

I read science fiction because I like the feeling of being in another
world, facing strange things. As John Brunner pointed out in his speech at
the worldcon in London, sf offers an opening-up experience for the mind
and the emotions. That’s what I want from a science fiction story. If the
hero lives in a society where automation has made human labor
unnecessary, then I want to see how that makes him feel and behave; if the
hero is immortal, I’d like to get some idea of how that feels; if he’s on a
planet where the temperature will melt lead, my interest is going to be in
what unique problems that planet poses for him.

When I want to read about characters who act like mid-twentieth-
century people facing mid-twentieth-century problems, I’ll read
mainstream fiction, thanks. (And I do.) But if I run into this in a science
fiction story, I feel cheated, because I don’t feel I got what was advertised.

This has been an essay on fair business practice.

“Mr. Ellison is here to see you,” said Ace’s receptionist, giggling.
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“Send him in,” I said, and hung up the phone, wondering about the
giggle.

A minute later, Chip Delany stuck his head in the door. “Hi,” he said.
“You’re not Harlan Ellison,” I pointed out.
Harlan’s head followed Chip’s through the door. “Of course he isn’t,

you nitwit,” Harlan said bonvivantly. “It’s both of us.”
“Well,” I said. “Um... what brings you here?”
“We want the address of Lancer Books,” said Harlan.
“You what?”
“We want the address of Lancer Books. We’ve been walking up and

down 42nd St. for half an hour, looking for it. Have they moved or
something?”

“That’s all you came up here for? Just to ask for Lancer’s address?”
“Sure,” said Harlan in his most blithe manner. Chip smiled and

nodded.
“You’re out of your mind,” I muttered, and reached for my address

book.
“What do you mean, insulting us?” protested Harlan. “You should be

honored! After all, when was the last time you had two Nebula winners in
your office at the same time?”

I was at a loss for an answer to that, so I said, “Gosh.” Lamely.
And later I told the story to Don Wollheim. “I mean, what would you

have said if Harlan had asked you, ‘When was the last time you had two
Nebula winners in your office at the same time?’”

“I would have said, ‘The last time Roger Zelazny dropped by,’” said
Don.

November 1961 to August 1967
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Buddha with a Light Bulb,
Revisited

This piece began life as part of Terry’s Tailgate Ramble editorial
in Lighthouse 7 (August 1962), which was reprinted in Fandom
Harvest. As Terry remarked in his introduction there, “it
achieved the distinction of being sold later to Paul Krassner’s
iconoclastic humor magazine The Realist”. For this non-fannish
market it was rewritten – not only to explain who Walter Breen
and Carol were, but with several rewordings and a whole new
paragraph. Here is the Expanded Edition. [Ed.]

Every now and then I have what you call a mystical experience, like.
This one happened in New York’s Chinatown, when my wife Carol

and I went down there to eat late one night. Walter Breen, an intelligent
but cynical friend of ours, was with us. It was a night like any other in
Chinatown: the narrow streets were crowded with Occidentals squinting at
all the neon, the Orientals sat on steps reading the New York Times, the
cops cruised by looking wary, and the telephone booths had pagoda-like
roofs atop them.

We stopped in front of a Chinese curio shop. It was closed at this late
hour, but there was a light in the display window. There was this Buddha
statuette, see, about a foot high, and it had a light bulb in its head. It was,
like, adorable. Just adorable.

“Aaaargh!” said Walter. “That’s about the most disgusting thing I’ve
ever seen! A Buddha, with a light bulb!”

We looked more closely at it. It was otherwise a fairly standard
Buddha, sitting in the lotus position with hands in lap. There was a small
pan or something in the hands.

“What’s that?” I wondered. “An ashtray?”
“No, I think it has Mexican jumping beans in it,” Carol said.
We walked on. “The thing is,” Walter said, “I can imagine some

dumpy middleclass housewife from Atlantic City coming by and seeing
that and thinking it’s just too, too wonderful, and rushing in to buy it. It’s
been in the window for months now; I don’t see why some idiot hasn’t
bought it.”

“Maybe they won’t part with it,” I said. “Maybe it’s the household
altar. After all, the Chinese are becoming assimilated, and maybe they
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think the lightbulb is appropriate to a statue of Buddha, the Enlightened
One.”

“Aaaargh!” said Walter. There’s no reasoning with him.
But as I say, he’s a cynic. I discard cynicism whenever it raises its

serpentine head, because after all it is nothing but a destructive force
undermining the foundations of our society. If by chance our world stands
on quicksand I would rather not be told; the mud might tickle my toes and
distract me from higher things.

Personally I was deeply moved by the complacent image of the
Buddha smiling beneath his electric aura. I think it may signify a cultural
breakthrough of tremendous importance, a plateau finally reached on
which spiritual and practical values will at last come together and blend in
peace and harmony. For too many millennia have we worshipped our gods
in darkness. The murky mists of futility crouch around the feet of the
godhead, like smog on Calvary. It is time that we answer the pragmatic
question which is at the end, the essence, of all human philosophy: What’s
in it for me?

I envision a new kind of Christ-figure; I see the Lamb of God at last
becoming a ewe, and giving milk instead of blood. We must bring Christ
into our homes in a truly real sense. No more the dead-end idolatry of the
Figure on the Cross: henceforth we shall use His crown of thorns for a
coat-rack.

And that isn’t all; for a cultural revolution, to be truly significant,
must embrace the world, and be embraced in turn by it. It is perhaps
chance that this revolution has begun in our own country, but having seen
the seed glowing atop Buddha’s head we must carry it forth and plant it in
other parts of the world. Perhaps it is a fitting task for our Peace Corps.

I see, for instance, a statue of the four-handed Vishnu. It is very
nearly as always, done with the loving care and consummate artistry of the
East. But no longer shall it be merely a spiritual figure, an idol, a dead end
in itself. No. In keeping with the meeting of the spirit and the belly of
mankind, the mystic and masticate, the eternal and pragmatic Yin and
Yang of our existence... the new Vishnu will also serve as a Lazy Susan.

This is only the Beginning.
August 1963
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Fanzine Fanfaronade
Once upon a time, about twenty-five years ago, there lived a young man
who had the crazy idea that he wanted to be a writer. In fact, he wanted to
be a science fiction writer, which was even crazier.

He was still in his teens, and he was known among his friends as an
intelligent guy with a somewhat regrettable sense of humor – when he
wasn’t giving a hotfoot to one of his friends, he was writing stories in
which, figuratively or literally, he gave a hotfoot to a mad scientist or a
scaly alien (bug-eyed monsters hadn’t been invented yet, at least under that
name). Sometimes, and this was worse, he refrained from the hotfoot and
subjected his friends or story characters to atrocious puns.

His friends shook their heads (or their feet) sadly. And when they
found that the young man was actually going to the length of publishing
his own mimeographed magazine, filled largely with his own stories, they
just about gave him up for lost. He called his “science fiction fan
magazine” Futuria Fantasia, which was about as high-flown a title as had
ever served as a front for bad puns. And he claimed there were scores of
others like it published all over the country (and in other countries too)
with vast circulations sometimes reaching seventy-five, and that he
contributed to many of these other magazines too.

Obviously this young man would come to no good end. They pictured
him at forty, a dissolute, unshaven, bloodshot wreck selling pencils in the
streets (and probably giving a hotfoot to anyone who didn’t buy a pencil).

As it turned out, this young man grew up to be, at forty, Ray
Bradbury.

The above tale is the classic success story of science fiction fandom,
and anyone who writes an article about s-f fanzines is duty-bound to tell it
in more or less awed tones. To neglect to do so is tantamount to writing a
book about jazz which doesn’t include the observation that it “came up the
river from New Orleans”, or to writing a Life article about science fiction
without mentioning that FBI men visited the office of John W. Campbell,
Jr. during World War II because he’d published a story about the A-bomb.

For a lot of people, the Bradbury success story has taken on almost
the grandeur of an epic, with the teenaged Bradbury as a sort of s-f fandom
culture-hero. In an idealized fandom, the feeling goes, every publisher of
fanzines would go on to the pinnacle of professional writing success. But
the classic epics were based on myths, and so, to a large extent, is this one.
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It’s certainly true that Bradbury was once just a young guy who wrote
for and published fanzines, but this may not prove much. As one wag
noted recently, a young man named Warren Brick also once published a
fanzine, and his puns were just as bad as Bradbury’s. Today Warren Brick
is a dissolute, unshaven, bloodshot wreck at forty, and he sells pencils in
the streets.

If there’s any real point to that story about Bradbury, it must be that
you can’t predict, from the kind of stuff a person writes in fanzines,
whether or not he’ll ever be a Writer in the accepted sense of the word.
Because, contrary to what you might expect, the magazines published by
science fiction’s amateurs don’t serve primarily as a testing ground for
aspiring s-f writers. Fanzines are for fun, and there’s hardly anything that’s
more obviously not fun than science fiction stories by amateurs. (Stop and
think for a moment about some of the really bad stories you’ve read in s-f
magazines – present company excepted, of course – and you’ll see why the
ones that aren’t good enough to sell seldom appear in fanzines either.)

There have been a large number of prominent science fiction writers
who came up from the fan ranks, of course, and naming them is always a
great parlor game. There’s Damon Knight, and Poul Anderson, and Judith
Merril and John Wyndham and C.M. Kornbluth and Arthur C. Clarke.
There’s James Blish, Robert Silverberg, James White, Donald A.
Wollheim, Charles Beaumont, Wilson Tucker, Frederik Pohl, Marion Z.
Bradley... and so on.*

* There is also Terry Carr – Ed. [Avram Davidson of F&SF,
where this article appeared.]

Not too many of these writers stuck to writing science fiction stories
when they were contributing to fanzines, though. Instead, you were more
likely to see under their mimeographed bylines an article on politics or
education, a rambling account of a trip they’d taken from Boston to New
York, or a good-natured ribbing of some other fan.

The phenomenon of fanzines is always hard to explain to anyone who
hasn’t encountered the concept before. One could mention the National
Amateur Press Association and others, whose members publish quite a few
amateur magazines – but these seem to be issued primarily as vehicles for
experimentation with typefaces and layouts. There are also the “little
magazines”, the literary quarterlies and such, but fanzines rarely even
aspire to present serious contributions to anyone’s cultural heritage.

Why do hundreds of science fiction readers in this country, in
Canada, England, France, Germany, Sweden, Australia, Argentina, Japan
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and elsewhere spend time and money writing for and publishing fanzines?
The policies, publishing schedules, and qualities of these fanzines are
usually highly erratic. Their circulations, even today, usually don’t go
above a few hundred, and they never show a profit. What’s the reason for
them, then?

One s-f writer, upon being told of these people who spend their
leisure time sitting at typewriters writing stuff for which they know they
won’t be paid, gaped, shook his head, and finally muttered, “That’s like
hitting your head against a wall for five hours because you know it’ll hurt
so much less when you’re finished.”

Actually, it isn’t all that hard to understand, if you approach it from
the right direction. Consider: there are a lot of men in this country who
make their livings by swinging a piece of wood at a thrown leather ball,
and running like hell all around a plot of grass and dirt doing esoteric
things with that baseball. That’s their job. But there are even more people
around who either aren’t good enough to make a regular living at the game
or who’d rather do something else as an occupation, and these people go
out on the weekends to bat the ball around just for fun. A lot of people go
to these sandlot baseball games and enjoy watching them.

In a way, that’s how fanzines got started – except that there are no
precise parallels in this world. (All analogies get tangled up at infinity.)

Science fiction readers seem to have been volubly interested in their
type of fiction right from the beginning, and by the late 1920s the letter
column was an established feature of each s-f magazine. Since those
columns printed the addresses of those who’d sent in their comments, it
was inevitable that many of the readers would begin writing directly to
each other to share their mutual enthusiasm, and a great many
correspondences sprang up in this way. By 1930 some of these letter-
writers had discovered that they had more fellow-fans than they could
possibly keep in touch with, so they came up with the idea of publishing
amateur magazines in which they could review stories, books and movies,
write stories of their own, publish checklists of the works of prominent
writers, and so on.

The first fan magazines seem to have been rather unimposing – a few
pages each, with circulations of not much more than a score. Before long,
though, more lavish productions like Fantasy Magazine, Science Fiction
Digest and so on sprang up, ambitiously printed by letterpress, often
containing stories contributed gratis by established writers like H.P.
Lovecraft, Clark Ashton Smith, David H. Keller, M.D. and others. (The
frequency with which these writers donated their stories to fan magazines
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can be explained at least in part by the fact that they didn’t get paid much
by the professional magazines then anyway.)

These fanzines of the ’30s were for the most part awfully serious in
intent and tone (“G. Peyton Wertenbaker and the Romantic Tradition,”
etc.), and eventually there came an inevitable reaction against this. What
were the “classics” which fan writers had been extolling in such a deadpan
manner? the new generation asked. Well, on more mature (or jaded)
consideration, most of the stories of the time were merely hack potboilers
written strictly for thrills, and the terribly serious articles written about
them began to take on a slightly ludicrous tinge. So a growing number of
iconoclasts began to poke fun at science fiction and at other s-f fans – Ray
Bradbury among them.

Concurrently with this reaction came another one: if science fiction
wasn’t worth such serious consideration, then what was?

And another new vogue came in: the terribly serious article about
politics, religion, sociology, history and so forth. Fans have always been
opinionated, and they’re seldom reticent about expressing their opinions in
print.

Speaking broadly, fanzine material ever since then has been of these
three major types: serious material of a science fictional nature, whether
stories or articles; humorous pieces written either as satire or just for the
fun of it; and serious articles on various more or less weighty and
controversial subjects.

This takes in an awful lot of territory, of course, so that today, if you
pick up a fanzine, you’re likely to run into just about anything.
Representative pieces in recent fanzines have included: a long essay on
Fellini’s La Dolce Vita, by Robert W. Lowndes; a general review of
Lancer Books’ Science Fiction Classics series, by a teenaged fan; an
article on Britain’s somewhat socialized medicine, by a practicing British
nurse; a humorous article by William F. Temple reminiscing about the
Arthur C. Clarke of the early ’40s; an article by a young woman rather
devastatingly describing how she handles people who continually dial her
telephone number by mistake; a long article by a West German teenager
about the effects of Naziism on the postwar generation; a satire on
Heinlein’s Podkayne of Mars; a reminiscence by Avram Davidson of his
experiences in Turkey; an anecdotal report on the annual British s-f
convention by Brian Aldiss; an essay on mother love by a Los Angeles
machinist; a portfolio of illustrations for Three Hearts and Three Lions
drawn originally for his own amusement by the author, Poul Anderson...
etc.

210



Fanzines come in all sizes and flavors. They’re usually published on
letter-sized paper, from twenty to forty pages, but extreme examples have
varied from postage-stamp-size japes to heavy volumes running to
hundreds of letter-sized pages. They’re usually mimeographed, but some
are reproduced by lithography, spirit duplication (a frequently unhappy
medium), letterpress, or what-have-you.

Their titles run the gamut: Ignatz, Horizons, The Spirit of Horse
Creek, Inside, Troll Chowder, The Bull Moose, Big Deal, Erg, The Wild
Colonial Boy, Orion, Pot Pourri, Slug, Dolphin, The Celebrated Flying
Frog of Contra Costa County, Flabbergasting, etc.

It must be noted that a great deal of the material in fanzines is badly
written, poorly thought out, and often not worth reading. On the other
hand, much of it is quite worthwhile. There are writers in fandom who, on
aesthetic grounds at least, should never have been taught how to use a
typewriter, but there are others whose wit, whose learning, whose
consistent ability produce material which shows that they’re amateurs
because they choose to be, not because they have to be.

These writers remain amateurs for a variety of reasons, not the least
of them being the fact that they’re sensible enough to know that trying to
write professionally is a tough business. (Like hitting your head against a
wall for five hours because there’s a chance it’ll feel good when you stop.)
One of the best fan writers turned his hand several years ago to
professional s-f writing, with the result that he sold just enough material to
put himself in a higher income-tax bracket and thereby came out with a net
loss for the year. He doesn’t write science fiction anymore.

And with others, the attitude is similar to that of the man (another of
the best of the amateurs) who works in a machine shop among a lot of joes
who will on occasions begin to pontificate in a manner which suggests that
they’re sure they could solve the world’s affairs in an afternoon if they
were just given the chance. This man usually stands at his lathe and listens
with a bemused smile, but on occasions the air gets a bit thick with self-
importance, and at such times he’s been known to throw back his head and
shout, “I’M JUST AN ORDINARY GUY WORKING FOR A LIVING IN
A CHEAP SHOP!”

It’s impossible to say why fans are fans, by the way. They’ve been
trying to figure it out themselves for years, without much luck. There’ve
been all sorts of theories, from a mentally ill young man’s conviction that
fans were a mutation, a vanguard of a super-race, to the contention by an
earthy wag that he’d caught it off a toilet seat. Others have claimed that
fans are either hyper-sensitive and intelligent or emotionally retarded – or
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both.
A few years ago, one fan took a survey and came up with the

apparently meaningful statistic that most fans were first-born or only
children. This caused quite a stir until it was pointed out that the average
age of fans was in the early twenties – which meant that their age-bracket,
that of Depression children, was one of few siblings anyway.

When you come right down to it, fans seem to be fans because they
enjoy it. They publish fanzines because they like to express themselves on
an informal level. They’re seldom trying to prove anything, or to get
anywhere by it – not even, usually, to become professional writers. But
because fans do keep busy at their typewriters, they learn to feel at ease
with the printed word, to express themselves better. And since they like to
read science fiction, some of them inevitably end up writing it... and
selling it.

But that’s not usually the aim they have in writing for fanzines.
They’re really just out to have some fun, and everybody’s welcome to join
in.

Most fanzines list a price per copy and a subscription rate, but in
point of fact over half their copies are sent out in trade for other fanzines,
as complimentary contributors’ copies, or free for letters of comment on
them. It’s usually best to send money when requesting a sample copy,
though.

The following is a brief list of a few fanzines which interested readers
may want to sample. These aren’t necessarily the best fanzines published,
but they are some of the best which appear reasonably frequently:

Cry: 25¢ apiece, seven for $1.00, from F.M. & Elinor Busby, Box 92,
507 Third Ave., Seattle 4, Washington.
Humor, chatter, general articles.
Enclave: 35¢ apiece, from Joe Pilati, 111 S. Highland Ave., Pearl
River, N.Y., 10965.
S-f reviews, political and sociological discussion, humor.
Hyphen: 15¢ apiece, seven for $1.00, from Walt & Madeleine Willis,
170 Upper Newtownards Road, Belfast 4, North Ireland.
Humor, s-f articles.
Inside: 25¢ each, four for $1.00, from Jon White, 90 Riverside Drive,
New York 24, N.Y.
S-f articles, reviews.
Minac: Available from Ted White & Les Gerber, 339 49th St.,
Brooklyn, N.Y., 11220, for three 4¢ stamps per issue.
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Chatter, reviews, humor.
Shangri-L’Affaires: 25¢ apiece, five for $1.00 from Redd Boggs, 270
S. Bonnie Brae, Los Angeles, California, 90057.
S-f reviews, articles, humor.
Vorpal Glass: 25¢ per issue, from Karen Anderson, 3 Las Palomas,
Orinda, Calif.
S-f articles, humor, poetry.
Yandro: 25¢ apiece, twelve for $2.50 from Robert & Juanita Coulson,
Route #3, Wabash, Indiana.
S-f reviews, fiction, articles, humor.

April 1964
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The Demolished Fan

“by Richard Koogle”

Reprinted from the one and only (January 1961) issue of
Zymurgy, published by Koogle and Earl Noe. I have omitted one
segment from the text and shortened the preceding blurb. Other
than that, it’s exactly as written so as not to destroy the delicate
Kooglian flavor.

The trap had closed just a moment before. Coulson had handed him a copy
of Yandro and said, “What do you think of it?” Should he tell him he liked
it, and risk alliance with the Yandro crowd, and exclusion from the groups
that surrounded Cry..., Void, Ape, and S–La? Or should he tell him that it
was cruddy?

Coulson stood there stroking his beard impatiently. He had to do
something, ANYthing. But what?

Slowly, very slowly, the fan fingered the magazine. Then: “Nice
Paper.” He turned around and strode away.

• • •
Norman Wansborough had been up late hacking out poetry the night
before, but he rose early as was his custom. Sitting before his typer, he
tapped out a few lines.

He looked at them. Somebody said that poetry had to have good
meter. Must’ve been a Frenchman or someone like that where the English
system of measurements isn’t used. It hadn’t made much sense then. But
maybe it was so, maybe every line had to follow a definite beat, fit into a
certain pattern. Only, if that was true...what work it must be to write
poetry!

He stopped dead, feeling a trickle of ice-cold bheer run down his
back. GREAT OOGO! What crud he wrote!

Fandom seemed to fall away, leaving him standing alone on a plane,
surrounded by reams and reams of cruddy poetry. His.

He quit fandom.
• • •

The neofan rose early, even if breakfast wouldn’t be ready for a while yet.
The neighborhood was still asleep, so he decided to write a fan article.

As he stared at the virgin-white sheet of paper, he thot of that copy of
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Hyphen he’d read a week before. He liked that type of material, but so far
he hadn’t been able to master it. He had heard that if he really wanted to be
a BNF, later on, he’d have to learn to write fannishly.

He started typing automatically, letting his mind wander. It was fun to
see how you could sneak fannish things into your writing. You had to sort
of sneak up on your piece, change it just a teeny little bit, and then –

He had written half of The Enchanted Duplicator when his mother
called him down to breakfast.

• • •
Boyd Raeburn settled down to looking over the latest FAPA mailing,
wearily. Things hadn’t seemed right today, not right at all. Claude Hall had
written a good article on atomic physics for Analog. The latest Shangri-La
had an excellent takeoff on the Derogation by Rich Brown. He received
two neo-fanzines from the United States, and all of them had been as neat
and well reproduced as his own fanzine. Their humor was sparkling, witty.

Symptoms, but... symptoms of what?
He looked at the FAPA mailing. GMCarr agreed with three people in

her mailing comments. Twenty-four members had suddenly taken up
progressive jazz as a hobby. Ellik had stopped reading science fiction.

The trend was beginning to change. Another symptom. Of what?
Fans were getting smarter (?).

• • •
The Detention began early in the afternoon when Bob Tucker and Dean
Grennell met in the lobby. They were the only fans in the hotel at the time.

Tucker smiled, raised an eyebrow. He did not say anything aloud, but
to Grennell his meaning was clear: (Hi, Dean; long time no see. Got any
JD?)

Grennell’s eyes flicked to the stairs briefly: (Up in my room.) He
moved toward them, nodding a little: (Come on up; I’m kind of thirsty
myself.)

They settled back with cans of bheer in their hands, smiling happily.
• • •

The fans sat around the living room, smoking and drinking beer. They
were panting a bit heavily after their bout of five-dimensional
ghoodminton. Willis sat forward, and put an intent expression on his face:

(All fans are geniuses now. We have to find something to channel all
that potential.)

Shaw nodded. (I know. Sanderson has taken to wearing black,
mourning Wansborough’s resignation from fandom. Crazy!)

Madeleine smiled, and looked around the circle of sensitive fannish
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faces. (Well, any suggestions?)
Suddenly George Charters grinned. (I’ve got it! We could form a

monstrous publishing company, and with all fans holding stock! Then all
fans could have their names in hardcovers, like me.)

Shaw frowned. (Yes, but what could we print, besides our names?)
Charters grinned even more broadly. (Nothing, egoboo.)
All sat in silence for a while. The idea was put aside without a word.
At last Berry leaned forward, his whiskers twitching. “Recruit,” he

said, breaking the silence. (We could send missionaries into the mundane
world and recruit new fans. That’s a big challenge!)

There was a silence, then all the room smiled.
• • •

The missionary group was composed of Willis, Carr and Bloch. They left
fandom one afternoon and made their way into the world of nonfans, not
really knowing what lay before them.

When they had been outside fandom for a day Terry shrugged his
shoulders. (It’s getting late. Dinner?)

The other two looked at him. “What?” said Bloch aloud.
Carr stared at him. “Dinner?” he said.
“What about it?” asked Willis.
“Let’s have some. I’m hungry.”
“Oh,” they said. “Why didn’t you say so?”
Then it hit them all at once. They had left the star-begotten influence

of fandom! They had lost their new-found intelligence. They were...
normal again.

“Hell,” said Carr. They knew what he meant by that, at least.
• • •

A month later they found a copy of The Vinegar Worm skipping down the
street in the wind. Willis made a dash for it and snatched it up. He looked
at it in wonder. (It’s Wansborough’s copy.)

Bloch nodded. (He must have thrown it away when he quit fandom.)
They all smiled, and as the realization set in, the smiles grew wider.

They were back under the influence of fandom. They had their slan powers
back.

• • •
“Hello, BoSh,” said Willis when he got back. (Where is Madeleine?)

Shaw frowned. “She’s in the other room.” (There’s something wrong
with her.)

Willis frowned back, one eyebrow raised slightly. (What is it?)
Shaw started out of the room (You’ll see.) He led Willis in to his
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wife, then left.
WAW smiled. (Hi!)
“Well,” Madeleine smiled, “aren’t you going to say hello?”
He knew what had happened immediately. He had been through this

experience before. She had lost her slan powers.
He sat down next to her. “What happened?” he asked. “Why?”
“I couldn’t adjust,” she said. “You just sat around plotting probability

factors in mail shipments and playing five-dimensional ghoodminton. It
isn’t right. I wanted to go back.”

He was silent for a moment, then said slowly, “What did you do?”
Her eyes dropped. “I read Harper’s all the time you were away.”
“This... this means we won’t be fanning together any longer,” he said

at last.
“No,” she said. “I can’t understand your puns now. They have

meanings that go into higher semantics that you keep making up as you
invent the puns. It’s not the same.”

He knew what she needed. Quickly he grabbed the ghoodminton
racket and blasted the piece full in her face.

• • •
It wasn’t enough, however, and as the weeks passed they drew farther and
farther apart. She was a normal pre-change fan, and she could not keep up
with the rest of them. Something had to be done.

One day when she was out buying ink, Willis said to Berry, “Well?”
(What can we do about Madeleine? She’s not happy.)

James shrugged. (There’s only one thing.)
Willis nodded. (Yes, the Reservation.)
The next day Madeleine joined the N3F.

February 1965
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The Gafiated World
I wrote the following brandonization while visiting the Willises
in 1965; it was intended to be a submission for Hyphen. But
Hyphen remains dormant, and I’ve never finished the piece –
largely because I haven’t been able to work up the interest to
finish reading the model, The Drowned World. Enough people
have read the Brandon version and urged me to publish it,
though, that I do so here. [Terry Carr]

Soon it would be too hot. Looking out from the Mount Royal balcony
shortly after eight o’clock, Jophans watched the sun rise behind dense
groves of giant gymnosperms on the east side of the lagoon. Over there
was the area in which Slater’s van had bogged down leaving the hotel, and
in the succeeding months the pulp paper had decomposed in the rapidly
ascending heat and moisture, forming a rich bed of compost from which
lush vegetation had grown in a verdant riot of color that put Paul, Bergey
and Powers to shame.

Halfway across the lagoon was the testing station, where he,
McAulay and Eney labored desultorily day after day. By now, Jophans
knew, the routine of the station was mere ritual: up at the crack of noon,
check the sheets of mimeo paper pressed the day before and throw out the
soggy pulp they had already become, stir yesterday’s mimeo ink mixture
and pour out the water-thin liquid that it was today. Then back to the
formulae charts for new compounds and substances to try.

As Jophans watched, the launch set out from the station toward him,
trailing a white spray which settled slowly into the sluggish waters, almost
reluctantly, as though Virgil Finlay might be around somewhere sketching.
In a few minutes the launch had reached the hotel balcony; Jophans caught
the thrown line and secured it.

As Eney stepped up onto the balcony he said, “We’re supposed to
start in half an hour, but we can’t think of a title.”

Jophans turned away, slowly leading the way back inside. They
turned a corner and started down the block-long corridor to his suite. “I
don’t really know that there’s any point to it,” he said.

Eney shrugged. “Perhaps not. But it’s got to be done.”
“Why? What’s the use?” Jophans stopped midway down the hall,

gazing steadily at the other. His eyes held neither challenge nor even
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interest; the question was rhetorical.
“If we stop publishing,” Eney said, “then that’s the last of it. No more

fanac anywhere in the world. Even the newsletter from the Pole Station
has stopped coming. We’re the only ones left.”

Jophans started slowly down the hall once more, not saying anything
further for several minutes. He knew this conversation in its entirety,
almost word for word; they had held it at least twice a week for five
months now. It too was a ritual, like the work itself. It was as though the
remaining fans were retracing mankind’s path up from savagery, Jophans
thought. When the cataclysm had first struck, the various fan-units had
gathered together under strong leaders – Ella Parker, Bruce Pelz, Charles
Platt and the rest – in an instinctive return to the tribal level. But that
period had passed for most of them; now there was a nomadic anarchy in
most of the fanworld, an anarchy born of apathy and near-animalism.
What structure remained was that imposed by ritual, no more.

And soon, he thought, that too would pass. They couldn’t continue to
cling to the myth of publishing schedules and the mailing of fanzines when
they knew that in the new heat-and-moisture-permeated atmosphere all
mimeo papers congealed into shapeless masses before reaching their
destinations.

Perhaps we should try hektographing. Hektograph paper is more
slick, less absorbent; it might last longer. But then he smiled wryly: that
would be another retreat into the savagery of the race.

“I don’t think I’ll join you today,” he said at last.
Eney glanced sharply at him; then, seemingly irrelevantly, he asked,

“Have you been having nightmares?”
Jophans frowned. “No,” he said shortly. He avoided the other’s gaze.
“McAulay’s been having them,” Eney said. “Strange dreams, full of

purple oozing slime and black carbon forests, and a never-ending storm
raging through it all. Shapes like Leo Morey drawings, and unreal colors,
like old prozines with sun-faded covers. He’s getting close to the edge, I’m
afraid.”

“Regression,” Jophans muttered. “What?”
They were coming now into Jophans’ suite. Nine months ago, when

the violent solar storms had started, shattering the ionosphere and turning
the Earth into a vast tropical heat zone, Jophans had moved his entire
collection into this suite, guessing correctly that the Mount Royal would be
one of the buildings which would still have its top floor above water when
the polar caps melted. The collection was still there, but by now it had
crumbled, melted and fallen in upon itself in the thick, fetid atmosphere;
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now Startlings and Captain Futures were brown silt from which
mushrooms burgeoned, Quandrys and Spacewarps sprouted
phantasmagorical blossoms and vines, and E.C. comics were putrescent
masses spilling from the shelves, not even the seals of the Comics Code
Authority showing any longer. All around the room the vegetation had
taken over, spreading a carpet of dark green tubers across the floor,
climbing the walls and choking the windows. As he looked around the
room, Jophans noted idly, for the thousandth time, the small red dots on
the wallpaper where some forgotten conventioneer had drawn in nipples
on the Victorian ladies pictured in the print.

“Regression,” he said again. “We’re all going back to our beginnings.
The beginnings of the race, the beginnings of fandom; they’re all mixed up
together in our subconscious. We’ve developed our brains, but we retain
the spinal nervous systems which carry the fluids of racial memory:
instincts, ingrained fears, neuro-impulses passed down in the gene-patterns
for hundreds of thousands of years. We’re like the dinosaurs, with a
second brain in our backs – and that second brain is gaining dominance,
stimulated by the change in our environment. Back to the primordial
jungles both inside and out: ferns, vines, creepers, Burroughs and Haggard
scenes, swamps of hekto slime. Regression, all of it.”

“Back to the womb, then,” said Eney.
Jophans frowned. “Not at all. That’s Freudian; this is Jungian. God,

sometimes I think fans don’t know anything.”
“My mind remembers, but my spine is a little weak on psychology,”

Eney said calmly. “Well, perhaps you’re right. But if so, it’s just another
reason we have to keep going with the fanpublishing. Don’t you see? –
we’re sliding backward, even away from literacy. If fanpublishing stops, it
will be the end of civilization as fandom knows it.”

“Is there a fandom any longer?” Jophans asked. “There’s you and me
and McAulay, that’s all. And McAulay’s almost gone; he’ll be dreaming
of printing presses next, and you know that means the end. We’ve already
lost.”

November 1968
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Tricon and Bust
The operational word in any description of the Tricon is “big”. There were
reportedly over 850 attendees (1,100-plus registered overall), which is
second in sf convention history only to the circa-1,000 who attended the
Chicon II. I doubt that even Chicon II had 550 at the banquet, though – the
Tricon Committee had to arrange to have extra tables set up in the
entrance-hall at the back of the banquet hall. The attendees seated back
there no doubt missed most of what was said by everyone but Sam
Moskowitz, and they may not even have seen Harlan Ellison from that
distance.

They suffered a distinct loss on both counts. Quite aside from the
Moskowitz merits, such as they are, Harlan was the star of the convention
and to miss him was to miss half the action. Everybody knew how much
Harlan wanted that Hugo for “Repent, Harlequin!” (“I want a Hugo more
than I want an Oscar, baby!”), and Asimov seemed to be toying with
Harlan’s nerves and aorta when he put off the short-story Hugo
presentation again and again. Asimov would announce the award for Best
Magazine and Harlan would groan quite audibly, “Oh god, get to it, I can’t
stand it!” Then he’d pick up the envelope for Best Artist and Harlan would
let out a strangled gasp: “Jesus Christ! You can’t do this to me!” By the
time Asimov announced the Best Fanzine award, Harlan was pacing
beside his table, babbling incoherently to himself.

And finally, of course, the Best Short Story Award was announced.
Asimov read the list of nominated stories, all of which received an ovation
except Harlan’s, which was unanimously hissed. Then Asimov declared
Harlan the winner, and the house came down with applause.

Speaking of applause, I was especially pleased at the ovation this
year’s TAFF-man, Tom Schlück, received. When he was introduced at the
rostrum, the applause was only fair – most of the people there were
fringers who didn’t know who he was. But Tom has the rare gift of being
able to communicate a genuinely warm personality over a microphone,
and though his speech wasn’t exceptional in text, he came across so well
as a person that when he sat down five minutes later he got a prolonged
round of applause. He was a popular TAFF representative, and fully
deserved to be.

(Tom stayed with Carol and me in New York for several days before
the con, so rather than monopolize him we just stood back and watched
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him Circulate at the con. We’d pass each other at parties or in the halls
three or four times a night, and I’d ask him, “Are you drunk yet?” “No!”
he’d shout boisterously amid the hubbub. “Well, keep working on it,” I’d
tell him with a sage elder-statesman nod, and off he’d go to pursue another
blonde.)

The most peculiar thing kept happening to me at this convention:
people kept mistaking me for Sprague de Camp. I don’t mean just one or
two people, as you might expect – after all, all bearded men look alike,
especially if they both happen to be handsome – but literally twenty or
thirty. I was begged for autographs, offered drinks, asked when I was
going to write more Viagens stories – in short, I got all the benefits of
being Guest of Honor at a worldcon without having to go through the
customary twenty years of top-quality writing. I found it rather nice, I must
say, and Sprague, when I told him of the confusion, claimed to be
flattered, since he’s about twice my age.

The ultimate mistaken-identity scene almost took place between Buck
Coulson and me, though. Buck looks a bit like Forry Ackerman, and has
had people confuse him with Forry quite a few times over the years. The
first time I saw Buck at this con I fell into the trap myself, and headed for
him all set to greet Forry. When he saw me coming, he later confessed, he
thought I was de Camp. Fortunately, by the time we got close enough to
shake hands we’d corrected our misimpressions, or there might have been
the damnedest conversation. (If the spell is still working on the populace
next year, Buck, let’s have that conversation. I’ll tell you how much I’ve
always admired your fanzine VOM – how do you keep publishing it so
regularly for so long? – and you can compliment me on Rogue Queen.)

Perhaps my favorite quote of the entire convention came from Ed
Wood during Monday’s “Critics in Science Fiction” panel. Ed was in the
middle of one of his tirades, which resemble verbal epileptic fits, and he
shook his fist in the air and shouted, “I will not stand idly by and see the
grandeur and glory that is science fiction crucified upon a cross of
pedantic scholasticism!”

I damn near fell off my chair.
Another scene during that panel that was just as campy in its own

way came when Paul Fairman (who had been asked by moderator Larry
Shaw to be controversial) delivered a supremely obtuse lecture on how
useless critics really are, because the pro hacks don’t pay any attention to
them: “They just cry all the way to the bank.” This is the sort of argument
that makes a lot of sense to (a) fans who cultivate a hard-nosed “realism”
about professionals without knowing very much about them, and (b) pro
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writers who aspire to become the Liberace of science fiction. But anyone
who knows sf writers at all knows that most of them – most of the good
ones – are both eager for and a bit afraid of honest criticism. (I know one
pro writer who was unable to write a line for a week after another pro – not
a major critic in the field, either – told him he thought his latest book was
only a mixed success.) There’s a lot of ego-involvement in science fiction
writing – perhaps even more than in other kinds of writing – and also a lot
of honest craftsmanship; the field doesn’t pay hacks well enough to
support many of them.

Anyway, there was Fairman presenting this silly nonsense, and when
he got finished Larry Shaw asked for questions from the floor. Sam
Moskowitz stood up and stated that what Fairman had said was astute and
penetrating, and everyone should think about it very seriously, because this
was truth. Then, I swear to god, SaM recapitulated Fairman’s speech for
us, point by point – just like a fourth grade teacher drumming in a lesson in
the division of fractions (or like Sam Moskowitz delivering a speech).

I got up off my chair and left the meeting hall.
Elsewhere, there were brighter moments. There was a party Friday

night in Fred Pohl’s room, for instance, which achieved an informal
camaraderie more quickly and easily than any other con-party I’ve
attended. This was managed by the simple expedient of insisting that
everyone take off his or her shoes immediately upon entering. It’s
impossible to be pompous or standoffish when you and all those around
you are standing in stocking feet. (This happy modus operandi got started,
I later learned, because prior to the party Bob Silverberg, Randy Garrett
and a few others had been sitting in the room stocking-feeted on the floor,
and when the partiers began arriving it seemed easier to them to adapt the
party to themselves than themselves to the party.)

It was also at one of Fred’s parties that Jim Blish and Randy Garrett
put on a hilarious ad lib sketch involving an egoboo-hungry pro author and
a Properly Appreciative Fan. Randy started it by playing the latter part,
dashing up to Jim and gushing, “Geechristallwhillickers Mr. Blish sir but I
sure did enjoy those fantabulous Okie stories of yours!” Jim’s face lit up
with rapture and he cried, “Yes yes, oh tell me morel” “Well, I just don’t
know how to tell you how terrific I thought A Conch of Casience was,
goshdamn, sir!” At this Jim uttered little yips of delight, rolled over on the
floor like a puppy turning his belly up to be rubbed, and with a free hand
made a furiously wagging tail. Randy was laughing so hard he couldn’t
continue.

Bob Leman was another of the 850 at the convention, and I spent one
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afternoon down in the bar with him, Boyd Raeburn, Norm & Gina Clarke,
Lee Jacobs, Sid & Alva Rogers and all sorts of others. Bob is, I’m sorry to
have to say, an utterly shameless put-on artist. We were sitting there
talking away pleasantly enough, when a woman at the table next to us
leaned over and said, “Excuse me, but are you two gentlemen with the
science fiction convention?” “Yes ma’am, we are,” said Bob. Well, it
seemed this lady was a relative of someone interested in science fiction, so
since he couldn’t make it to the con she’d dropped by to give him a report.
“And I must tell you,” she confided to us, “that I’ve been rather taken
aback, if you know what I mean, to see all the strange, unconventional
clothes so many of these people wear.” Here she cast a hard sidelong
glance at Lee Jacobs’ magenta-haze da-glo shirt. “But I’m glad to see there
are two gentlemen like you in the group,” she said approvingly, and it
suddenly dawned on me that Bob and I were the only ones there wearing
ties. “Tell me, are the rest of them beatniks?” she asked.

Now, it happened that this lady was a perfectly nice individual whose
only noticeable fault was an abysmal stupidity, so Bob treated her
accordingly – that is to say, he put her on very politely. Moving his chair a
little closer to her, he leaned over and said confidentially, “As a matter of
fact, that’s only part of it. Have you seen the ones wearing sandals?” She
nodded eagerly. “Well, those are the dope addicts,” Bob said, “it’s a code
we have in what we call science fiction ‘fandom’.” “Oh my goodness!”
she breathed. “I’d never have guessed!” “Yes ma’am,” Bob said firmly.
“And there are others who wear dark glasses – we call them ‘shades’ – all
the time, even indoors like this...”

For half an hour he kept it up, all perfectly straight-faced, until I
could take it no longer. I got up and left before I broke up laughing.

This convention was a fine one for autographs, too – whether or not
you were being mistaken for de Camp. The Science Fiction Writers of
America had issued SFWA badges to its members, and in no time at all the
fans had realized that anybody with one of those tags was a pro, so there
was probably more autograph-signing at this con than at the previous three
combined – especially when you bear in mind the huge attendance, at least
half of which was local people rubbernecking at their first convention.

I was in the Art Show room with Andy & Barbara Main, Jack
Gaughan, Dave Van Arnam, Cindy Heap and some others when Jack
pulled out his program book and handed it to me. “Say, I’ve just realized
that here it is Monday and everybody’s got a full book of autographs but
me. It seems to be the fannish thing to do, so will you be the first, sir?” I
obligingly fumbled for a pen, and Andy said, “Hey, lookit that there –
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that’s a dirty pro signing his autograph!” Barbara sighed: “Gee, nobody
asks me for my autograph.” “No?” I said, finally finding my pen. “Well,
you’d like to have her autograph, wouldn’t you, Jack?” “I’d be most
obliged,” Jack said. So I signed Barbara Main in his book and handed it to
him. He looked at it and without moving a facial muscle passed it on to
Barbara, who promptly signed my name. Then Andy signed for Phil Dick,
and Dave signed Edgar Rice Burroughs, and things got a little wild after
that. When it all ended, Jack had filled his autograph pages quickly with
more famous names than anyone else at the con, I’ll bet. I remember
seeing or signing Robert A. Heinlein, Theodore Sturgeon, Edgar Allen
Poe, J.R.R. Tolkien, Mary Shelley, Capt. S.P. Meek U.S.A. Ret., and a
host of others. A startling coup!

Oh, it was a fine convention. There were so many people around, so
much going on all the time. I exchanged about half a dozen words apiece
with scores and scores of people I’d’ve liked to spend hours with –
including W. Paul Ganley, who showed up out of fifteen years’ gafiation at
one of the beer parties. Paul published Fan-Fare back in 1949 or so when I
was just entering fandom, and he printed several of my first stories, thus
encouraging me beyond recall. I walked into the beer party and there he
was, smiling and shaking my hand. “Good Lord!” I said. “I’ve got to have
a drink before I can talk to you!” I went off to run the gauntlet at the drinks
line, and when I came back he was gone. (But I know he had really been
there, because Lee Hoffman told me later on she’d seen him too.)

That was just one of countless incidents like that. (Don Wollheim and
I were both trying to get together with Ed Hamilton to talk business, but
the best either of us ever managed were a couple of hopeless waves back
and forth across crowded rooms. We finally had to resort to letters after we
got back from the con, in order to complete the deal.) It was, as I said, a
big con. By the end of it Carol and I were exhausted both physically and
mentally, and we left Monday night’s parties early. We were just too tired,
and dulled by all the talking.

Tuesday we caught a Greyhound bus back to New York – and in the
seat behind us were two unknown New Yorkers who’d apparently been to
the con. They started talking about science fiction, and I started feeling a
very bad headache coming on. I’d had enough. But fortunately they drifted
onto politics soon, and I was able to relax.

October 1966
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The Convention That Couldn’t
Be Killed

Well, maybe worldcons won’t just keep on getting bigger and bigger.
SunCon in Miami Beach drew just over 2,000 attendees, almost a thousand
fewer than last year’s worldcon. It was still fairly crowded and hectic, but
less so than worldcons have been for many years (Aussiecon excepted).
Besides, the Fontainebleau Hotel was a huge, sprawling site where you
could spend ten minutes walking from one meeting room to another even
if you didn’t stop off in the bar; there was plenty of room in which people
could move around.

“Huge” may not be the mot juste for the Fontainebleau; maybe
“gross” would describe it better. It’s the premier Garish Hotel from Miami
Beach’s days of affluence and its decor reflects the tastes of the nouveaux
riches who traditionally made up its clientele. Marble pillars are common,
and the main lobby features enormous glistening chandeliers the size of
tugboats. “The style of this hotel is High Tacky,” I said.

The smaller number of attendees was attributed largely to poor public
relations on the part of the Convention Committee – who, even more than
usual, came in for a lot of criticism. The del Reys and Wollheims stayed
away because of conflicts with the Committee, or so went the rumors;
andy offutt, President of SFWA, stayed away for the same reason. People
said the Committee had been “fascistic”; people said the con was badly
organized because the Committee members didn’t live anywhere near
Miami Beach; people complained about a lot of things to do with the
Committee. No doubt the Committee made some goofs but, as I was
moved to say several times during the convention, “No Committee can
ruin a worldcon, and this one is proving it.”

A Committee may choose a lousy hotel, may antagonize some people
into staying away, may make unwise programming decisions, but what
does it matter? Two thousand fans, readers, writers, artists, editors, and
publishers gather under one roof for a weekend of hijinx and business, and
how can anyone stop them from having a good time? Put me in a room
with Sid Coleman, Dave Hartwell, Lizzy Lynn, Howard Waldrop, Gardner
Dozois, Ginjer Buchanan, Sherry Gottlieb, Ed Bryant, Ted White, Jack
Dann, Marta Randall, Lee Hoffman, Tom Perry, Avedon Carol, Bob
Silverberg, Jay Kay Klein, George R.R. Martin, Lesleigh Luttrell, and all
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the rest of that crowd, and I’m going to have a good time.
It didn’t start out all that well. I flew to Miami Beach with Bob

Silverberg, Marta Randall, and Lizzy Lynn, and the in-flight movie was
Smokey and the Bandit, which features Burt Reynolds in one car chase
after another. Bob and I serconly read science fiction rather than watch the
movie, but Marta and Lizzy happily donned headphones and chortled their
way through. Bob was reading my Best SF of the Year #5, which struck me
as ironic since I was reading 1977 sf magazines, researching Best SF#7.
Sometime during the flight Bob turned to me and said, “I just read
‘Retrograde Summer’ – now I know why everyone’s talking about John
Varley.” Marta laughed aloud, lifted off an earphone, and said, “Did you
see what he did to that truck?”

We landed in Miami and Bob picked up the Hertz Pinto he’d
reserved. There were ants in the car; as we drove out to the causeway
leading to Miami Beach, Bob said, “It’s a tropical climate, that’s why.
Look at all the greenery.” Indeed, Florida seemed astonishingly green to us
after two years of drought in California; besides, there was something
falling from the sky, something... well, wet. Rain? I could hardly believe
it, but rain it was, and lots of it, a torrent.

Somewhere out on the causeway, pelted by rain and lashed by
crosswinds, we noticed that the car was acting funny – bumpy ride, and
getting bumpier. “Rough road,” said Bob. “Flat tire,” said Lizzy, so we
stopped and Marta got out and checked all the tires. “Nothing,” she said,
so we proceeded another half mile while the ride got rougher. Finally Bob
pulled over again, and this time when Marta looked at the tires she came
back saying, “Jee-zus! We don’t have any tire at all in the right rear!” We
all got out in the pelting rain and looked: the steel-belted radial had
completely shredded, leaving only a wheel-rim surrounded by mangled
rubber and wires that looked like Shredded Wheat. Marta went to a nearby
call-box to tell Hertz to get another car here soon, while I stared
bemusedly at the remains of the tire and muttered, “I thought something
was wrong when the ants deserted the car.”

The rain stopped, and we got out and stood by the car for forty-five
minutes waiting for a Hertzperson, examining the roadside rocks for
fossils (found one), occasionally seeing fan-types pass by in taxis on the
way to the Fontainebleau. Sherry Gottlieb and Larry Niven waved to us
from a taxi. Five cars stopped and their drivers asked if we needed help; I
was impressed by Southern Friendliness till I noticed that at least two of
the cars had out-of-state plates. (Besides, Miami Beach is the Sixth
Borough of New York City.) Eventually our replacement car arrived and
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we proceeded to the hotel without further incident.
We all checked in, I met Lizzy for a quick dinner in the coffee shop,

and then we went off to look for the action. What we found was an
elevator that took us to B, and K, and P, but not the fifth floor. “I feel like
a character in a Kafka novel,” said L. We gave up and went to a Meet the
Authors party. (There was one Thursday night and another Friday night; I
forget why, and maybe the Committee does too.) Oh, and I stopped to
register for the con – it took exactly two minutes and eight seconds, which
was a bit of an improvement over the forty-five minutes it had taken at
Kansas City last year, so evidently this Committee did something right.

Among the Authors I met was... Lee Hoffman! Whee! Hadn’t seen
her in six years. We hugged and danced around manically for a while, then
I asked her what she’d been doing lately: “You’re a Big Name Western
Writer now, aren’t you? Won a Spur Award and all that.” “Yeeaahh... but
there’s no money in westerns. I’m writing a historical now.” “Why not
write more science fiction? – there’s lots of money in sf right now.” “Well,
maybe... but you know I was always a fakefan.”

Ted White was there. “I have a new career,” he told me. “I’m a radio
deejay now; I have a regular program where I play all the progressive rock
I want. I did one program, right after Elvis Presley died, where I
announced a Tribute to Elvis Presley and then played three of his most
famous numbers, only recorded by better people. Then I said, ‘That
concludes our Tribute to Elvis Presley.’” I remarked, “Wow, you must’ve
gotten plenty of calls complaining about that,” and Ted’s face lit up in a
grin. “No, actually we didn’t get a single one. Nobody who listens to this
program knows me as Bitching Ole Ted White. It’s terrific!” “Don’t
worry, they’ll learn,” I assured him.

Later I went up to the Berkley-Putnam suite, where Dave Hartwell
was hosting the standard drunken party of the sort at which the next two
years of science fiction are negotiated late at night over vodka-and-root-
beer highballs. I talked with Larry Niven, who told me that despite his
many laurels he’s being twitted by Jerry Pournelle because Larry never
won the John W. Campbell Award for Best New Writer (the award hadn’t
yet existed when Larry had started writing): “And I can’t do anything
about it, because I’m no longer eligible!” I thought about that a moment,
and my fannish instincts came back to me in a rush: “Why don’t you take a
penname,” I said, “and write all your best stuff under that name?” He
shook his head. “Wouldn’t be fair to the real new writers,” he said. “Well
then, just wait till you’re nominated and the votes are counted but the
awards haven’t been engraved, then call the Committee and withdraw so
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the second-place writer can get the award.” Larry shuffled his feet and
thought about this. “There’s one problem,” he said. “What if I don’t win?”
“...Um,” I said. We discussed various alternative methods for a while but
came up with nothing workable. Finally Larry said, “Let’s talk about this
some more tomorrow when I’m sober.” “Nah,” I said. “When we’re sober
we won’t be interested in talking about this. Let’s continue this discussion
at the next drunken party.” He said okay, but we never got back to the
subject despite many drunken parties thereafter, so I’m still not sure how
Larry Niven is going to meet the challenge of Jerry Pournelle.

It was, as you may have gathered, late at night. A number of people
began filtering out of the main room of the Berkley-Putnam suite into the
bedroom searching for breathable air and a place to sit down. Among them
were Marta Randall, Jack Dann, and Sherry Gottlieb, who invented a game
which I encountered when I entered the room. “Anybody who steps across
the threshold,” said Jack, “has to tell us when they first Did It, and how old
they were, and where.” He thought a moment, then added, “And don’t tell
us you don’t remember, because everybody remembers.” So for the next
hour, as the party in the main room kept getting more and more crowded
and the number of people in our room grew to a dozen or more, we were
regaled with funny stories from one entrant after another. No names were
used, of course, nor were there any salacious details; it was just that one’s
First Time always seems to have its ludicrous aspects... fumbling, bad
planning, wondering what-do-I-do-now, etc. We were all struck by awe
and glee when one person said matter-of-factly, “It was two o’clock in the
afternoon, in a cemetery.”

One young woman upon being queried hesitated, then asked, “You
mean with a man or a woman?” Jack waved a hand airily: “Doesn’t matter.
Whichever was first.” “Goats and chickens count too,” I said helpfully.... It
was a very Silly party, not at all the sort of thing neofans probably imagine
goes on at gatherings of distinguished pros, but as I’ve said often over the
years, pros are sillier than fans anytime.

Sometime during this party, one of the convention’s important lacks
was corrected: Sid Coleman arrived, just off a plane from Istanbul or Crete
or somewhere. He was suffering from jet lag and unable to join in the
general hilarity very much, but when Jack said, “I’m getting tired of this
First Time game; let’s start asking about everyone’s most embarrassing
moment,” Sid responded: “That’s the same question!”

The next day I moderated a “Women in Science Fiction” panel on
which I appeared with Phyllis Eisenstein, Marta Randall, and Lizzy Lynn.
I was the moderator because I arrived last and everyone else had already
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said a firm “No!” But I like moderating panels, and this one went well; I
enjoyed it. A fairly typical presentation on the subject, but some new
things were said and the familiar things were said well. (Ray Nelson, when
I was talking to him some weeks after the con, told me he’s tired of the
“Women in SF” panels and wishes they, the panels, would go away; I
predicted they’ll be a staple item in the programming of every worldcon
for at least five more years, because more and more women are beginning
to read sf and they’re interested in them, which means these panels will
continue to draw good-sized audiences.) This one had about sixty people
in the room, which was an unusually large turnout for the program at
SunCon. Most presentations had far fewer people: I saw, for instance, a
dialogue between Fred Pohl, a big name, and Jack Williamson, who was
Guest of Honor fergodsake, and there were only forty people listening.

I was on a couple of other panels, too. The first was “The Bay Area:
Science Fiction’s Left Bank”, on which Marta, Lizzy, Bob Silverberg, and
I described the workings of a social scene in which nearly half the people
are sf writers. My favorite anecdote was about the time Marta, who lives
three houses down the street from Carol and me, submitted a chapter from
a forthcoming novel as a short story for Universe. I didn’t think the chapter
stood well by itself, so the next day I phoned her at home, figuring she’d
be at her office and I could make history by becoming the first editor ever
to reject a story to an answering machine. She was home that day, though,
so I may never get that slot in the Guinness Book of Sci Fi Records. That
evening I walked down to Marta’s to return the manuscript, and
complained that she hadn’t enclosed return postage. (More recently Marta
submitted a short story which I liked, but I goofed and called her at the
office to tell her I wanted to buy it, thus losing my chance to become the
first editor to accept a story from an answering machine.)

Monday afternoon Ted White and I did a “dialogue” panel on
“Fandom in the Sixties”, held in the small fan-programming room that
someone had hidden off in a corner somewhere, reachable only through a
series of secret passages. (Hm, maybe that was where the Kafka elevator
went!) We’d discussed earlier how we should handle this, and agreed that
I’d tell about everything wonderful Ted had done in fandom in the sixties,
and he’d talk about all the wonderful stuff I’d done. It didn’t quite work
out that way (well, we weren’t really serious, you understand). Ted
showed up that day very hyper, and he talked a blue streak... the
“dialogue” nearly turned into a monologue, and if Ted hadn’t been saying
such interesting things – not all about me, either – I’d have killed him. We
talked about sixties fandom for our scheduled hour, then were told that the
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“Fandom in the Fifties” panel, which had been scheduled right after ours,
had been canceled because Bob Silverberg had elected to go look at
botanical gardens instead of talking about Seventh Fandom, Warren A.
Frieberg, and Peter J. Vorzimer. So we called up Lee Hoffman from the
audience – she’d been scheduled on the fifties panel – and continued for
another hour.

A strange and moderately wonderful thing happened when we started
talking about fannish fanzines and sercon fanzines: Ted was rhapsodizing
over Hyphen when Ed Wood boomed from the audience, “I WAS ON
THE HYPHEN MAILING LIST AND I USED TO DROP EVERY COPY
INTO THE WASTEBASKET WITHOUT EVEN OPENING IT!” Ted
told him he was crazy and had no taste and they promptly got into a loud
argument while I sat there thinking to myself that this was exactly the sort
of thing that used to happen in fandom in the fifties and all the newer fans
in the audience were seeing history come alive. I finally diverted the
argument onto some safe topic, like maybe Sky Hook, but I kept expecting
to see Harlan Ellison come striding into the room announcing, “I’ve got
Dean A. Grennell quotecards, and you can’t beat ’em, buddy!”

There were lots and lots of parties at the con, and I found myself
hanging out alternately with the feminists and the pros. (Sometimes they
were the same.) I went to the Women’s Apa party, courtesy of Jennifer
Bankier and Avedon Carol, but left after a while when I noticed there were
more men than women there. I wandered into the Pocket Books party, the
Ace party, the Berkley-Putnam party... You know, in the past there’s
usually been just one publisher’s party per night at conventions, but sf has
become so profitable these days that the publishers and editors turned out
in droves to try to lure authors into their clutches. It wasn’t a cutthroat
business, though: at the end of the Pocket Books party, Adele Hull sent all
the leftover liquor up to the Berkley-Putnam party, for instance.

That Pocket Books party was a lot of fun, by the way. It was held in a
fairly large room off the lobby with the pros gathered round various bar-
type tables to chat and carouse. I spent most of my time at what I called
the Silly Table, where Howard Waldrop, Gardner Dozois, Dave Hartwell,
and a bunch of other zanies held forth; next to us was the Hard Science
table, where Poul Anderson, Hal Clement, and others discussed less
important things. I remember Gardner telling us about the Conan the
Barbarian Pizza Parlor, which actually exists somewhere in Texas; we all
immediately began to make up a variety of fast-food establishments like
Fafhrd’s Felafel and The Big Brak. And I remember the wonderful t-shirt
Howard Waldrop was wearing: it showed two gaunt hands reaching up
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from the beltline to clutch frantically at his chest. “What does it mean?”
Dave Hartwell asked. “I don’t know,” Howard said. “It’s a good writer
trying to get out,” I explained, and Howard fell off his chair.

The fan programming in that little room off a broom closet included a
couple of feminist panels, too: “Sexism in Fandom”, etc. The panelists
were sometimes quite explicit in warning new female fans about which
pros were Grabbers, etc.; it was refreshing to hear truth instead of
mythology over the mike at a convention. Nor was it as humorless as
feminists are imagined to be. During one panel Ann Weiser said to the
men in the audience, “Hey, we don’t want to be called girls, or chicks, or
broads, or ladies, or any of those. Call us...” “Dykes,” said Avedon Carol.
“Right! Dykes!” Ann cried, raising a clenched fist and then collapsing
under the table in laughter.

I got to meet all sorts of people I’d been wanting to meet, like Jim
Baen and Kirby McCauley and Jim Frenkel (who did a wonderful boggle
when, after we’d been joking together at the Silly Table for ten minutes, he
glanced at my name tag and said, “You’re Terry Carr? Wow!”). (Didn’t
stop him from rejecting a book proposal of mine, though.) Ran into Buz
Wyeth of Harper’s in the huckster room when I had just ten minutes to eat
lunch and get to a panel I was on, so I didn’t get to say much more than
hello and see you again, which I didn’t – a pity, because Buz is one of the
nicest people in publishing. Sat next to Leigh Brackett at the Hugo banquet
– I’m madly in love with her, but that’s nothing new; I fell in love with her
when I first read a story by her at age twelve. Carolyn Cherryh was at our
table, also, and brought back from the podium both the John W. Campbell
Award for Best New Writer and the Gandalf Award, which she accepted
for Andre Norton. I talked with R.A. Lafferty during the Meet the Authors
party; he said he’s pretty much abandoned writing novels and is
concentrating instead on short stories: “I’m like an aging relief pitcher – I
can still throw smoke sometimes but mostly I get by on junk pitches.”

Ed Bryant was a late arrival at the con. We’d heard he wouldn’t be
able to make it because he was laid up with the flu, but the second night as
Sherry Gottlieb and I were heading for the SFWA suite we found him
registering, suitcase at his feet. Sherry and I jumped all over him and
hugged him and so on (Sherry hugged him a little more than I did), and he
said, “You both now have forty-eight hours before you collapse from
Venusian Slime Mold. Where’s the action?” So we took him up to the
SFWA suite and he walked in carrying his suitcase and a temperature of
102°. He seemed to have a good time, though. (Marta jumped all over him
and hugged him, which possibly didn’t hurt too much.)

232



One night I discussed with Art Saha, who works with Don Wollheim
on World’s Best SF, our methods of choosing the best stories of the year;
we agreed that sticking pins in the contents pages of F&SF was almost as
reliable as examining Gardner Dozois’s entrails. I got interviewed for a
radio program on KPFA and then for Ginjer Buchanan’s column in
Cosmos. The last time I was interviewed for a science fiction magazine it
was Vertex, which folded one issue later; I feel a little guilty about
Cosmos.

I also ran into Gene Wolfe, with whom I’d had some correspondence
over the fact that in Best SF #6 I’d referred to him as “fiftyish”. Since he’s
forty-five, he was shaken by this, and for several days I was getting a
postcard-a-day pointing out that he was two years younger than Jacqueline
Onassis, etc. On seeing him and exchanging greetings, I said gravely,
“You’re, uh, looking well, Gene,” but he declined the gambit. He did,
however, inform me that he was telling all his fellow writers that I was the
best fortyish editor in the business, on Wednesdays.

There were lots and lots more parties. The Happy Gays Are Here
Again party, hosted by Lizzy and Ctein, was a mob-scene both early and
late, when I was there. The Hugo Losers’ Party, hosted by Ace Books, was
another highlight, though I deny the report that I took part in a “mock-
orgy” there; actually I mostly stood on the sidelines and yelled, “Cut that
out!”

The Dead Dog Party in the SFWA suite was hilarious, though. All the
zanies were there – zanies never sleep – and we amused ourselves listening
to Gardner Dozois and George R.R. Martin recount the plot of some story
a Clarion student had once turned in. (If it’d been half as good as their
retelling it would have won a Hugo.) Various of the group at the party
collaborated on an impromptu Conan satire which was given a dramatic
reading by Jay Kay Klein and Bob Silverberg; we tried to convince Dave
Hartwell to buy it, but he’s too canny, even at 3:00 a.m. on the last night of
a convention.

Sometime before dawn I went off to bed and giggled away what was
left of the night. I kept thinking what a pity it was that the Convention
Committee’s most dastardly schemes had been so ineffectual all weekend,
but I’d have bet that as the con came to its close the Committee members
were somewhere giggling as incoherently as I was.

November 1977
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Seacon ’79
Conventions often seen to start early. I boarded a flight for London and as
I wended my way down the aisle two familiar voices said, “Hi, Terry.”
They belonged to Ted and Jayne Sturgeon, and while we exchanged
pleasantries I found myself wondering how many other sf people bound
for Seacon ’79 were on board; casual scanning of faces when I went on to
my own seat yielded no more that I knew, though there were any number
of sensitive, intelligent faces behind which might have lurked minds that
would have understood Sturgeon’s latest dictum, which he’d just quoted to
me: “People who say ‘sci-fi’ are really hep.”

And as it developed, there evidently were at least three sf fans on that
plane, for when we exited in New York City for a two-hour layover we
heard someone behind us saying “Obi-wan Kenobi was right in what he
said about traveling...” Glancing over my shoulder, I saw three young
women I didn’t know; two of them were wearing Iguanacon tee-shirts. I
didn’t remember what M. Kenobi had said, though, so I let the moment
pass and the Sturgeons and I headed off to grab some breakfast.

Along the way, another familiar voice asked, “Can you tell me the
way to Brighton?” We looked around and discovered William Rotsler,
who’d been visiting publishers and touristing for a week in the Big Apple.
We all breakfasted together, learning that William was to be on our plane
too, though we were seated in different sections. At Heathrow, William
exited early to grab a room at an airport hotel for the night, while Ted,
Jayne and I caught a shuttle bus to Victoria Station: they transferred to a
train to Brighton at 11:00 p.m. while I got a cab to The White Hall Hotel,
where Hilary Bailey had booked a room for me. Having left Oakland
nearly twenty-four hours earlier, I landed on my pillow after glancing at a
note from Peter Nicholls saying he’d drive me down to Brighton the next
day.

Peter arrived not too early the next morning, thank God, along with
Susan Wood, who’d been touristing and visiting family in the Isles for six
weeks. She was in the process of trying to recover from a flu or something;
Peter was battling a siege of bronchitis. I congratulated myself on my own
good health, which I’d guarded carefully prior to the trip, remembering all
too well a couple of conventions whose delights had been minimized by
the illnesses that so often accompany late-night partying with much
adrenaline and alcohol in the system. Peter and Susan were in good spirits,

234



though, and we enjoyed the early-afternoon drive through countryside that
seemed to me much like California in spring except that the grass looked
newly-mown everywhere. (Actually, they keep sheep.) I was briefed on all
the latest social notes about people who were so far only names to me, and
we chattered a lot about the sort of things that interest people who read
etymological dictionaries. I told Peter my fantasy of publishing such a
book with the advertising slogan “Betcha Can’t Look Up Just One”.

Once in Brighton, a small seaside city featuring lovely Regency
architecture (much of which had decayed beautifully) and sunny but
blustering weather, I checked into the Bedford Hotel two blocks from the
convention-center Metropole, then spent an hour or two talking with
people in the Metropole’s lobby. Fred Pohl introduced me to the Soviet sf
critical theorist Kagarlitsky, who seemed a trifle defensive because he
didn’t actually Write the Stuff, and I ran into people like Bob Tucker and
Bob Shaw, each of whom I see about as often as I see the other: though
Tucker lives in this country, on those occasions when we attend the same
conventions Tucker always seems to go to parties other than those where I
am.

Met Dave Piper, who’s been a fan long enough to have been a
Lighthouse subscriber but has only recently begun writing for fanzines
(like Maya) himself; he said he loved my best-of-the-year anthologies but
thought the latest one was a bit of a drag: “Not a good year?” he asked.
Then he got all embarrassed and apologized for making criticisms of my
work at first meeting; I explained quickly and truthfully that his criticisms
were more than welcome, since by the nature of things the readers who
approach me at cons are almost solely those who have nothing but good to
say of me – it makes for great egoboo but rather inadequate feedback. We
discussed the latest Best SF of the Year and he told me the stories he’d
least liked had been precisely those that had most pleased me. Oh dear.

While I was talking with Piper, a young man with a book in his hand
came up and stood quietly waiting till we’d finished our conversation. He
wants an autograph, I thought, so at the first reasonable pause I turned to
him. “Sorry to be standing here so long,” he said. “Well, you have to stand
somewhere,” I said in my most reasonable fashion. He handed me the
book he’d been carrying: it was the British SF Book Club Edition of
Cirque. “I thought you’d like to have this.” Indeed I did want it, especially
since I hadn’t even known for sure that the book club would reprint it: I’d
had a letter from them six months before expressing interest, and had
replied tardily; the news that the sale had come to fruition hadn’t yet
filtered through my British publisher, my British agent and my U.S. ex-
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agent. The young man’s name was Paul Begg, and as we talked I found
myself liking him very much; we subsequently spent much time together
on various occasions during the convention. Among other things we
discussed here and there was a project he was organizing for an original-
stories sf anthology; he asked me for tips on how to get top authors to
contribute and evidently I told him all I could think of, for every time I
saw him thereafter he reported some new success with an author. In the
heat of the event-horizon of a convention lobby, though, I neglected to
remember what advice I gave, so later on I was constantly asking, “How
did you get him?” “Oh, I just did what you suggested... I seduced his
wife.” “What?!”

Came time for dinner, which developed into a bit of disaster. I’d
solicited recommendations of restaurants and gotten directions to one a
few blocks away, but a block from the hotel a very thorough cloudburst
dumped from the sky. If you wear glasses, you know the difficulty of
reading street signs in a rainstorm. Naturally we got lost in the streets of
Brighton and wandered for fifteen minutes feeling like the Flying
Dutchman trying to find his way around Cape Horn. Soaked literally to the
skin, we ducked into the first restaurant we found, where the first thing we
ordered was a towel. The food (Greek) that followed was pretty good, but
I’m sure the downpour hadn’t helped Susan Wood’s attempted recovery
from her flu; she was seen only sporadically for the rest of the convention.

The big party that night was in Dave Hartwell’s suite, where as usual
most everybody in the pro ranks gathered to blow smoke in each other’s
faces and try to shout above the din created by other shouters. (Dave had
already retired to the hall when I arrived.) I talked with Tom Disch, whom
I hadn’t seen in ages, and with Ted White, Alex Panshin, Norman Spinrad,
Ginjer Buchanan, John Silbersack... What? Had I travelled all the way to
England to speak with a bunch of Americans? Dave told me he’d invited at
least a dozen British writers but not a one had shown up; evidently the
fame of Dave’s con-parties hadn’t yet crossed the Atlantic.... Well, I did
get to meet John Bush, the distinguished editor of Gollancz, whose
appearance and demeanor matched his accomplishments. He told me the
recession in publishing that’s already hitting U.S. publishers hadn’t yet
struck in England, though the signs were on the wall, particularly in the
government’s cutting back on funding for libraries. The sf gravy train is
slowing drastically, friends: all but the most talented and/or loud among us
will have to go without truffles, at least.

I met Colin Murray of Sphere Books, too, though this happened
before the party, when I was leaving my hotel after stopping to hang up
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my soaked jacket to dry: I ran into Ted White, Greg and Joan Benford at
the door of the lobby as I was leaving, and Ted introduced me to Colin
Murray. I said cannily, “Ah yes; I know you under another name,” a
remark that didn’t bring the response I’d anticipated. I was thinking of
Colin Middleton Murry, who writes as “Richard Cowper” (pronounced
“Cooper”, I’m told). Oh well; uh... so it goes.

Perhaps I should interject a note here to explain that I’m likely to
forget some names and get some others quite wrong as I write here. It
seems to be unavoidable when trying to reconstruct from memory the
events of a chaotic convention. Last year, for instance, in my report on the
worldcon in Phoenix, I mistakenly reported the presence of Terry Hughes
at dinner one evening even though he hadn’t attended the convention;
noticing my error within a few lines but being in a great rush to get the
report finished, I put in the next paragraph the name of Dan Steffan,
hoping to make up for having confused him with Hughes. However, the
person who’d really been involved in the second anecdote was Brad
Balfour. (You may be sure I had a confused letter from Terry Hughes after
that convention report appeared.)

The Hartwell/Pocket Books party did provide me a chance to talk
with Charles Platt, a real live English author even if he did live in New
York for a while. I’ve always liked him, even though deploring some of
the things he’s done. Speaking of which, I asked him straight out if it had
indeed been he who’d taken out a contract to have a pie thrown in Ted
White’s face a couple of years ago at a Lunacon; he said, “Actually, it
wasn’t so much a contract as a shareholders’ agreement... and I could have
sold three times as many shares as I did.” “Charles, that was a damned
tacky thing to do, you know.” “Well, it wasn’t as serious as people
thought. It was a continuation of a British convention tradition: Harry
Harrison and Brian Aldiss, who are good friends, had thrown pies in each
other’s faces at a couple of conventions.” (This was true, as Peter Roberts’
article on British conventions in the Programme Book testified.) “It was a
rotten thing to do anyway,” I said. “Ted’s clothes were ruined and he had
to send them to the cleaners.” Platt nodded. “I wish Ted had sent me the
bill; I’d have paid it.”

Friday morning cane up sunny and warm, so a bunch of people
decided to walk to the Royal Pavilion for a tour of that fabled pleasure
palace. Let’s see: there were me and William Rotsler, Boyd Raeburn,
Susan Wood, Len Wein, Joe Staton and a few more. When we came to the
edge of the Pavilion’s grounds, half a dozen of our group unholstered their
cameras and began shooting film of the Indian-style architecture (which
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looks a bit better from a distance, by the way). Then we went inside for the
tour, which took us through room after room exquisitely decorated and
appointed in Oriental style: chandeliers with gold-sculpted dragons curling
over them, teak cabinets in the form of pagodas. Continental styles were in
evidence too, like the domed ceilings painted with sunlit clouds, Not
everything was superb art, of course, since a great amount of wealth
doesn’t automatically confer a great amount of taste, but the total effect
overwhelmed nitpicking. The Royal Pavilion struck me as a combination
of Versailles and Hearst Castle.

During the tour, by the way, we ran into Fritz Leiber, who introduced
us to Justin Leiber and his bride. Brighton and its Royal Pavilion struck me
as a Very Good Place for newlyweds to visit. (Fritz later told me that
Justin, his son, had met his bride-to-be [I told you I’d forget names] while
he was on vacation and writing the beginning of a science fiction novel;
she was vacationing and writing a novel too, so they fell to talking, and to
reading the days’ outputs to each other, and...)

I was scheduled to moderate a panel at 1:00, so after the tour I left the
group and went back to the convention hotel. The panelists were Jack
Williamson, Manly Wade Wellman, Ted Sturgeon and Alfred Bester, and
in my introduction to the audience I said I’d been chosen as moderator
because I was the oldest. (Har har.) Our topic was “Fifty Years of Science
Fiction”, because the term had first appeared in print in 1929, having been
coined by Hugo Gernsback – “the man after whom the Nebula Awards
were named,” I said brightly, chuckle groan. Actually, the panel went very
well, largely because I realized early that if we talked about nothing but
how science fiction got named we’d run out of things to say within fifteen
minutes; so instead I steered the discussion to additional anniversaries, like
the fortieth anniversary of the first world convention, which Williamson
and Wellman had attended, and the fortieth anniversary of the first sf sales
of Bester and Sturgeon. It all came out rather neat and jolly, despite the
fact that (as I later learned, and thank God I didn’t know it at the time) two
of the panelists weren’t overly fond of one another.

My duty time over, I spent the afternoon in the bar, or wherever. Ran
into a bunch of the Australians among whom I’d spent two and a half
weeks in January: Robin Johnson, Allan Bray, Bruce Barnes, Merv
Binns... even John Foyster, the distinguished and acerbic GUFF delegate. I
reassured them that even though likeable Scandinavian fans kept trying to
paste SCANDINAVIA IN ’83 stickers on my forehead, I always declined.
(Actually, by this time it had occurred to me that though another
Australian worldcon could be terrific, and even one in Scandinavia could
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be fine, with the way the dollar’s been behaving internationally it might be
impossible four years from now for many Americans to attend any
overseas convention.) Mostly, though, I talked with whoever wanted to
talk with me (usually old friends like Alex Panshin or the Haldemans) or
who wanted an autograph, or whatever. Among the people who didn’t
want my autograph was Sid Coleman, my best friend, and I made a date
for dinner with him and his companion, Diana.

This dinner too turned out to be a bit of a disaster, though I suppose it
was my own fault. We’d chosen a small restaurant on the seaboard, and
Sid and Diana had sense enough to order seafood; I tried one of their
“Scottish steaks”, which was definitely a mistake. It was tough, and they’d
tried to ameliorate this by marinating the steak in vinegar; then they tried
to hide this with plum-sauce and mushroom, gravy. The result was tough
and tasted terrible. Never mind; I wasn’t that hungry anyhow, and the
conversation was delightful as it always is with Sid and Diana. She’s an
architecture buff, so I regaled her with descriptions of the Royal Pavilion.
As we talked, sitting at a window table half a block from the con hotel,
numerous fans and pros passed us on the way to the Meet-the-Authors
session, and most paused long enough to make gestures through the
window; I was most delighted by Larry Niven’s Regency dress, in which
he looked splendid. (I’ll bet the Heyer fans had a great time at this
convention.)

While we were eating or not-eating, in my case, our dinner, we were
missing the Meet the Celebrities Party, but oh well. I was told it had been
badly organized, that the fans couldn’t see the pros as they were
introduced, and that instead of running the introductions session for two
hours as announced, the Committee let the disco dance start after one hour,
thereby totally nullifying any opportunities for mingling between the
famous and the people who wanted to meet them. Jerry Pournelle
reportedly stood up and shouted over the disco music something to the
effect that this was an affront to the pros in attendance. Right on, Jerry,
though in my view it was a slap in the face of the fans much more than the
pros.

This was the only time I ever heard criticisms of the Committee’s
planning during this convention, which tells a lot about how well-run the
convention was. Really, I haven’t seen such a good job done by any
Committee since the Torcon. (And the Torcon had its problems too, such
as the Hugos that were presented sans rocketship at the banquet.)
Pournelle himself said about the same at the end of the convention.
Considering the fact that there were about 3,200 attendees, five times the
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largest number that had ever filled a British convention previously, this
speaks well for science-fictional foresight.

The parties that night began with the Seattle in ’83 bidding party,
which Sid and I visited for a while. There were few people we knew there,
though, so we went along to the Berkley-Putnam party, hosted by Vicki
Schochet and John Silbersack, etc. It was probably even more crowded
than the Hartwell/Pocket Books party the night before: I remember that at
one point I was driven out onto the balcony in search of air. There were so
many people trying to get out onto that balcony that I suggested people be
given numbers that would be called out whenever anyone came back
inside (or jumped). Ben Bova was out there; he told a KGB joke that I
loved, so I responded with my currently favorite “How many ______s
does it take to screw in a lightbulb?” Nobody jumped. (“How many Jewish
mothers does it take to screw in a lightbulb?” “Dunno.” “None, because
‘I’m all right, don’t worry about me, I’ll just sit here in the dark.’” [Even
WASPs have Jewish mothers.]) Talked with Asenath Hammond for a
while, then went back inside (“Number 58!” someone called), where I met
Ramsey Campbell, talked with Norman Spinrad, Hilary Bailey and Ted
White, who handed me one of his spiffy embossed silver business cards
for his new position as editor of Heavy Metal. Ted is now one of the most
highly paid sf-related editors in the business, a distinct contrast to his
history of zilch-money editorial jobs; one of the most frequent questions
asked during this convention was “Will success spoil Ted White?” Nah,
nothing could spoil Ted White.

Saturday effectively began with lunch with Vicki Schochet,
Berkley/Putnam’s main editor, who would be a good person even if she
weren’t important. She told me much about the current recession in U.S.
publishing, sales being down 12% or whatever, but since we’d agreed this
was to be a social conversation rather than a business one we quickly
segued to being Silly. I excused myself rather early on the grounds that I
had to go off and be a fan for a while: I was scheduled on a panel on
British fandom in the fifties on which I’d join Bob Shaw and Eric
Bentcliffe as the token foreigner. It was my first visit to the Fan Room,
which was surprisingly crowded, though I shortly discovered this was
partly because the Committee had at the last minute been forced to switch
venues for this so that in one (large) room we had a speakers’ table,
audience chairs, a bar, a few fan-hucksters’ tables and a number of
computer games. The atmosphere was a little like trying to discuss Seventh
Fandom in a Las Vegas casino.

Not that the audience was unreceptive; there were maybe thirty or
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forty people listening with varying decrees of fascination, from
comparatively new fans like Dave Langford and Dave Piper to the more
blase older fans like Boyd Raeburn and Ken Bulmer. One young fan even
came up to Bob Shaw before our panel and asked him to autograph a copy
of The Enchanted Duplicator. “I understand this is famous,” he said.
“Walter Willis wrote most of it,” Bob said as he signed; “the idea was
mine.”

Then, expertly guided by moderator Peter Roberts, Bob and Eric and
I proceeded to do the obligatory reminiscence number about Hyphen and
Triode, SuperManCons, Operation Fantast, Fanac and Brian Burgess. I
always wonder why audiences sit still for this stuff, especially since it’s
always punctuated by “Uh, I think that was in 1952, or was it in Leeds?”
and “Then the funniest thing happened, but I can’t tell you about that!” But
Terry Hughes beamed happily throughout, and even Boyd, whose À Bas
we forgot to mention, didn’t shuffle his feet much.

Afterward I signed autographs – how nice to have Innuendos thrust
before me instead of copies of Warlord of Kor, especially since the fellow
with the Innuendos mentioned that he’d paid eight pounds a copy at the
auction for them. (Wish I’d saved the stencils.) As I was leaving I ran
across James White, who inducted me into Average Height Fandom, i.e.,
people six-feet-two or over. He mentioned that there was also an Average
Girth Fandom, and though I’m not yet eligible he added helpfully that one
can belong to both organizations simultaneously.

I spent the rest of the afternoon alternating between the bar and the
County Suite, where first Bob Silverberg then Lisa Tuttle (who kept being
called “Liza”) were giving readings from their works. I listened to their
introductory remarks (Bob, having been twitted by Susan Wood when she
introduced him, for his well-publicized retirement from writing, promised
never again to announce that he was quitting) then left when they began
reading, because I don’t believe being read-to allows me to judge anyone’s
work properly.

That evening was the occasion for the Gollancz champagne reception
at the Royal Pavilion, for which one had to have an engraved invitation to
get in. I walked over with Vonda McIntyre, and when we entered we were
formally announced: “Miss! Vonda! McIntyre!” “Mister! Terry! Carr!”
Then we went down the reception line of Gollancz people: “How nice to
see you.” “What a lovely occasion.” I believe everyone should have at
least one chance during life to be announced at the door; even if you’re
one of two hundred attendees, it’s really a trip.... During the reception,
servers kept coming by with plates of caviar and those-little-sandwiches-
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with-the-crusts-cut-off; also, our glasses of champagne kept being
unobtrusively refilled – so unobtrusively that some of us didn’t always
notice, with the result that some of us kept thinking we were still working
on our first glasses and thus not bombed out of our gourds – it was, after
all, before dinner. The reception lasted quite a while longer than scheduled
and I talked with lots and lots of real famous people let me tell you. The
most delightful meeting I had was with a young man who wore a name-tag
that said, “One of the McCaffrey entourage. (Lover of Anne McCaffrey’s
daughter)”, which I thought was pretty up-front; he said it saved him a lot
of time in explanations.

Toward the end of this I remembered that I’d arranged with Sid and
Diana to meet them for dinner at a seafood restaurant that had looked
promising, and that I was to bring a few people with me from the
reception. I grabbed Bob and Sadie Shaw, and another couple; we all made
our farewells to the hosts and proceeded to lurch several blocks to the
restaurant, where we arrived only twenty minutes late. I don’t name the
“other couple” because one of them was, alas, even drunker than most of
us – those cursedly unobtrusive champagne refills! – and as soon as he saw
the prices on the menu he set up a howl: “This is bloody outrageous! It’s
outrageous, do you hear, outrageous!” Well, the prices were a bit steep,
but after the high-style reception we’d just enjoyed I wasn’t in a mood to
protest, nor were any of the others in our group, including Sid and Diana,
who hadn’t been at the reception. “I won’t put up with it!” cried our friend;
but he did, calmed by Bob Shaw’s remark that the prices were no higher
than one would expect in a convention-hotel restaurant where we’d
presumably get poorer fare.

The food did turn out to be pretty good if not great, and while Sid was
calming our friend with his irresistible combination of intelligence and wit,
Bob leaned over to me and murmured in his wonderful Irish lilt, “X and
his wife are well known for creating scenes, you see. Once when Harlan
Ellison was giving a speech they heckled him so much that he had to stop
and sit down.” I regarded the gentleman with some awe thereafter, and as
we all sobered up the table conversation became much more civilized; the
dinner turned out to be enjoyable in the end.

(Later that night, Sid came up with a wonderful brief fantasy of
someone asking X what he thought of Harlan: “Oh, a nice chap, though a
trifle shy. But his table manners are quite good.”)

Back at the Metropole, we milled around in the bar for a while. Joyce
Scrivner came by and asked me if I wanted to be a supporter of the
Minneapolis in ’73 bid and I said I hadn’t yet decided on how I was going

242



to vote that far in the future, She said, “No no, not nineteen eighty-three –
this is for our bid for seventy-three, which we lost.” “Then why should I
pay you for a supporting membership?” “You don’t pay me: I pay you one
cent.” I took the Null-A pause, then muttered, “Best business deal I’ve
made all day.” She gave me a “post-supporting membership” card and a
penny, and I wandered off wondering how to declare this on my income
tax return.

Several of us decided to go up to the SFWA Suite to see what was
happening there; we found a large room filled with tables, chairs, liquor
and not too many people. We co-opted a table and stayed for the night’s
partying, our table being, um, chaired at various times by Sid, Ted White,
Susan Wood and Elinor Busby; Frank Brunner, the artist, was there for a
while, and Malcolm Edwards, etc. Mainly, this was the night we began
hearing of Brighton’s contribution to the tradition of closed-door pro
parties: several publishers had thrown parties to which only their authors
were admitted, or at best only people whose names were on a list held by a
given public relations person who guarded the door(s) like Cerberus. Some
truly startling tales reached our ears as one rejectee after another came to
the SFWA Suite. Joan Vinge, a Hugo winner, had been turned away from
the party of one publisher who’d brought out two of her books: someone
had forgotten to put her name on The List. Ian Watson, no slouch himself
as a writer, had been refused admittance to the Omni party; he protested
that Ben Bova himself had invited him, but the PR person muttered,
“Who’s Ben Bova?” as she shut the door. At another party, several
respected writers were turned away at the door and the PR person was
heard to grumble, “More American riffraff.” This led to quite a few people
wearing name-tags thereafter with the legend AMERICAN RIFFRAFF.

Some heroes emerged from these encounters: people who left such
parties in protest (Jacqueline Lichtenberg was one of these), and another,
Norman Spinrad, who controlled his temper while he tried to explain just
who these people were who were being sent away. In Norman’s case, there
was a somewhat happy ending because the Cerberus involved apologized
profusely the next day and insisted on giving him a free ticket to the
Banquet. I don’t think any reparations were made to the rejected people,
though.

Naturally we made jokes like “Arthur C. who?” and such. And I
mock-proudly told everyone who’d listen that I hadn’t been thrown out of
a single party at the convention, mainly because I hadn’t even heard of
them.

Some more strange rumors cane down from the Gollancz room-party.
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Reportedly Brian Aldiss had grown enraged at Charles Platt and chased
him into another room, from which loud cries and thumpings emerged;
when this blew over, Jerry Pournelle suddenly heard Platt’s name and he
took off after Platt, crying, “You called me a fascist in print! – I’m going
to sue!” This encounter too was quieted down, though Jerry was still
threatening to sue. (“Fascist” is evidently an actionable word in the United
States, even in literary criticism.)

That SFWA Suite party, despite or maybe partly because of the
energy generated by such rumors, was much fun and lasted till quite late.
As a result, Sunday began late for me: I ran into Norman Spinrad when the
Metropole coffee shop was between breakfast and lunch set-ups; Norman
was hurting due to food poisoning at a Chinese restaurant the evening
before and he wanted a tender breakfast. Janet Morris joined us, said she
knew just the place, and we went there. It proved to be as high-quality as
she’d promised, and we had a most enjoyable brunch. Janet was chagrined
because she’d just had a discussion with Bantam’s representatives about
what sort of covers to put on the reissues of her fantasy series; she hadn’t
been pleased with the covers on the first printings, not only because they
were poor art but also because they were sexist. “And the best idea anyone
could come up with for the new editions was to hire the artist who did the
Gor covers!”

She said she really just wanted simple covers this time, with a plain-
colored background on each and maybe the titles or bylines done in
embossed lettering, perhaps a small drawing. I thought about that, and
suggested that they contract with the sculptor Dale Enzenbacher to let
them use small photos of some of his fantasy figures – this would certainly
result in distinctive and attractive covers. She seemed to like this idea; but
as to whether or not anything will come of it...

Back at the Metropole, I ran into Tom Schlück, looking only slightly
older than he did when he won TAFF a dozen years ago; these days he’s a
translator and literary agent in Germany. As we were talking outside the
hotel a fellow came up to us and asked if the science fiction convention
was a closed meeting or anyone could go in; Tom said, “Certainly you can
join; just go right through the lobby to the registration desk on the left and
sign up. You’ll get to attend all the panel discussions and hear famous
authors reading from their works; there are lots of movies being shown,
rare books and magazines for sale, and thousands of people to talk with.
Don’t forget to go to the art show.” Tom pointed him in the proper
direction and the fellow ventured inside, looking a trifle bewildered. Tom
beamed after him; “Another one for our side,” he said.
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We went inside ourselves, and I came across Charles Platt, who
didn’t look very happy. “Uh... was that true, what I heard about Jerry
Pournelle threatening to sue you?” I ventured. He nodded. “It was so
stupid of me to use that word. It was just in a letter to Dick Geis, but I
should have known he’d publish it.” “Well, why don’t you offer to make a
public apology to Jerry?” Charles looked even more morose: “I did, but he
was too angry to be satisfied by that; I think he really will sue me.” I
thought for a minute and said, “Look, Jerry has a temper but he’s a
reasonable man. Try this: wait till after the convention, when Jerry’s
calmed down a bit, then write a public apology for Geis to print, and send
a carbon copy to Jerry along with a private apology. I think that would
take care of it.” Charles looked slightly more happy: “All right, I’ll try
that.”

I went off to lunch with John Bush, during which we discussed
methods that would allow him to publish The Best SF Novellas of the Year
in addition to The Best SF of the Year, which he’s been doing for several
years; we worked out some simple logistics that should make the system
work. Then I asked him about his room-party the night before: “I know
Jerry Pournelle was awfully angry at Charles Platt, but Brian Aldiss too?
Brian’s always been such a pleasant sort.” John chuckled: “Oh, Brian and
Charles were only kidding; Brian’s rather a cut-up, you see. When I went
into the other room where they were supposedly fighting, I found them
stomping their feet and pounding on the walls. It was a send-up.”

There was a SFWA Meeting scheduled about then, so when we’d
finished lunch I dashed off to the booksellers’ room, where I’d been
announced as holding an autograph session at the same time; I put a
message over the p.a. system canceling the autograph session, then hurried
to the SFWA Meeting. These things, as I’ve mentioned in reports on
previous conventions, are invariably long and dull, but matters of
monetary importance to me and everyone else in the sf field are usually
discussed and important decisions made, etc. – Not so this time, though:
the current SFWA administration under President Jack Williamson had
pretty much cleared up past problems, and there was no new business of
note. Each time someone rose to discuss an issue, Bob Silverberg would
point out that we had a committee to deal with that and we should wait for
its report. The SFWA Meeting ended in twenty-five minutes, much to the
surprise of all, including President Williamson, who remarked, “This must
be the shortest SFWA Meeting in history.”

I thought of going back to the book room to sign autographs, realized
this would entail another change-of-schedule announcement over the p.a.
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system, and went to the bar instead. I think this is known in pro circles as
maturity.

In the bar I was approached by a pleasant Italian man with a couple of
interpreters in tow; he introduced himself as Giuseppi Festino and I
recognized him as the excellent artist who’d done a splendid cover and
interior drawings for my novella “The Winds at Starmont” when it had
appeared in the Italian magazine Robot. I’d written to the editor saying I
wanted to buy the original painting but hadn’t heard anything further.
Festino managed to convey to me that the painting was on display in the
art show but was marked Not For Sale because he was reserving it for me.
I was amazed and delighted; I said I’d go look at the painting and if he’d
meet me the next day after a panel on which I was to appear, we could
discuss money then.

I think it was Ted White who gathered the dinner-party that night: he
and I, Sid and Diana, Brad Balfour and Susan Wood trekked off to an
Italian restaurant where Ted had eaten the night before. The food was
good, and if the waiters were a bit rambunctious in their kidding of the
patrons (“You want pepper in your soup? Okay, if you say so. There,
that’s enough? No? More? Okay, more pepper for the crazy Americans!”)
perhaps we were a bit rambunctious ourselves.... I think I talked mostly
with Brad Balfour, who tried to interest me in punk rock by using a lot of
journalist-ese: “...cuts to the essence of the Weltanschauung...” etc. He
couldn’t help it, since he’s working these days in such areas, but I kept
finding it funny.

On our way back to the Metropole we passed a Lebanese restaurant in
which we saw Ian Watson and his wife dancing around balancing water
glasses on their heads while Greg Benford, resplendent under a red fez,
clapped enthusiastically in time to the music. It was a very funny scene,
and maybe our party hadn’t been the only one that had become
rambunctious that evening.

The Hugo Awards ceremonies were presented separately after the
Banquet, and once again I got to exercise the one prerogative afforded
Hugo nominees who don’t have a prayer of winning: I had a reserved seat
in the second row along with William Rotsler, Susan Wood, Malcolm
Edwards and Pete Weston. William wanted to bet me that Harry Bell
would win as Best Fan Artist, but I declined to bet in a category in which
William was himself a nominee. He won the award, and when he came
back to his seat beaming I tried to take advantage of his elation by conning
him: “You owe me five rounds on our bet.” But he brushed aside the
gambit.
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Bob Shaw was the toastmaster, and he was as usual delightful and
witty. (He’d given a talk earlier that day that had kept about a thousand
fans, all that could fit into the main hall, chuckling and chortling for an
hour.) Bob is very popular in England and everywhere, so when Bob
Tucker announced that he’d won the Hugo for Best Fan Writer he got a
huge ovation. He jumped up and clicked his heels in delight.

The award for Best Fanzine wasn’t nearly as popular. Charlie Brown,
who’d had the grace to withdraw from Best Fanzine contention the
magazine from which he earns his living, announced the award, and his
slightly disgusted tone of voice when he opened the envelope and said,
“The winner is... Science Fiction Review” was worthy of a Best Dramatic
Presentation nomination itself. Few people applauded the award, and when
Charlie asked who’d accept for Dick Geis, no one came forth. Charlie
began inviting people by name to come up and accept the award, but each
shook his head. Finally, after three or four people had declined, Charlie
called on Fred Pohl, and Fred, probably fearing that the program would
never continue if someone didn’t accept, came forth. He said, “I’m pleased
to accept this award for Dick Geis, a man I’ve always respected... but not
much.” (Laughter; cheers.) “But by God I do enjoy reading his magazine,”
Fred added. The perfect touch of grace, I thought: Fred deserves a Best
Dramatic Presentation nomination too.

The Let’s Trash Dick Geis Session didn’t end there, though. Bob
Silverberg was called to the podium to present one of the other Hugos; he
mounted the dais carrying Geis’s award and said, “Before I present this
next award I want to take care of some unfinished business. Fred Pohl
accepted the award for Science Fiction Review and then dropped it into my
lap to take back to Dick Geis. I live in California; Geis lives in Oregon,
hundreds of miles away. I don’t feel like carrying this thing back in my
luggage – isn’t there anyone here who’s from Oregon who’ll come up and
take this?” Again there was a long wait, until someone did indeed come
forth – I don’t know who it was.... All in all, I think Dick Geis ought to
heed the portents and withdraw before things really get out of hand:
winning awards that are this publicly unpopular isn’t likely to do him
much good.

About this time someone pointed out to me that we were sitting
almost directly behind Christopher Reeve, the star of Superman. I was
startled and delighted: gosh, a celebrity from the real, or at least not strictly
science-fictional, world! I hadn’t thought the movie was any sort of
exemplar of sf moviemaking, nor am I in love with Christopher Reeve (as
so many women are), but I was glad to see that he’s every bit as tall and
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handsome in person as he is on the screen. He’s just as intelligent as his
performance suggested, too, for when the nominees in the Best Dramatic
Presentation category were read, The Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy got
an ovation much greater than that for Superman, and when Superman was
announced as the winner (by Gary Kurtz, the producer of Star Wars and its
forthcoming sequel), Reeve began his acceptance speech by saying, “After
hearing the applause for The Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy, I think this
award must have been rigged; I salute the producers of that show.”

The other awards? I applauded some, was chagrined by others; that’s
the usual state of affairs for all of us, isn’t it? I did at least feel vindicated
when Stephen R. Donaldson won the Campbell Award for Best New
Writer, even if he did beat Lizzy Lynn: after all, I’d predicted it more than
a year before.

Dave Hartwell was holding the Hugo Losers’ Party, so after a quick
trip to my hotel to pick up a fresh name-tag I went to the Pocket Books
Suite. Rotsler had given me two new name-tags the first day of the
convention; one said “CURRENTLY SPEAKING TO:” followed by ten
lines to be filled in, and the other was similar except that it said “NOT
SPEAKING TO:”. I chose the latter as more in keeping with a Hugo
Losers’ Party.

When I entered I ran into a bunch of women animatedly talking about
Christopher Reeve. “When I saw him, I just broke up laughing – all I could
think of was ‘Superman has come to the convention!’” said Ginjer
Buchanan.

“Vonda got invited to go and meet him at the Hugo winners’
reception the Committee’s holding,” Suzle Tompkins said. (Vonda
McIntyre had won the Best Novel award for Dreamsnake.) “When she
comes back, let’s tear her eyes out.”

Janet Morris said, “I don’t see why everyone’s making such a fuss.
Tall, handsome men are all assholes.”

“Not true,” I said. “Tall, handsome men are empathic, witty, terribly
sweet and highly intelligent.”

She fixed me with a withering little smile. “How would you know?”
(Actually, I was thinking of Fritz Leiber.)
I went inside, got a drink and wandered around talking with Sid

Coleman, Sherry Gottlieb, George Scithers and George Turner. Charles
Platt and I went out for more ice, but there was none to be had at that hour.
Returning to the party, I cornered Dave Hartwell and sold him three
books.... Doesn’t that sound impressive? In truth, I just asked him if he’d
like to publish the three volumes of New Worlds of Fantasy as a Gregg
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Press omnibus; he said sure and gave me two Brazil nuts as a down
payment.

Charlie Brown was talking with someone who spoke a line he wanted
to quote in Locus, but she said no, no, who’d care about what she said? –
whereas if Ben Bova had said it... Charlie nodded and went to the other
room to find Ben. “Ben, I have to borrow your name-tag for a minute.
Trust me: it’s important.” Ben somewhat bewilderedly handed it over;
Charlie went back and pinned it on the woman with whom he’d been
speaking. “Now say that again.” She did, and he wrote it down. (Then he
retrieved the name-tag, took it back to Ben and said, “Hell; even with this I
couldn’t get into the Omni party.”)

I was about to crash from lack of sleep, but on the way out I met
Cherry Wilder, whom I’d wanted to meet for years. (People never believe
that’s her name, and to some extent they’re right: it’s her “maiden name”.
Her married name is Cherry Grimm, and do you believe that?) She’s
Australian, now living with her husband in Germany and enjoying a
growing career as an sf writer. I somewhat blearily said hello and let’s-
talk-a-lot-later-when-I’m-awake, but she’d have none of that; she drew me
down to a seat and proceeded to chat away with so much energy that I
found myself waking up for a while. Cherry Wilder is a delightful person.
(She introduced me to someone as the first U.S. editor who’d published
one of her stories – “And the book didn’t sell at all. I ruined his book for
him!”)

Monday began late for me again, so my breakfast with Peter Nicholls
was really lunch. After that it was back to the Metropole for a panel on
which I appeared with Bob Sheckley and R.A. Lafferty, with Ian Watson
moderating; our title was “Madness and Metaphysics”, which Malcolm
Edwards had told me was really just an excuse to put four somewhat
individualistic writers on the dais and find out what we’d say. I didn’t feel
that this panel ever really got off the ground, due partly to the fact that
none of us seemed able to get a good handle on the subject, nor could we
get much interplay going between us because the p.a. system, which
perhaps had been altered for the Hugo ceremony the night before, made it
difficult for people on the dais to hear each other (though the audience
could hear us well enough). Lafferty in particular seemed to be saying
interesting things, but he was at the other end of the speakers’ table and I
couldn’t make out more than every third word; Watson was a little closer
to me, so I heard every second word from him, barely enough to enable me
to answer his questions with remarks that were somewhat close to the
subject.
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The whole program was taped by the Committee, who hope to issue a
book in which the convention’s proceedings will be transcribed; if they
manage to get it out, I’ll be interested to read what the other panelists were
saying. (There’s some problem involved in this, however, because
although the person doing the taping had been provided with 90-minutes-
per-side tapes specifically so he could record each panel or speech without
interruption, he chose to “save tape” by running each to the end and
turning the tape over during the proceedings, thereby losing a minute or
two of most. Malcolm, who’s a perfectionist, told me after the convention
that this lapse might make the transcriptions so spotty that such a book
would never be published. A pity if that happens, because there were lots
of program items that I missed attending and I’d like to read what was
said.)

In any case, the “Madness and Metaphysics” panel evidently wasn’t a
total success, because Bob Silverberg, who’d been in the audience and
thus had heard all of it, came up to me afterward and said, “You know, that
panel had great potential...” “Little of which was realized,” I finished for
him, and he nodded.

After that panel I was swamped by people looking for autographs –
no doubt a result of my aborted autograph session the day before. I led
them into the next room, where a bar and refreshment stand was set up,
and signed my name a lot, noticing that here at the end of a five-day
convention my signature was becoming noticeably less recognizable.
Giuseppi Festino appeared with interpreters. I’d visited the art show and
found that I liked his “Winds at Starmont” painting in the original almost
as much as in reproduction; I’d also noticed that he had two standard
prices for those paintings that were for sale, so I offered him the higher
price and he accepted. He also gave me, free, my choice of either of the
two interior illustrations; I chose the one of the protagonists flying up
Starmont because it was just as well done as the other and impressed me
because I’d described their artificial wings as being one molecule thick
and he’d followed that description so faithfully that the fliers seemed to
have nothing but the wing-struts to keep them aloft. It’s an odd-looking
drawing, but completely realistic for the story – most artists would have
drawn butterfly wings or something, but Festino reads the stories he
illustrates.

I went back into the main hall to listen to the “Future of SF” panel,
which featured Joe Haldeman, Jack Chalker, Norman Spinrad and Bob
Silverberg. I found it very interesting, largely because they were talking
about the recent spate of “illustrated novels” and such as an indication of
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the illiteracy that’s taking over the world, so I stayed for the duration.
Chalker had some particularly good comments on this, though they were
slightly undermined by his own shaky grammar.

For dinner that evening I went back to the Italian restaurant where I’d
been the previous evening; this time I was accompanied by John Foyster,
Jenny Bryce and Terry Hughes. Egad, the GUFF and TAFF delegates at
the same time! Their reputations certainly aren’t undeserved: I think this
was the most enjoyable dinner/conversation I had during the whole
convention. (Jenny Bryce is a favorite person of mine too: she has a lilting,
almost sibilant accent that’s a delight to hear; I do believe she could read
The Book of Job and make it sound like a lark.)

Returning to the Metropole, we found seemingly everybody milling
around in the bar and lobby, awaiting some word on who was going to put
on the dead dog party. Brian Aldiss had invited me to one earlier, but he
seemed to be having second thoughts. Eventually Jon Stopa said what the
hell, I’ll throw a party, and that news must have spread like wildfire, for
when Brad Balfour and I went up there ten minutes later we found his not
very large room completely packed with people. I spent most of my time
there in the foyer, where I ran into... Bob Tucker! He does exist after
sundown! He even had a bottle of Jim Beam with him, and I got to share
the “smoooooooooth” ceremony with him for the first time (and the
second, and the third...). I’d been initiated into this seven months earlier in
Australia by Merv Binns and others – Tucker had left a cultural legacy
behind him – but this was my first time with The Master: he has more
precise moves than his followers.

One of the people at that party was Cherie Wilkerson, who’d been
one of the writers I’d taught at Clarion last year; she seemed a bit puzzled
by this ceremony but she managed to take part pretty well. Since this was
the third convention at which I’d seen her since the workshop, I indulged
my curiosity by asking her what her aims were in attending conventions;
she said she was trying to get a feeling for what sf fans are like and what
they want to read. “I did some research on fandom first, like reading the
article you wrote for F&SF fifteen years ago, and The Immortal Storm. I’m
a little puzzled, because everybody seemed to be saying fans are much
more intelligent than most, but they seem to be just people, with maybe
more weirdos than most groups have.” Naturally I got defensive: “Well, a
convention’s no place for a lot of extended intellectual conversations.
Besides, I wrote that article before the barbarian invasion of Trekkies and
UFO nuts.” (Cherie, by the way, has the taste to pronounce her name
“Sherry”.)
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When that party began to approach critical mass, I decided to try my
luck at the Aldiss party, which I heard had started by then but was limited
to just a few people. My last chance to get thrown out of a party at
Brighton, I thought – but Brian welcomed me in to a large room where
perhaps ten people were chatting quietly (quite a contrast to the Stopa
party). I talked with Joan Benford, and with Greg a little, then with Drew
White of Galileo. Charlie and Mary Ryan of Galileo were also there. It
was very late by this time, though, so the party wound down before long
and I toddled off to sleep.

...Which is essentially all he wrote about Seacon. Monday I checked
out of my hotel, took a walk on the one Brighton pier (of two) that wasn’t
yet condemned as unsafe, and drove up to London with Malcolm and
Chris Edwards, at whose house I was to spend two days while I chatted up
London editors and publishers, did a little touristing, etc. Unfortunately,
the first evening there I came down with one of those 36-hour killer flus,
so I missed most of Chris Priest’s “canine zombie” party, and a big
luncheon for editors and writers the next day, and never got any touristing
at all done. So much for my earlier self-congratulations on my carefully
maintained good health. Thursday morning, the first time I felt halfway
competent to live, I caught a plane for home.

(Before I became unbearably ill Tuesday night, Chris did take me
through the garden behind his apartment to the vast field beyond a line of
trees. “This is where World War II was won,” he said. Remembering a
little history for a change, I asked, “You mean this is the playing field of
Eton?” “No, I’m afraid it’s only the playing field of Harrow, but Churchill
mentioned both, you know.” So I guess I did get to see one of the historic
sights of London after all.)

I read an issue of Analog on the way home, but it struck me as pretty
dull stuff after the excitement of England’s largest convention.

November 1979
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Greater Realities

or How to Write Science Fiction Without
Knowing Much About Science

“You write science fiction?” said a New York cabbie to me recently. “Hey,
you must know all that stuff about physics and space travel and all.
Lemme ask you –”

“I don’t really know much about science,” I said nervously,
preoccupied at that moment in a time-and-motion analysis of the traffic
around us, specifically whether or not we’d be able to complete the left
turn he’d just started in front of an oncoming truck.

We made it with eyelashes to spare. The cabbie said, “Well, the thing
is, I’ve been wondering about some of this Erich von Däniken stuff....
Yeah, I know everybody says he’s a fraud, but how can you explain that
Egyptian scientist who figured out the circumference of the Earth when
most people still thought it was flat?”

The cabbie cut off a bus and made it through a light that hadn’t quite
completed its red shift. I tried to concentrate on the conversation.

“Actually I think he was a Greek, but he did work it out to within 1%
or so,” I said, and went on to explain how measuring the lengths of
shadows cast by poles of identical lengths hundreds of miles apart
latitudinally at the same time of day had enabled that ancient geometer to
determine the curvature of the Earth and extrapolate from that.

“And you claim you don’t know about science?” said the cabbie.
“Well,” I said, “I think I read that in an Isaac Asimov column.” And I

realized that at least I do maintain a layman’s interest in science and
research. Anybody who’s interested in science fiction undoubtedly does;
that’s why the SF magazines have so frequently featured articles and
columns about science – by Asimov, de Camp, Willy Ley, Jerry Pournelle,
or Avram Davidson’s delightful exegeses of forgotten lore.

Besides, most science fiction writers know a lot of their fellow
writers, and a number of SF fans too – and among those writers and
readers are quite a few people who do know a lot about this or that branch
of science. Some of them are working scientists themselves. Conversations
at science fiction parties aren’t usually about the intricacies of science –
more often they’re about book advances, football, or sex – but science is
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one of our common interests and the subject does come up. I can
remember chatting with friends in the past few months about the Alvarez
theory that the dinosaurs died as a result of a gigantic meteorite strike,
about research into the workings of amphibian ears, and about a new
translation of Freud’s basic writings that sheds light on some interesting
misconceptions about his work.

And of course I do read things other than science fiction, including
magazines such as Scientific American and Science, and books on popular
science. Like most SF writers, I collect reference books on everything
from paleoanthropology to quasars; when ideas for stories come to me it’s
not unthinkable to look up some facts, as I did for “The Winds at
Starmont”, a novella about individual human flight on a low-gravity
planet. For that story I read a book on the history of flight, consulted a
translation of da Vinci’s notebooks, and a few other things.

Owning your own library isn’t really necessary, though. When I
wrote a story called “Brown Robert” I based it on the realization that time
travel would be impractical (even if paradoxes could somehow be
prevented) because a time traveller who hopped a hundred years or even a
minute into the future or past would appear not on Earth but somewhere in
space. My story included the data that “...the Earth moved around the sun
at about eighteen and a half miles a second and for that matter the whole
solar system seemed to be moving at about twelve miles a second toward a
point in the constellation Hercules.”

That’s not the sort of detail you might expect from a writer who
knows little about science, especially considering that when I wrote the
story I’d just moved and didn’t have any reference books with me. But
there was a public library only a few blocks away, so I went there to look
up the information.

For another story I wrote about the same time, I needed to know how
long ago Cro-Magnon man first developed. In that case I went to the phone
and called the Museum of Natural History... which led to a peculiar
conversation, as the switchboard operator tried to determine which curator
she should ring for me. When I told her my specific question, she said
brightly, “Oh, then I’ll switch you to our Cro-Magnon man.” I thought this
was a wonderful way of getting right to the source.

Sometimes I’ve relied on friends for scientific information. When I wrote
“The Dance of the Changer and the Three”, I had to invent a planet
containing quantities of rare elements that would make it an attractive site
for expensive and dangerous mining operations. I postulated a gas-giant
with a solid core and a “surface” of howling winds and swirling seas of
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molten elements and compounds. But before I submitted the story, I
showed my draft to Poul Anderson, who knows much more about planet-
building than I do; he made a couple of suggestions and I incorporated
them into the final version.

These are rather obvious ways of making the science in a story more
authentic, and they’re frequently used by people writing stories about
subjects with which they’re not too familiar. But any of these methods will
take time in addition to that you devote to the writing itself, and a certain
amount of good fortune: not everyone will have a friend nearby who’ll be
able and willing to check a story’s facts, for instance. For writers who
don’t have such friends, or who don’t know just where to look things up
quickly, there’s an alternative: leave the science out.

That may sound like heresy, but let’s take a look at the nature of science
fiction. There are all sorts of definitions, ranging from those that call for
rigid extrapolations of scientific knowledge to those that scarcely
differentiate science fiction from fantasy – often the term “speculative
fiction” is substituted in these latter. Robert A. Heinlein coined that term
over forty years ago, and though he’s usually considered a “hard science”
writer he’s sometimes taken liberties like writing about time travel and
faster-than-light drives, neither of which is very congruent with current
scientific concepts.

But we all accept these devices, don’t we? After all, they provide
opportunities for fascinating stories, and that’s really the bottom line.
When we read (or write) tales of visiting ancient Galilee or star federations
uncomplicated by distance we accept these apparent impossibilities
without a qualm; we tell ourselves that maybe sometimes people will
figure out ways to make the impossible possible.

That’s certainly been done many times before – one era’s “fact” can
become naive fancy to scientists with further knowledge. Today we know
that heavier-than-air machines can fly, that living bodies contain almost
invisible organisms that may be parasites or symbiotes, that our planet is
not perfectly spherical nor are its magnetic poles the same as its
geographic ones. There are more ringed planets than were dreamt of in our
philosophy scant years ago, and Venus isn’t a jungle planet anymore.

Such changes in scientific knowledge have turned stories that were
perfectly acceptable as science fiction when they were written into obvious
fantasies today, without a word of them having been changed. Their status
is in the eyes of the readers and the accepted facts of the time when the
stories are read. People were willing to believe Jules Verne’s method of
sending a spaceship to the Moon by firing it out of a cannon, and Ray
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Cummings’s concept of atoms whose orbiting particles were entire planets
in microminiature was acceptable as startling speculation. Today we know
them to be impossible.

Conversely, telepathy and telekinesis were considered fantastic
concepts in the early decades of this century, but more recent research into
the abilities of the human mind suggests that such powers may not be
totally impossible after all. I’ve even read a serious paper by a psychiatrist
who included, in his interpretation of patients’ dreams, the assumption that
some of them might be precognitive, complete with traumas from the
future. An interesting story could be fashioned around that notion.

Does all this mean that science fiction writers should feel free to play fast
and loose with scientific knowledge, on the theory that everything that’s
considered true today is likely to turn out to be nonsense in a few decades?
Certainly not. For the key to science fiction writing is the author’s ability
to convince readers, at least for the duration of a story, that the events
described could logically happen, and believable extrapolations must start
from current concepts.

Arctic tunnels to the center of the Earth won’t convince anyone these
days, nor will visions of Venus populated by dinosaurs. If you really must
write about such things, you’d better put your planet in some other solar
system, where we might reasonably expect to find worlds that are
Earthlike but with intriguing differences.

The important commandment in this kind of writing is, Don’t beg the
question. Don’t try to get away with specific scientific theories that are
clearly nonsense. Remember that readers want to be entertained and they’ll
meet you halfway for the sake of a “good yarn”. They’ll usually go along
with you if you tell them that stars are sentient beings or that silicon aliens
have learned English by watching TV broadcasts from Earth for a few
years (how much Swedish do you know after seeing a dozen subtitled
Bergman movies?). But if you try to justify these assumptions, they’ll see
right through your fumbling explanations.

Better by far to leave out the science entirely.
I’ve managed to write successful stories about things like an

impossibly overcrowded Earth where people simply choose not to see or
feel most of their elbow-crowding neighbors, about an alien race that
“remembers” the future as well as the past, and more. Fritz Leiber wrote a
delightful story about ghosts on a space station; Robert Silverberg’s short
story about a robot that was elected Pope won a Nebula Award; and even
Frank Herbert’s Dune was set on a planet whose oxygen atmosphere
apparently came from nowhere.
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The essence of science fiction is not that it presents the likeliest futures,
but rather that its futures are plausible for the duration of each story. Like
all fiction, science fiction is built on esthetics more than anything else, and
that’s as it should be. Fiction is about people’s responses to life’s
problems, ironies, and ambiguities; at its best, any kind of fiction is
directed at the emotions. Science fiction has gone further than most fiction
in realizing that intellectual interest is a form of emotion, that science can
be the basis of good stories because its fascination is a strong emotional
response that blends with feelings of hope, fear, and beauty.

Science fiction isn’t really about science – in truth, it’s about the
esthetics of science. Logic has its own beauty: the neat symmetry of
Newton’s Laws of Motion, or the cool equations of evolution. Plato’s
ideals were an early attempt to celebrate the logic of the universe; and
since his time we’ve learned that the universe is infinite and so is the
delight of its expanding possibilities.

Even pure fantasy stories, at their best, show the fascination of logic.
The best fantasies present readers with a single fantastic concept and
proceed to explore its consequences as rigorously as any science fiction
story would; a writer who presents a vampire on page one and then tells us
on page twenty that the vampire can also teleport is cheating readers,
because the rules of the story are lost. As H.G. Wells said, “If anything is
possible, nothing is interesting.”

It’s this logic, this playing-by-the-rules, that makes any imaginative story
fascinating, and it’s particularly important in science fiction. Readers may
accept a planet full of witches, but only so long as the events of the story
are believable as consequences of its premises. Even a magic planet will
have its own particular ecology and history, and the sociology and myths
of such a world can be fascinating indeed.

This is why we’ve had so many successful novels and stories that
have come to be labeled “science fantasy”. Readers want to experience
wonders through the printed page, and though they don’t think about
theories of esthetics when they pick up a book or magazine, their
responses to what they read will be prompted by such things. The number
of equations per page won’t concern them; the pleasures of exciting,
involving ideas will.

The special esthetic of science fiction lies in its world-view, the
Weltanschauung of a universe ordered by rules that have their own beauty
and fascination. This grander view raises a story from a simple account of
heroic deeds or perhaps painful emotions to an intimation of the whole of
reality, why it works and how.
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Science fiction fans have spoken and written for decades about what
they call the “sense of wonder”; what they’re referring to is a feeling of
understanding the greater reality, and the awed delight that it brings.
Consistent future histories such as those of Heinlein, Niven, or Cordwainer
Smith give us this delight, as does the far-future world of Gene Wolfe’s
Book of the New Sun series. Even science fiction about depressing worlds
and experiences can give us a feeling of the grander view by making us
realize that cataclysms and pain too are intrinsic parts of the whole.
Consider Olaf Stapledon’s cycles of growth and decay in Last and First
Men, or James Tiptree, Jr.’s “The Psychologist Who Wouldn’t Do Awful
Things to Rats”, which is so powerful because it contrasts scientific
inquiry with larger questions of ethics.

It’s because science fiction deals with the big questions, the triumphs and
failures of human beings (and others) in an infinite universe, that people
are drawn to it; the details, specific scientific extrapolations included, can
be anything that serves the purpose. John W. Campbell, when he was once
pressed for a definition of science fiction, said simply, “A science fiction
story is one that satisfies my urge to read science fiction.”

A science fiction story must be believable, but there are many ways
by which the most fantastic notion can satisfy this aim. James Blish used
biological speculation to write a science fiction story about werewolves in
“There Shall Be No Darkness”; Richard Matheson, in his novel of a future
world overrun by vampires, relied on everyday detail and the sheer pace of
his story to carry readers along; in “The Stainless Steel Leech”, Roger
Zelazny employed the conviction of allegory to tell of a future in which
humans had died and a vampiric robot was left to prey on its fellows.

All of them produced outstanding stories, but not even Blish’s would
stand up to determined scientific analysis. What they had in common was
sheer writing talent, and here we come to the crux of the matter. You may
know a whole lot about science, but unless you’re able to write well
enough to make your data and speculations into a story that will stimulate
fascination in readers you won’t be able to write science fiction
successfully. Any editor can tell you about hundreds of stories that were
scientifically sound but unpublishable because they were clumsily written,
or the characters were unbelievable, or – as I’ve sometimes said in
rejection letters – the stories just didn’t sing.

Conversely, every editor alive has published stories that were built on
premises that any schoolchild could pick apart, but which worked because
the writers’ art, craft, and vision satisfied that basic science fiction urge for
the sense of wonder.
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I can’t tell you how to do that in a short article, and even the many
books that have appeared advising writers on the techniques of sf writing
can give you only general guidelines, but there’s one more point that must
be made about the importance of science in science fiction. Yes, using
scientific details in a story is a very good way of convincing readers that
the tale to be told is worth their attention – but often such details can
actually be detrimental, because they’ll be obviously inappropriate.

A writer today setting a story on an airplane doesn’t include
explanations of aerodynamics; and in most cases it shouldn’t be necessary,
when writing about spaceships, to detail how they work either. Such
explanations can undermine the feeling of reality: people of the future
wouldn’t need to be told these things, so it’s obvious that when they
appear in a science fiction story they’re directed solely at people who
aren’t part of that future world – and the effect is to distance the reader
from the fictional experience.

Science fiction readers already know how spaceships work, anyway;
or at least they can and will do their own scientific extrapolations. So
unless you have something dramatically new to offer, it’s usually more
effective to leave out the science.

Science isn’t precisely what people want to read about, remember;
what they’re after is the scientific consciousness, the grand view. And
even if you don’t know a quasar from a quark, and you have no way of
checking the facts, still... if you can write stories that make readers believe
they’ve touched the greater reality, you’ll do very well indeed.

Just be sure to leave out the quasars and quarks. There’s no sense of
wonder for anyone reading about a “greater reality” that’s obvious
nonsense.

January 1983
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The Sharks of Elron
[...] But the weirdest publishing offer came to me when I was at Orycon in
November. I was at a party in Robert Adams’s room when Ted Sturgeon
came in. We greeted each other and he said, “Terry, it’s criminal that you
don’t write more than you have lately.” I said, “You of all people don’t
have the right to tell me that,” but he just laughed: “I just wanted to get
you to nag me. Let me introduce you to this gentleman here; this is Fred
Harris and you two want to talk with each other. I’ll leave it to you to find
out why.” He went away.

So I said hello to Harris, a slim, rawboned fellow in his late twenties,
and Harris said, “I work for Author Services, Inc.; we represent L. Ron
Hubbard and we’re looking for a good editor. Ted tells me you’re the
best.” I allowed as how Sturgeon was very kind. “LRH has written a new
novel,” Harris said. “It’s well over a million words long and we need
someone to edit it for publication as twelve separate books. Would you be
interested in doing the job?” I said the first thing that came into my head:
“No.”

“Well, don’t decide too soon,” he said, and went on to describe the
project, which involved making the novel into a serial to be published in
book form, with thoughts of filming it as a television series. They had a
publisher lined up – Bridge Publications, which had published all of
Hubbard’s nonfiction from Dianetics on – and it was obviously going to be
a major publishing endeavor. “So what would it take to make you change
your mind and say yes?”

I grabbed a daunting figure out of the air: “Eighty thousand dollars.”
But Harris didn’t even blink; he just wrote it down in his notebook. I

said, “I can recommend some other editors who might do the job for less,
if you’d like.” He shook his head. “The money isn’t necessarily the most
important thing,” he said enigmatically. “Let me talk with the people at
ASI and maybe we’ll get back to you.”

I chuckled about this all the way back from the convention.
$80,000.00? That kind of money is way out of my league, even in a good
year. When I told Carol about the conversation I told it as a funny story.
She laughed with me, but then she looked bemused and said, “How
much?” I told her again. “I could buy a computer,” she said, and began to
breathe hard. Carol’s been wanting a computer for a year or more; she’s
been almost fixated on the subject. “But,” she said, “would you really want

260



to take on such a big job? How long would it take you to do it?” I said,
“Probably six months; maybe even longer if I have to shift scenes and
restructure the story to make each book into a coherent unit.” “Don’t you
think you’d hate it?” “Christ yes. That’s well over a million words – I
think he said one million, a hundred and eighty thousand. And it’s
Hubbard’s writing. If he was as self-indulgent in this as he was in
Battlefield Earth it might take me six months just to do the basic line-
editing. I’d probably have to cancel some projects I had planned...”

I stopped. “Wait a minute. This isn’t going to happen. Don’t get me
started making plans.”

Then the phone rang. A man introduced himself as Doug Hay of
Author Services, Inc.; he’d been talking with Fred Harris and he wanted
me to fly down to Hollywood to discuss the project with the people there.
They would pay my expenses, pick me up at the airport, etc. I said okay.

When I told Carol about this, her eyes grew wide and I could see that
they’d changed color: they were now illuminated by green phosphor-dots.

So I called Bob Silverberg to tell him what was happening and get
some advice about what kind of contract to ask for. He said, “You should
have asked for more money.” But he gave me some good suggestions.
Then I called Harlan Ellison and asked if I could have dinner with him that
evening and spend the night at his house. He said sure, and added, “Be
careful what you sign – those Scientologists are sharks.” I promised to try
not to get blood all over his doormat when I showed up.

So I flew down to Burbank, where Doug Hay met me and drove me
into Hollywood, took me to lunch at a nice restaurant, thence to the ASI
offices in a spiffy building where they occupied what looked to be a whole
floor. There were photos of Hubbard on the walls, along with those of
other writers like Hemingway, London, Fitzgerald, Twain, etc.; I don’t
know what this signified. He led me into a comfortable conference room
whose furnishings included a large glass case in which old pulp magazines
featuring Hubbard’s stories were displayed; the central item was a battered
old Underwood manual typewriter with a card next to it identifying it as
the machine on which Hubbard had written his stories in the 1930s.

A variety of people came in and were introduced, chief among them
Len Forman, Executive Director of Bridge Publications. Fred Harris too
was there for most of the meeting, which lasted a little over an hour. They
all seemed like pleasant people and they treated me like a visiting
dignitary; I didn’t get the impression that they were Scientologists, though
they all had an obvious respect for Hubbard, to whom they invariably
referred as “LRH”. One fellow, late in the meeting, did ask me what I
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thought of Scientology; I said I’d never investigated it myself but I knew a
few people who had gone that route for a while and had apparently felt
they’d gotten something out of it, which seemed to satisfy him.

Mainly I was shown a couple of Xeroxed manuscripts of the new
book, which Hubbard had already broken down into twelve books; the
overall title was Mission Earth, which didn’t impress me with its
originality. Glancing through the mss., I found them to be clean pulp
prose, perhaps crude in style but quite serviceable for what it was.

Forman, a distinguished-looking white-haired man, asked me how
familiar I was with “LRH”’s fiction and I said nice things about Fear and
To the Stars, plus the stories he’d written as “René Lafayette”. They
seemed satisfied with my knowledge of Hubbard’s fiction-writing
background. At the end of the interview Forman said, “Well, I guess we’ve
covered everything except your fee for editing the books.” I said, “I think
we covered that earlier and settled on eighty thousand dollars.” Harris
nodded and Forman made a note. “We want to get started on this as soon
as possible; we’ll get a contract to you within the week and we’ll send you
two copies of the manuscript.” The discussion was completed and
everybody left; shortly thereafter Doug Hay drove me up to Harlan’s
house.

As usual, Harlan had several people visiting, among them Terry
Dowling from Australia. We played pool in Harlan’s game room, went to
dinner at a Mongolian Barbecue place (Harlan paid for all of us), then
returned to Ellison Wonderland and played some more pool till the wee,
small hours when everyone went home. I could spend several pages
describing the delights of Harlan’s house, which I love, but that isn’t
germane here. The next day I flew home and told Carol all systems were
go, and she immediately began reading computer manuals and magazines,
calling friends who already had computers, and eventually settled on
buying the IBM-PC, which had everything she wanted except a decent
keyboard. She ordered one then, so that she wouldn’t have too long a wait
for it. We also ordered a Canon copier for me, because I decided if I was
going to do this job I wanted to get a toy for myself out of it.

Then we waited for the contract to come from ASI, and when after
two weeks it hadn’t arrived – they’d told me they wanted to get started on
the project as soon as possible – I called them. None of the people I’d
talked with was there. I left call-back messages over several days in the
first half of December, but nothing resulted from them. During that period
I began hearing from Informed Sources that ASI had also interviewed
several other people for the job, and had told them the same thing they’d
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told me: that the deal in each case was definite and they could expect a
contract momentarily. I became suspicious and worried, and continued to
call ASI with no results.

Finally, late in December, Len Forman called me. He said, “I just
want to set your mind at ease. We’ve decided to do the editing as an in-
house project, so don’t worry, we didn’t hire another editor instead of
you.” I was a bit stunned: “You told me very definitely that I had the job,
Len.” He said, “You mean no one’s corrected that? Oh dear, I hope you
haven’t been inconvenienced.” I told him I’d been inconvenienced a whole
lot and I thought I should be paid at least a kill-fee. “I’ll have to discuss
that with people here; I’ll get back to you soon,” he said, and hung up.

But he didn’t call me again, and my calls to ASI went unanswered...
until early January, when Fred Harris called and said, “I hear you’re
annoyed at us. I’m afraid I haven’t been keeping in touch with these
matters; what’s the problem?” I told him, rather vehemently, what the
problem was, including the fact that they’d stiffed Dave Hartwell and
Algis Budrys in the same way. “This kind of business practice,” I said, “is
what’s politely called unprofessional.” He said, “I see what you mean; I’ll
have to check into it and call you back.” I said, “Before you go away, just
tell me this: You were in the room when we discussed the project – didn’t
you hear Len Forman tell me I’d have the contract the next week?” He said
he had, and added, “This is very disturbing to me. Let’s face it, I’m the one
who gets sent to science fiction conventions, so I have to coexist with you.
Believe me, I’ll call you back in the next few days.”

That conversation took place nine days ago, but I haven’t heard a
word from Harris or any of the other Hubbard people. Maybe I’ll get a call
from them an hour from now or in a few days and they’ll make nice by
paying me a kill-fee – and paying the others too, as I suggested would be
appropriate. But in the circumstances, I hope you’ll forgive me for
doubting it.

Sharks. It’s well known that they’re stupid.
January 1984
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Corflu II
We all know how sf conventions have become Impossible in the last
decade or so because so many non-print-media fans go to them and clog
the halls with bodies (and mouths) inhabited by people dressed in
costumes from sci-fi movies or comics. No matter how high their ears
point or how tight their Princess Leia buns are, these 80s fans aren’t quite
what most of Us mean when we say “fan”, and besides, they usually think
fanzines consist of articles on the supposed sexual relationships between
the parents of the heroes and the parents of the villains. Maybe they’re
right about heroes and villains coming from the same genetic stock, but
who cares – that’s been true among fanzine fans for decades, or it might as
well have been, and despite that we haven’t had any villains lately except
for those we refuse to talk about.

Corflu-the-convention was invented last year to bring fanzine fans
back together again, to give them a place to party and even talk sercon
when they wished, without all them other people. Corflu I was held at the
Claremont Hotel in Oakland CA and was a terrific convention; there were
a little more than a hundred people there, but everyone was a fanzine fan
and therefore a real person. Everyone knew each other already except lots
of us knew the others only because we’d read their fanzines. The parties
were great anyhow: not only did all of us meet people we’d theretofore
known only through fanzine print but also there were a lot of people who
dropped by at the parties whether or not they’d ever had anything to do
with fanzine fandom. There were, in fact, people who came with their
wives, husbands, or friends just for the parties; they had never walked the
walk but they could talk the talk after about half an hour. Corflu I was a
great convention.

Which made a lot of us wonder if Corflu II could be even nearly as
good: the novelty was passed so we might not have people dropping in for
a night of partying, and this year’s Corflu (February 1 to 4) was held in
Napa, an hour or so north of here, which would further cut down on the
attendance, for psychological reasons if none other; it makes a difference,
when you’re considering dropping in at a convention for an evening or a
day, whether the con’s going on a mile up the street or in some town an
hour away. If you’re thinking of going to it from New York or even
Cincinnati, you’re probably given pause because there won’t be any
shuttle buses from the airport to this town where the convention is.
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But we needn’t have worried. Last year’s Corflu was so much fun
that it got a lot of word-of-mouth advertising, so that this year everyone
came back who could, plus quite a number of others. Ted White and Dave
Hartwell came from the east coast, Bill Bowers came from the Midwest,
and Phil Palmer came from England. We had our usual contingent of fans
from Seattle and Vancouver, and Elmer Perdue maintained the fannish
honor of Los Angeles. Altogether there were close to a hundred people
there.

I drove up with Ted White and Dick Ellington, arriving about 1:00
p.m. on Friday. Debbie Notkin was handling convention registration; she
handed each of us a “badge”, which in this case was a disc on a small
chain to be worn around the neck. I quickly joined the clasp behind my
neck and Debbie said, “You know, you’re the first man who’s been able to
do that; I usually have to do it for them.” I said smugly, “Hey, I wore a lot
of ankhs in the late sixties.”

We went to the function room where the program book was set out on
a long table and collated our own copies. This became an instant tradition
last year at Corflu and makes a lot of sense to me: why should the con
committee have to collate them for a bunch of fanzine fans who could
probably do it in their sleep? (And probably some of them did, the second
morning.) There were eighteen pages, neatly done on a copier, with a
cover by Jay Kinney, the usual necessary information like a guide to
nearby restaurants, plus seven pages of reprinted and new material on
“Origins of the Fan Ghods” by Don Wollheim, Jack Speer, Art Rapp, Elst
Weinstein, and Charlie Belov. I thought it was an appropriately
imaginative item for Corflu’s program book, and done better than LACon
II’s history of the LASFS, which somehow neglected to mention Charles
Burbee. I liked the Corflu Weapons Policy too, which warned us that “The
most common weapon in use by fanzine fans is sarcasm” and gave us such
rules as “Don’t run with your cutting wit; you could injure yourself or
others when you fall.” We were also informed that there was a ban on
“pontificating without a license, punning attempt to feghoot, arguing
without a coherent viewpoint, laying guilt trips with malice of forethought
and assault with a deadly silence.” I think all those rules got violated many
times during the weekend except for the one about silence; there was very
little of that.

Program book in my hand (and pocket program in my pocket), I went
off for lunch in the coffee shop with Dave Hartwell. Corflu’s disc-badges
gave one’s name and, instead of home town, the title of your fanzine;
because Dave has never published a fanzine I checked his disc and found
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FIAWOL written beneath his name. Dave said, “I thought they’d list The
Little Magazine, but this is what they gave me.” “Well, you’ll have to pub
your ish soon,” I said, and looked around for Dick Ellington, whose disc
listed FIJAGH; I thought it might be appropriate to sit between the two.

Dick wasn’t around, but Loren MacGregor came in and sat with us.
We chitter-chattered and started getting into our silly modes. At one point
Loren said, “You know, I can’t read my old fanzines; they’re too lousy,”
and I told him, “I have the same trouble. I can’t read your old fanzines
either.” Dave chortled and said, “Saintly Terry Carr.”

Later I went back to the meeting rooms, one of which had many
tables full of sample issues of fanzines through the ages, brought by Art
Widner. He more than one-upped the fans who argue about which 1929 or
1930 fanzine was The Very First by displaying a copy of a Lovecraft ajay
publication from 1911. (“Not a perfect copy,” said the sign next to it. “This
is a Xerox copy of a hektographed magazine.”) Looking at it, I thought
idly that it would be nice if I could whip out one of Branwell Bronte’s
homemade magazines, but perhaps I was pushing the definition. The
display ran on through Science Fiction Digest, Chanticleer, Innuendo,
Warhoon, and many more recent fanzines right up to a couple that had
been published a week before. There were of course some huge gaps and I
decided to go out to the car and bring in the additional fanzines Art had
asked for; I added to the tables things like The Science Fiction Fan,
Shangri-L’Affaires, Spacewarp, Stellar, Grue, Spaceship, and Science
Fantasy Bulletin. Art said, “We still don’t have an issue of Hyphen; I was
hoping you’d bring one.” My heart sank: I hadn’t thought to do that. The
display was severely compromised, but I told Art there was so much good
stuff that no one would notice. “Well, I notice,” he said sadly.

Dave Rike came into the room (it was designated the Fanzine History
Room) and I pointed out the centerpiece display, a very ancient open-
cylinder mimeo that was practically the Ultimate Simple Mimeograph: it
seemed to consist of a drum, a roller, and a handle. It was in great shape,
though, and Dave admired it for a while. Then he got a dolly, went out to
his car, and came back one after the other with three or four more old
mimeos, which he put on display on other tables.

I went next door to the Art Show, which I’d seen listed in the pocket
program. I didn’t know what to expect, except I doubted there’d be too
many unicorns in it.

What it turned out to be was a bunch of fanzine covers, including a
dozen or more by Brad Foster, plus most of the drawings you see in this
issue. Much as I like Brad Foster’s art, I was most pleased to see an
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original John Grossman drawing – that was something I’d never seen.
In the same room was what amounted to the hucksters’ room, though

here too I found things you don’t often see at your average convention. Oh
sure, there were science fiction and fantasy books for sale, but they were
things like a first edition of Creep, Shadow! ($100.00) sitting cover to
cover with tattered Ace Doubles featuring novels by John Rackham and
Howard L. Cory. There were also stacks of various fanzines for sale. (I
ended up buying Leigh Edmonds’ Emu Tracks Over America and Steve
Bieler’s Prelude to Pulp.) On the next table I was delighted to find a box
of old porno paperbacks: Campus Flagellator and things like that. You
may not think those are fannish, and you may be right, but they sure beat
back issues of Starlog.

I went off with Robert Lichtman to get sercon in Ted White’s room,
where the usual crowd was gathering: Art Widner, Victor Gonzalez, Dave
Hartwell... Ted was handing out copies of this year’s Pong Poll, in which
he asks people voting in the Fugghead of the Year category to vote only on
the basis of fanzine fanac rather than naming the fan you like least in your
local club. Victor studied this, then asked Ted, “Why didn’t you just call
the category #2 Fugghead of the Year?”

Many more of the weapons rules were broken in the next hour or two,
and eventually we decided it was time for dinner. We decided to follow
Jeanne Bowman’s restaurant guide in the program book, and chose a
Chinese restaurant that Jeanne’s friends had told her featured “no
atmosphere, reasonable prices, excellent food”. We piled into Robert’s car
and Charlie Brown’s, which Dave had borrowed for the weekend. With
Robert leading the way, we made our way across Napa, a drive that was
made interesting by Robert leading us through yellow lights and making
the occasional sudden left turn. When we arrived I told Robert, “You sure
don’t drive like a vegetarian.”

Two-thirds of the comments on the restaurant proved to be true.
Atmosphere? What? – in a restaurant whose only sign outside says CHOP
SUEY? Where you get no chopsticks even if you ask for them? The prices
were cheap, that was true: four or five dollars average. But the food
couldn’t be called excellent where the most exotic dish was a mild curried
beef. I decided what the hell and ordered chop suey, which was something
I’d never had before. It was okay.

Returning from dinner, we headed for the consuite, which was rapidly
getting crowded. I suppose there may have been, during that night, seventy
or seventy-five people: Jerry Kaufman, Suzle Tompkins, Dave Rike, Lucy
Huntzinger, Phil Palmer, Shay Barsabe, Allyn Cadogan, Amy Thomson,
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Jim Kennedy, Pascal Thomas... say, wasn’t that Bill Bowers over there? It
was, and he gave me a copy of the new Outworlds. (Numerous fanzines
were handed out during the convention: Mike Horvat’s Argosy 1, Sharee
Carton’s Right Up There! 1, Jim Kennedy’s Mondo, plus fanzines run off
in the Mimeo Room during the weekend: Lenny Bailes’ Whistlestar 2 and
Allyn Cadogan’s Genre Plat, and at least one written during the con:
Pascal Thomas’ Wait for the Ricochet 7. In addition, Lilian Edwards and
Christina Lake had sent over from England copies of This Never Happens
6, each in an envelope addressed to someone on their mailing list.)

When Bill gave me the Outworlds he fixed me with an intent gaze
and said, “Now Terry, don’t lose this. I’m going to watch you, and if you
leave the room without it, I won’t send you another one, so be very
careful.” He was chiding me because he’d given me an earlier issue at the
worldcon and I’d left it in the SFWA suite so I’d written to him asking for
another copy. He’d sent it, but he wanted to make it clear that he wouldn’t
waste copies on me forever.... The party lasted till all hours – well, till
dawn – and despite partaking of a specific for short-term memory several
times, I managed to remember to take the Outworlds back to my room
when I left.

The specific worked well, though, so the only conversation at that
party I can recount is the one when Victor asked me, “Are you going to
write a conreport on this?” I said, “Well, I intend to, and I even bought a
notebook to write choice phraseologies in... but so far the only note I have
says, ‘Arrived 1:00 p.m.’” Victor nodded understandingly.

Maybe I should mention the physical circumstances of this
convention in order to give you a sense of place. Corflu II was held at the
Napa Valley Holiday Inn, which is a nice motel with only two floors; the
con suite and most members’ rooms were in the same area of the second
floor, thus making Corflu II what I call a horizontalcon: there wasn’t much
need to use elevators, which are usually the bane of sf conventions. And
we were all in rooms so close to the consuite that we could go back and
forth in a minute if we had to; that sure reduced the problems of fans going
to the consuite bathroom while thirsty fans waited for the chance to get at
the bathtub full of Cokes, beer, and bottles of wine. My room was thirty
feet down the hall from the consuite, with Ted White’s room next to it. It
was a very nice setup, probably similar to those at the Midwescons of the
50s, and I did take advantage of my ability to go pee in my own room – in
fact, during one such expedition I dropped off the copy of Outworlds.
There were also a Jacuzzi and heated swimming pool in the central
courtyard for those who cared. The weather was sunny all weekend except
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for one night when we had some rain; but for the most part God seemed to
smile down on the convention.

Saturday morning – or Saturday afternoon, really: the Corflu
committee had better sense than to schedule any programming before noon
– naturally I got up late, and while eating breakfast missed Cheryl Cline’s
workshop on rubber stamp techniques, then one on page layout and a
discussion group led by Mike Farren on “Alternatives to Print”: “Video
Rules, OK?” says the pocket program. At 2:00 p.m. Ted and I were to give
a workshop on how to hand-stencil artwork and letteringuide work, and I
had remembered to bring my collection of letteringuides, shading plates,
and styli for this. Unfortunately, we couldn’t commandeer a mimeoscope
in order for us to demonstrate what we were talking about to the two fans
who were interested enough to attend and ask questions, so mainly we
made a few general statements and answered questions that were so
specific that we knew the questioners were probably busy producing
fanzines that very weekend. Indeed, Lucy Huntzinger wanted to do the
lettering for Pascal Thomas’ Wait for the Ricochet cover; when I brought
out one of my first letteringuides, one of those rulers that had the alphabet
cut into its center and could only be used well with a pencil rather than a
stylus (price: 35¢ in 1952), Lucy grabbed that and while Ted and I talked
she calmly finished Pascal’s cover. Pascal later photostencilled and ran it
off in the Mimeo Room.

While all this was going on, Rachel Holmen sat listening to us talk
about how to use shading plates and such, meanwhile working with the
portable computer in her lap to set the hyphenations for the second issue of
her trade publication Truly Portable, which is of course about computers.
She later said she’d found our discussion of ancient mimeo techniques
fascinating, but mainly at the time I was just enjoying the technological
dichotomy there. You may think tech innovations are decidedly peripheral
to your life, you mugwump fan you, but they turn up all the time in in-
person faan circles.

Ted and I ran through everything we had to say about Paleolithic
mimeo techniques before half an hour was out, so we closed our workshop
and went across the room to join the panel on “Fandom to Prodom” that
Dave Hartwell was leading. At Corflu I, there were always two panels
going on at the same time and often one group would finish early and join
the other, so we felt we were acting well within the instant tradition of a
year before. And indeed we were, because we found Dave talking about
how when fans begin working in pro publishing they’re almost always
better prepared for it than are the new assistant editors carrying shiny
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B.A.s from Harvard. “Those just-graduated English majors don’t know
anything about layout, and you never see them visiting the art
department.”

When Dave’s hour was up he segued into the subject of fan feuds and
gave the chair to Jerry Kaufman, who was to lead this discussion. Jerry
quickly brought up Topic A and just as quickly dropped it, by acclamation.
Throughout the weekend, hardly anyone discussed this subject for more
than a minute: the fans were at the con for a good time, they were already
much in agreement about the subject that filled so many fanzines last year,
and they were in no mood to rehash everything. Indeed, the pocket
program listed this discussion as being about “Feudin’ & Fussin’ &
Fandom and when to ring down the curtain”. The fans there already knew
the answer to that.

For dinner that night a bunch of us decided to try a nearby Mexican
restaurant listed in the program book guide. Pat Ellington arrived just as
we were setting out – she’d had some work to finish up before she could
come – so I caught a ride with her and Dick. The restaurant immediately
reminded me of the one the previous night that had apparently been named
CHOP SUEY: the sign outside this one said MEXICAN RESTAURANT.
The food was good enough, though, if you added a sufficient amount of
hot sauce.

Halfway through dinner, Pat asked me if I could explain what
everybody was feuding about in the fanzines that occasionally crossed her
line of vision. I managed to condense it to no more than thirty seconds, and
felt pleased with myself. Dick said, “When you ask Ted he says he doesn’t
want to talk about it, then tells you why for half an hour.”

Back at the party in the con suite, the joint was jumping. Another
twenty or thirty people had arrived that evening: Grant Canfield, Lizzy
Lynn, and God knows who all else. Bill Bowers spotted me and asked
where my copy of Outworlds was; he seemed disappointed when I told
him it was in my room. Jeanne Bowman was there, and the moment she
saw me she said, “Are you going to kid me and give me a hard time
again?” “Of course,” I said, though in fact I hadn’t realized I’d ever done
that.

“Well, this is one time when I don’t need it,” she said. “I’m handling
liaison with the Holiday Inn, so earlier tonight I saw the manager and tried
to warn him that we’d be up partying all night so they shouldn’t put
anybody in the nearby rooms unless they were with the convention. He
just looked at me funny and said I shouldn’t wear this cap, it makes me
look too butch. Too butch? – I thought I looked demure.” Jeanne was
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wearing something that looked like a golfer’s sunshade; she didn’t look
butch. “We had a conversation that wasn’t too friendly, and he finally said
they’d already booked some people near the party and he was going to
leave them there and see what happened.” We grimaced.

Kathryn Cramer came in with her parents and Dave Hartwell.
Kathryn was one of the writers at Clarion West last summer, and Dave had
mentioned Corflu when he’d been in Seattle a week before. It happened
that her father, who teaches physics and writes the science column for
Analog, had been invited to a physics conference in Big Sur that weekend,
so they decided to stop on the way down to drop in at the convention. We
had a jolly talk, if a bit strange here and there. Sometimes I believe
Kathryn thinks in nothing but higher math – I don’t mean she can’t speak
English, but the thinking is all math. (Except when it isn’t.)

The party was called to order at some point for the Guest of Honor
Drawing, another Corflu tradition: the Guest of Honor is chosen by the
mixmaster, who was Suzle this year, picking a name out of a hat Saturday
night. The Designated GoH then has a little over twelve hours to write a
speech for the Banquet Sunday afternoon. Allen Baum got the call this
year, and we all cheered and asked him for his autograph.

Sometime later, at an hour of the morning, I found myself out in the
hall, where a hall party was rapidly gathering and laughing a lot. Naturally
that was when somebody down the hall stuck his head out the door and
yelled, “PIPE DOWN HERE! DON’T YOU KNOW PEOPLE ARE
TRYING TO SLEEP?” Slam. Actually, he’d picked a fortunate time to get
us out of the hall, because the hall party had just about reached critical
mass: we were just starting to sing “Teen Angel”. So we went back into
the party and sang it there. (Jeanne Bowman was later seen looking
demurely frazzled.)

At one of these hours Ted White was heard announcing that although
the pocket program said that at 11:00 a.m. he was going to lead a
discussion on Group Minds, he maintained this was a base canard: he did
not intend to be awake at 11:00 a.m. “There’s no such thing as a Group
Mind at that hour of a convention,” he stated very firmly. I said, “Of
course not. People have enough trouble with individualistic minds at that
hour.”

And indeed the convention reconvened Sunday at 1:00 p.m. for the
OGhu Awards Banquet & Auction. The food was a buffet and it wasn’t
half bad. I was at a table with Elmer Perdue, Art Widner, Dick and Pat
Ellington, Rachel Holmen, Victor Gonzalez, and Heather Wright for this
precedent-setting occasion. Among other things that happened, no awards
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of any kind were presented. Allyn gave a report from the committee,
mainly saying that unlike the first Corflu, this one had run in the black and
there would be contributions to TAFF and DUFF and maybe some “seed”
money for Corflu III. Speaking of which, she introduced Ted, who had
started talking last year about holding Corflu III in Falls Church and had
won the bid literally hands-down: there hadn’t even been the necessity for
a vote. Ted went to the microphone and told us about all the plans he’d
made, which were so far nebulous but dynamic. (Bill Bowers had been,
during the weekend, distributing campaign fliers for his bid to hold Corflu
IV in Cincinnati. When this was mentioned, he stated firmly, “You’ll get
no wimpy bid from me!” Assuming he’ll win the bid next year, all of us
hope to see Martha Beck there.)

Then came the Guest of Honor speech. Last year, Pascal Thomas had
been GoH and he’d given his speech in French, with a translator
interjecting renditions in English; this year Allen Baum spoke in English,
Pascal translated everything into French for us, and Lynn Kuehl then
translated into What He Really Means. Example: Allen opened by saying,
“I’m delighted to have been chosen Guest of Honor and I’d like to thank
the convention committee and all the members for this opportunity.”
Lynn’s translation: “Hi.”

They went on like that for a while, with Allen giving a Guest of
Honor speech so generic that David Gerrold would have been consumed
by envy. It was a terrific speech, every bit as good as Pascal’s had been
last year: on the record of its first two cons, Corflu now holds the record
for best GoH speeches anywhere. Evidently there’s something to be said
for Guests of Honor who learn only hours in advance that they have to
prepare speeches for the banquet: fanzine fans learn how to compose on
stencil early, and this ability has served the first two GoHs very well. (I
hope Lenny Bailes get his name drawn soon.)

After Allen’s speech and before the auction, the committee declared a
bathroom break; hordes of attendees took advantage of it and I managed to
meet a number of fans while we stood side-by-side at urinals. Another
Corflu innovation, I suppose, though to be honest, I’ve met a lot of people
while I was peeing at previous conventions. (Once, when I was toastmaster
at a Nebula banquet, I went into the men’s room to do some nose-spray,
and when Robert Lichtman asked what I was doing I said, “Practicing my
lines.”) Pat Ellington took the opportunity to go to the bar and buy glasses
of white wine for herself and Rachel Holmen: “I can’t believe they
scheduled a banquet in the wine country without wine being served,” she
said.
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The auction went off splendidly when everyone returned. Jerry
Kaufman and Tom Whitmore did the auctioneering and it was all good
fun. What gets auctioned at a fanzine fans’ convention? you may wonder.
Well, fanzines of course, and mimeographs, and a variety of other stuff.
There were a lot of items that tied in with Aussiecon II: Qantas posters, for
instance. (Ah, those cute stupid koalas, so much like the fans we might
have been.) And some things that were more mainstream to North
American fans, like a boxful of seventies fanzines that Dave Rike bought
because he’d been gafiating during that period. There were also various
books both sf and not, but they were all collectors’ items of one sort or
another. Some of them, in keeping with this year’s worldcon, were about
Australia: when Cooper’s Creek by Alan Moorehead went up for auction I
said loudly, “Great book!” and Dick Ellington bought it for $5.00. I hope
he’ll enjoy it as much as I did.

Eventually the banquet broke up. That evening Ted and I and several
others gave up on the pocket program and went to the motel restaurant for
dinner. We had highly edible food even if it was a bit pricey. (“What the
hell,” said Ted, “I ate for five dollars the other night; I guess I can
splurge.”) While we were eating, the Ellingtons said goodbye and left for
home; apparently a lot of people had decided not to stay for the dead dog
party, because when we got up to the consuite a little later we found it
populated comparatively sparsely. Still forty or fifty people there, though,
and the party went on till most if not all hours. I was out in the hall with
several people when Jeanne Bowman left the party. “Are you leaving?”
someone asked, and she said yes. Various people said, “Ah, that’s too
bad,” and “We’ll miss you.” She started down the hall and I called after
her, “Jeanne, you’re such an asshole!” That cracked her up so much she
nearly fell down laughing. Well, I’d promised to give her a hard time.

A little later Victor started trying to convince Ted that the Ted White
Group Mind was a real thing. “You know, we all follow your rules,”
Victor said. Ted looked thoughtful for a moment. “I’ve never even seen
any of my rules,” he muttered. Then he laughed. “That must be because
they’re written on my back.”

Eventually, when Ted decided to call it a night, the rest of us dutifully
went off to bed too. Corflu II was over, and again it had been a great
convention.

February 1985
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Clarion Fannish

I

Writing is something that is in the blood of all fans. They pick it up like a
virus from the first science fiction books or magazines they read, and there
is no cure for it; for the rest of their lives they undergo periodic outbreaks,
and willynilly they produce letters to editors, fanzine articles, science
fiction stories, fanzines, novels, or even trilogies when the virus weakens
the critical functions of their nervous systems.

They go through their teen years writing stories and often submitting
them to sf magazines, from which they get polite form letters of rejection;
or else they discover fanzines, which also reject their sf stories but which
do sometimes publish their articles about science fiction. And many of
these writers, when they read other fanzine articles telling of the doings of
fans, recognize in them much the same sort of fantastic fictionalization that
has delighted them in science fiction itself; these people are usually soon
sitting at their typewriters or word processors telling tales about fans
they’ve met that are either true (and therefore a bit dull) or highly
exaggerated (therefore often funny).

Consider Ike Remington, who is sitting before his Macintosh writing
a fanzine article about his best friend’s foibles. Every now and then Ike
writes a stretcher that even he can’t believe, so he calls in his mouse and
has it eat whole paragraphs. Ike is feeling particularly imaginative today,
so his mouse has been eating a lot and Ike thinks it is beginning to look
more like a bigger animal, such as a raccoon. He is thinking that it would
be a good idea for certain authors who write overweight novels to buy
computers that use raccoons, or even bears, when he hears his mail carrier
pushing today’s bundle of advertisements, bills, political endorsements,
and maybe one or two real letters through his mail-drop.

Sighing as he glances at the four paragraphs that remain on the
screen, although he has written at least ten this morning, Ike turns off his
computer and goes to get his mail. And lo! the gods of his chosen
microcosm have been kind to him today, for sandwiched between an
envelope proclaiming that he may already have won a million dollars and
another urging him not to neglect the condition of his car’s brakes is a real
letter... a letter from the Clarion Fanwriters’ Conference in McLean,
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Virginia. He tears it open and reads the news that he has been accepted as
a student at this year’s workshop, pending only the receipt of his tuition for
the six-week course.

The instructors, he reads, will be Ted White, Harry Warner, Mike
Glicksohn, Eric Mayer, and Bob Tucker, with Patrick and Teresa Nielsen
Hayden teaching the final week. The letter asks him to bring his own
typewriter and says he should be prepared to write another fanarticle,
column, or fannish story during each week of the Conference. Twenty or
so of his fellow students in fanwriting will criticize each of his
submissions to the workshop, making suggestions for any revisions they
feel necessary or desirable, as will the week’s instructor(s); at the end of
the course, the best pieces will be published in a special fanzine called
Clarifan 1989. Ike remembers that the last issue of this fanzine was
nominated for the Hugo Award, so he is almost as delighted to be given a
chance to contribute to the next issue as he is to have the opportunity to
study fanwriting under the direction of so many of the current masters.

He immediately goes to his desk and writes the check for his tuition.
He does not mind the fact that he will be eating nothing but tuna
sandwiches between now and the time the Conference begins; after all, he
has been eating tuna sandwiches for the past eight months, saving money
in case he should be accepted for Clarion Fannish.

II

There are many different kinds of fans and not all of them discover
fanzines or are interested in fanzines. Some never swerve, even
temporarily, from their goal of writing science fiction professionally,
tempted though they may be by the greater writing freedom offered by
fanzines. Some of them may write an occasional fanzine article, but when
they do it is about the latest trend in sf writing or an interview with one of
the writers whose stories have been published in science fiction
magazines.

Maggie Roberson is one of these fans, an ambitious writer whose
stories have been characterized by the number of paragraphs she
underlined because she believes that is “literary”. She has a wonderful
imagination – in truth a very strange one – but somehow she has not
learned, even from the personal letters she’s received from editors, that
plot and meaning are more important to a story’s success than writing
gimmicks can be. She has applied to the Clarion Science Fiction Writers’
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Conferences for the past two years, but even there she has found only
rejection.

See her now as she works heatedly at her ancient Royal Portable; she
is writing a story about Earth people meeting a delegation of alien beings
whose entire philosophy is based on the assumption that the multistarred
universe was created for the purpose of humor. Right now Maggie is
writing a scene in which the aliens, between somersaults ending in
pratfalls, tell the Earth representatives that they respect our civilization
primarily because it produced Robert Benchley and George Armstrong
Custer. Her typewriter keys keep jamming and she thinks maybe she will
substitute for Custer’s name that of the man who sold the machine to her,
but she realizes that would be an in-group joke like those in the fanzines
she’s seen and Stanley Schmidt probably would not enjoy it. For a moment
she thinks it would be nice if she were to be accepted for this year’s
Clarion Fanwriters’ Conference, to which she applied in a fit of depression
the day one of her stories was rejected by Space & Time.

During this pause she hears the unmistakable sound of her mail truck
stopping outside, and with a flutter of her heart because she sent a
manuscript to Amazing a month ago she goes out to her mailbox. There she
finds a thick envelope that immediately tells her Amazing has rejected the
story... but there is also a letter from Clarion Fannish, which she opens and
discovers that she has been accepted for this year’s course.

Studying the list of instructors, she realizes that most of them have
sold sf stories and novels; they are more than just fannish BNFs. What the
heck, she thinks, and writes a check for the tuition. She was going to spend
this summer writing a novel about gods from outer space who built
Stonehenge and the Easter Island statues as pieces in a chess game, but she
has enough money saved to pay for the workshop and anyway she has not
been able to figure out whether or not the moves for the Egyptian and
Mayan pyramids should be the same.

III

The Clarion Fanwriters’ Conference is held in a former shopping mall
where the students are housed in storerooms of abandoned department
stores. Workshops and lectures are held in the defunct Spangler’s
Boutique. There are still posters on the walls advertising the latest
creations of five years past, though previous students have added propellor
beanies on the models’ heads, and on one poster someone has drawn a
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brass bra copied from an Earl Bergey painting.
At Clarion Conferences of any sort, the students get to know each

other quickly. They have to write their pieces for the workshops at night
and since several students sleep in each stockroom most of them move
their typewriters into the boutique at night. Ike Remington establishes
himself there the first evening and begins a long article about trends in the
fanzines from Soviet satellite countries – he criticizes most of them for
being sercon – but it is not until the third night that Maggie Roberson, who
does not feel totally comfortable at this gathering of hopeful fanzine
writers, gives up typing on her knees in her stockroom and carries her old
Royal to the boutique.

Most of the display cases have already been taken, so she puts her
typewriter next to Ike’s Macintosh and busies herself laying out pages of
several false starts she’s made. Ike, while his mouse is eating a paragraph
of criticism of Kropotkin that he should not have written late last night,
notices that Maggie’s pages are typed double-spaced, which puzzles him.

“Excuse me,” he says very politely, “but may I ask why you write
everything that way? With spaces between the lines, I mean. It makes it
harder for fan-editors to figure out how much space your stuff will fill in
their fanzines, so that’s one strike against you before they even start
reading it.”

Maggie sighs, though she realizes that Ike’s comment was made in a
helpful spirit. “I’m not using a word processor, as you see; this way I have
room to write in corrections,” she says. “I type my final drafts double-
spaced too, in case the editor wants to make changes.”

Ike scratches his chin. “But who ever heard of a faneditor changing
your material? Either they reject it or publish it exactly the way it is.
Except single-spaced, of course.” He frowns uncertainly. “Say, you’re not
an apahack, are you? I mean, if you publish your stuff double-spaced the
OE won’t count your pages the way you do, he’ll divide ’em in half.”

“I thought they counted the words,” says Maggie. “You know – 250 a
page or whatever.”

“In fanzines? No, that’s just what they do in – hey, are you sure
you’re at the right Clarion workshop?”

So Maggie tells him she really wants to become a science fiction
writer but Clarion Pro kept turning her down and she decided to come here
hoping for some good advice from the professionals among the instructors.
Besides, writing is writing, isn’t it? Most of the techniques for fanzine
writing ought to apply to writing for the professional magazines too.

Ike says, “Well, sure, a lot of them do. But for instance Ted White is
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teaching us how to write locs – uh, letters of comment – and the pro
magazines don’t pay for letters, you know.”

Maggie grins. “I’ve noticed that a lot of the stories in Analog are told
in the form of letters – pretty corny ones, too. They wouldn’t have been
published in any of the fanzines I’ve seen.”

Ike likes the way she smiled. In fact, he thinks she is very pretty even
when she is not smiling. So he keeps the conversation going, telling her
everything he can think of about the differences between fan and pro
writing. The truth is that he has not read any science fiction since Philip K.
Dick died, but he does not mention that; he just keeps talking, and Maggie
is so happy about finding someone here with whom she can discuss her
real writing that the conversation goes on long into the night. By the time
they finally decide to quit and get some sleep, Ike and Maggie have
became close friends.

IV

So it goes for the next several weeks. Ike finishes his article about Soviet-
bloc fanzines, spicing it up by considering the Soviet fans as aliens with a
lack of fannish psi power in their beanies (which was Maggie’s
suggestion), and it gets a good response from Harry Warner and the class.
Maggie writes a fannish story, with some suggestions from Ike, about a
secret race on Earth that believes the world was created for the sake of
humor, which is where fans came from, especially Claude Degler; the
class thinks it is funny but Mike Glicksohn says she shouldn’t have
underlined so many paragraphs because there still aren’t enough faneditors
with the equipment to make them into italics.

Ike makes a new start on the article about his best friend, but this time
he makes him an immortal and titles it “The Wandering Klutz”; he tells
anecdotes about the silly things he has seen his friend do and follows each
with a brief tale about how his friend did the same thing during a critical
point in history and caused the Trojan war, the destruction of the Library at
Alexandria, and so forth.

Maggie begins a new fannish story that supposes Ghu, Foofoo,
Roscoe, and all the other fannish ghods are clones of the gods in Nordic
lore, and that Final Fandom is coming soon and when it does it will be
known as Ragnarok. She and Ike discuss their pieces every night, and
somehow while they are talking they tell each other the stories of their
lives, and all the mortifying things that have happened to them, and their
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deepest wishes and dreams. This is not unusual at Clarion Conferences;
what is unusual is they have both gone through the same sorts of
experiences and their hopes for the future are so similar (although Ike still
wants to become a BNF and Maggie wants to become the new C.J.
Cherryh). They are soulmates, they discover, and by the time Bob Tucker
is teaching the class they have become bedmates too. They are in love.

V

When Patrick and Teresa Nielsen Hayden arrive to teach the final week of
the Conference, it is not difficult for them to realize this, for Maggie and
Ike are always together, holding hands or, during the less interesting
portions of the workshops, exchanging not very secret smiles and playing
with the buttons on each other’s clothes. The Nielsen Haydens do not say
anything about this, but it does help Teresa to stay awake.

By now Ike has lent Maggie copies of some of the best recent
fanzines, and she has gotten him so curious about the current sf magazines
that he has gone to a newsstand and bought the most recent issues of
Fantasy and Science Fiction and Isaac Asimov’s Science Fiction
Magazine. Maggie thinks the articles in the fanzines are better than Stanley
Schmidt’s editorials; Ike is impressed by most of the science fiction stories
because they are as literate as the writings of Joseph Nicholas but the
sentences are shorter. Both of these reactions have caused Maggie and Ike
to fall even more in love with each other.

The night before the final day of the Clarion Fanwriters’ Conference,
they stay up writing until 3:00 a.m. Maggie manages to finish the story she
began last night about fandom after a plague that caused everyone to sleep
for a month at a time and be awake for only a week between; she has
figured out how someone could publish a monthly fanzine in those
circumstances (her experience at the workshop helped). Ike writes one
about a fan who made a deal with the Devil that sent him into space in a
faster-than-light starship, thus making him immortal to creatures back on
Earth. Naturally they are both exhausted, but they are looking forward to
the final day of the Conference, when the final choices for Clarifan 1989
will be announced.

“I think your critique of Soviet-bloc fanzines will be chosen for it,”
Maggie says. “It’s better than anything Darrell Schweitzer’s written –
better than most of the ‘Viewpoint’ articles in Asimov’s, too.”

Ike wraps his arms around her. “Personally, I think they’ll have to
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include the plague story you finished tonight – it’s really ingenious. I
loved that bit where the fans put out their zines on dormiphone recordings
so everyone can get their fanzine reading done during the months they’re
asleep.” He pauses. “I kind of wondered, though: how do they manage to
read any science fiction?”

Maggie smiles the way he loves so much. “Oh, fans don’t read
science fiction anyway; you know that.”

And it occurs to Ike how ironic it is that during the six weeks at
Clarion Fannish he has begun to read science fiction again.

VI

The workshop on the final day is loose and fun-filled as the students and
the Nielsen Haydens comment on pieces that were written even more
quickly than usual in order to get them into this final session.
(Commenting on someone’s very short article, Ike says, “Two hundred and
fifty words – that’s not too many.”) The manuscripts by Ike and Maggie
get mixed comments, but mostly they are well received. When the
workshop is over, the Nielsen Haydens ask everyone to stick around while
they confer outside about the contents page for Clarifan 1989.

So the students stay in their folding chairs, most of them talking
nervously. Maggie and Ike are holding hands as usual, and they notice that
there are several other couples doing the same. Do that many people fall in
love at Clarion Conferences, they wonder, or is it just that nervousness has
brought a lot of them together today?

The Nielsen Haydens return and Patrick reads out the list of pieces he
and Teresa have chosen as the best after going over the notes left by the
previous instructors, reading their recommendations and the manuscripts
written this week. There are few surprises – all the articles and stories on
the final list got very good comments when they were critiqued during the
workshops – but Maggie and Ike are each surprised.

The piece by Maggie that will be in Clarifan 1989 is not her plague
story, but the one about fannish ghods and Ragnarok. “That’s on the
condition,” says Teresa, “that you take out all the underlining. That sort of
thing makes me snort coffee up my nose.” Maggie happily agrees to
remove the underlining – she has noticed during the past six weeks that
only the poorest writers in the class use such gimmicks. She looks at Ike
with a grin as Patrick announces the rest of the contents page.

She is so happy she has finally had a story accepted for publication
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that she almost does not notice when Patrick finishes and Ike looks
crestfallen. Then she realizes that not a single piece by him was chosen.
For a moment she cannot believe it – Ike is so wonderful, and he knows so
much about fandom! – but his expression tells her unmistakably that it is
true.

“Oh my poor love,” she says. She hugs him and he holds her tight,
but then he pulls away and she sees that he is almost smiling.

“Well, everybody told me the course was dangerous when I signed up
for it,” he says. “I’ve learned a lot of things I couldn’t have expected... and
I found you. You’re the most important thing of all. I’m okay.”

That night there is a big party, and everyone is dancing to the tapes
that Ted White brought for the occasion. The dancing is a bit ragged,
because everyone is very tired, but there is a lot of laughter and
camaraderie; students who were bitterly contentious in their workshop
comments end up hugging and promising never to review each other’s
fanzines.

As the party is finally drawing to a close, Ike and Maggie turn off the
music and clap for attention. The room quiets, and Ike says, “Sorry to
interrupt, but we have an announcement to make.”

Maggie says, “We’re going to get married next month. And you’re all
invited.”

And so the party and the Clarion Fanwriters’ Conference end amid
warm applause.

VII

Writing is something that is in the blood of all fans, so even though Ike
and Maggie’s lives are very different now that they are married – both of
them are working overtime as much as they can so that they can furnish
their new apartment just as they want it – they still spend time almost
every evening at the Royal and the Macintosh.

Of course, there are different kinds of writers. Maggie has submitted
the manuscripts she wrote at Clarion Fannish to various fanzines and they
have all been accepted; faneditors love her strange sense of humor and
always ask for more. Ted White has told her she is a shoo-in to be voted
Best New Fan in next year’s Pong poll.

Ike has sent “The Wandering Klutz” to Omni and received an
immediate acceptance. His check for $2,000 has already helped their
apartment a lot, and Ike is now revising his story about the man (he is not a
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fan in this version) who foiled the Devil in a faster-than-light starship.
But Maggie still wants to write her novel about gods from space who

built Stonehenge and the statues on Easter Island as pieces for a chess
game. She has decided to leave the pyramids out of it; the Sphinx looks
more like a chess piece anyway, and its move will be to pounce three
spaces forward and flatten any piece there.

April 1986
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Night of the Living Oldpharts
As they rounded the turn in the road they came out of the shade of oak and
elm trees and started up a low hill. Jimmy accelerated through the open
fields on either side, excited now that they were actually coming to their
new home. The building stood on a ridge to the right, off a short unpaved
driveway; the VW van’s tires sent up dust the color of Buff Copier Paper
#2 as they approached the building on the crest of the rise.

Juleen stared ahead with fascination. “Is that it?” she asked. “Wow, it
must’ve been a great con hotel – looks like it couldn’t have held more than
a couple of hundred people, even counting the fans who slept on the floor
in sleeping bags.”

“About a third of them did that,” said Jimmy. “Wimpycon never drew
many people on expense accounts. Even the pros at those conventions
were people who’d only sold stories to Fantasy Book or maybe a novel to
Starblaze.”

The driveway curled to a stop in front of the hotel and Jimmy shut off
the van’s engine; they sat there looking at the building’s three-story front
while the engine cooled, giving off slow ticking noises like a Geiger
counter in Heinlein’s basement.

“It’s beautiful,” Juleen said. “I don’t think we’re going to need all the
space even when our book and fanzine collections get here.”

Jimmy nodded. “But science fiction fans have to look to the future.
Who knows, maybe everybody in fandom will start publishing monthly
like they used to do. There are so many oldpharts coming back into
fandom these days, and they don’t know much about fannish progress...”

“Progress indeed,” said Juleen as she opened her door and climbed
out. Jimmy got out too; he went around the front of the van and put an arm
around Juleen’s waist. They leaned their heads together as they looked at
the deserted building. Memories came to Jimmy of the conventions he’d
attended here when it had been a hotel and everything had been alive, the
con members wearing beanies instead of Spock ears: truly alive.
Wimpycon had been the last of the real fannish conventions, probably
because it had been out here away from the urban centers of blight and
walk-in attendees. He conjured up images of Bill Bowers and Dave Locke,
Martha Beck and Bob Tucker, all of the last of the old crowd.

They began to bustle around the back of the van, unloading their first
bunch of belongings: the most important ones, the bedclothes and kitchen
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utensils, their plates and glasses and their copier. Jimmy set this out on top
of a stack of blankets, and Juleen said, “Will you finally tell me how we
got this incredibly big house? I still don’t believe it’s ours. What’s the
secret?”

“Thank the federal government,” said Jimmy as he carefully brought
out his word processor. “The local fanclub bought the building several
years ago so they could hold conventions here, but then the IRS decided
that cons weren’t really non-profit so they demanded back taxes from just
about every con committee in the country, and the Wimpycon organizers
got caught in that. They tried to explain that the biggest profit anyone at
any of their cons had had was when Howard DeVore sold a copy of Harlan
Ellison’s Science Fantasy Bulletin for ten dollars, but the IRS people
didn’t believe it. They attached Wimpycon’s holdings and put everything
up at auction; that was why I managed to buy their con hotel so cheap. I
mean, who’d buy this big building out in the middle of nowhere? Nobody
but a faaan.”

“That’s why I love you,” Juleen said. “You’re a fan but you aren’t
stupid; you almost restore my faith in fandom.”

They’d finished unloading the van by nightfall, placing box after box in
the first-floor rooms, except for the bedding, which they carried up to the
SMOF Suite on the third floor. (It had been the Governor’s Suite in the
years when this had been a commercial hotel, but the fans had replaced the
sign when they’d bought the building.) The room had a view to the west,
so they moved chairs to the window and sat watching the sun go down at
the far horizon; the sky was a melange of red and gold, like a Powers cover
without the lettering.

Jimmy ruffled the back of his bride’s hair and said, “So now we’re
the owners of a home where we can hold conventions of our own. Maybe
we’d better get busy making new little gofers to help us out.”

Juleen smiled and shrugged away from his hand. “We haven’t even
made up the bed yet. Anyway, who says I want to hold cons here? I think
we should just invite a bunch of fans whenever we have a fanzine to
assemble.”

“Two hundred fans just for an assembly session?” Jimmy said.
“They’d all take their own copies and we wouldn’t have any left to send
out.”

“So who needs to send fanzines to the east and west coasts?” Juleen
wrinkled her nose. “Think wimpy, love. If Ben Yalow wants a copy he can
come and assemble one.”

“What’s that out there?” Jimmy broke in. He pointed to a shadowed
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area in the fields. Juleen looked, but apparently didn’t see anything.
“It’s nothing,” she said. “Looks like Michael Ashley’s soul.”
But there was some kind of movement out there, and soon she saw it

too; she drew in a breath. Was it cows coming in for the night? A truck on
the highway? No; there were no lights. “Maybe it’s a couple of teenagers
wandering around looking for a place to spoon,” she said uncertainly.

Jimmy looked a while longer but saw nothing more. He shrugged.
“Probably just a trick of the light. Let’s go downstairs and see if that big
old kitchen still works.”

Juleen cast a final glance out into the fields, then followed him out of
the suite and down the stairs. They went into the now needlessly large
kitchen and began to set out the makings for dinner. They’d brought only a
few days’ supply of food, but there were a couple of steaks that had
thawed during their long drive from Cleveland; the kitchen had a
microwave oven, so dinner was soon ready. They carried plates full of
steaks and salad out to the dining room and turned on the artificial
fireplace next to the table they chose. Jimmy began to eat, thinking of
Tanith Lee stories: so much new technology just to recreate the details of a
nontechnological past.

“Sorry if I scared you upstairs,” he said. “For a minute I really did
think I’d seen something out in the fields.”

“Never mind, love. Remember, I read science fiction, not fantasy. If
you’d married someone who grew up reading Stephen King stories it’d be
different.”

Suddenly they heard low voices outside, then the sound of breaking
glass. Jimmy saw everything over Juleen’s shoulder: three of the west
windows being smashed in; tall, hulking figures, indistinct in the growing
dark, coming in through them. They moved jerkily and uncertainly, like
people Jack Speer might have drawn.

Juleen gasped and rose from her chair; she said, “Is this some kind of
joke?”

The creatures were human, but they seemed to be sniffing as they
advanced across the dining room and their heads moved left and right as
they came on, brushing aside tables and chairs. Jimmy stared in wonder
and fright: the creatures seemed enormous, taller than James White, dire
and dreadful. But there was a lambent light in their eyes that made them
seem almost... fannish.

Then he noticed the beanies.
They all wore them, but they were covered with dust and mud, the

propellors bent and cracked; despite the wind that blew in through the
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smashed windows, none of the propellors turned. It gave the creatures a
forlorn, tragic appearance, and now Jimmy saw that all of them were
smiling – frightening rictus grins of the gafiated and damned. He felt sorry
for them even as goosebumps prickled all over his body.

Juleen didn’t scream; she’d been nurtured on the stories of Tiptree
and Russ, so she stood and faced them. She was trembling, but she was
ready to stand against them; seeing that, Jimmy too stood up.

The creatures mumbled and muttered as they came on; Jimmy
couldn’t make out what they were saying till the first one came near. It
stopped a few feet from them, its face muscles twitching like those of
someone who had just lost a Hugo to Dick Geis, and it raised a hand. Its
fellows moved jerkily to its side, and then one of them said in a voice as
faded as hektographed fanzines: “Let’s put out oneshot.”

Jimmy and Juleen watched in horrified fascination as the strange beings
set up an ancient mimeograph on one of the tables, and on several others,
ancient typewriters. The creatures spoke among themselves in low voices
that seemed to emanate from beneath the ground, and fetid odors of the
past enveloped Jimmy as he saw that the mimeograph wasn’t even a
Gestetner; it was something primordial, a Roneo or an A.B. Dick, open-
drummed and creaking as one of the beings cranked it with a palsied hand
to shake out the dust and cobwebs.

And the typewriters, the typewriters! They weren’t even electric; they
were ancient Remingtons and Royals, manual machines whose keys
wouldn’t move when someone touched them; you had to strike them. The
dreadful beings rolled blue stencils into their typewriters, stencils they’d
brought in quires (quires?) that had never been opened, and the large
dining room was filled with a minty smell that evoked memories of long-
gafiated demons. (Claude Degler? thought Jimmy. George Wetzel?)

“Oneshot, oneshot,” chanted the huge creatures as they went about
their tasks, and Jimmy wandered among them, more curious than afraid
now that he’d seen what they were: ancient fans returned, the oldpharts of
his childhood nightmares, the objects of his adolescent fury.

“The nametags,” Juleen said softly. “Do you see their nametags?”
“Yes,” Jimmy said. “Yes, I see them.” The creatures wore badges

from conventions decades in the past, multiple fandoms ago; they even had
drawings on them by Bjo, Ray Nelson, and other fanartists of the ancient
days.

“But I’ve never heard of these fans,” Juleen said. “They’re not even
fans from the south.”

Indeed they weren’t. Jimmy read the names but seldom recognized
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them. Bob Lichtman? Mal Ashworth? Art Rapp? Arthur Thomson? Chuch
Harris? Who were they, these twitching and shambling revenants from
times before Dr. Who and even Star Trek? He peered at more nametags:
Vin¢ Clarke, Lenny Bailes, Wrai Ballard... The names seemed to strike a
chord in Jimmy’s memory, somewhere deep where he’d buried them many
years ago. He couldn’t repress a shudder now: it was as though Lovecraft’s
Elder Gods had returned to Earth, to this onetime con hotel that had been
built long after their time. He thought for a moment that he heard one of
them say, “Iä! Iä! Shub Niggurath!” – but no, the creature had only been
clearing its rheumy throat.

And now he saw a truly horrifying sight. One of the beings opened a
tattered paper bag and brought forth strange, arcane implements: after a
frozen, breathless time Jimmy realized what they were. Lettering guides,
he thought, and writing plates and styluses and shading plates. The
creature bent over a stencil and began to draw on it; then, with quick,
precise movements, it brought into play one of the lettering guides and
inscribed a title.

OMEGA: THE ULTIMATE FANZINE, it said.
The ancient oldphart looked up at Jimmy when it had finished. It

waved a hand shakily at him, and with a voice as weak as the Constellation
financial records it mumbled, “You... write now. Do fanac!”

It thrust a blank stencil at him and Jimmy took it, holding it fearfully
between finger and thumb. The stencil shook in his hand and seemed to
curl up to grasp his wrist. Jimmy looked to his wife in awe and fright.

“Do it,” she whispered. “You’ve got to write something, or they’ll –”
She shuddered. “Or they’ll call you a fakefan.”

He didn’t want that. Though the term was ancient, he knew it for the
curse it was: it could turn him into an apahack, or something worse. Jimmy
looked at the stencil, then put it down on a table and went to get his word
processor from one of the boxes they’d brought in earlier.

He set it carefully on a table and plugged it in. Immediately the lights
in the dining room went out and they were plunged into darkness,
surrounded by the frightening oldpharts. He heard them cry out in anger:
“Fout! Foutfoutfout! Neofans! Sci-fi fans!” Their voices were suddenly
clear and strong.

“... probably read trilogies...” one of them said.
Several of the creatures lit candles, and others switched on flashlights.

Jimmy heard one of them mutter, “...used to keep one in bed... read
stefmags under the covers...” and in the dimness all around the room
others nodded. The ancient machines began to type again.
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But his word processor couldn’t work without electricity. He looked
to Juleen at her own word processor, and saw her stand up and move to a
table where a battered typewriter sat. He went to stand behind her and saw
her type heavily onto a stencil, “I am a fan, though I’m not sure why...”

Several of the oldphart revenants were watching too. In mumbling,
muttering tones one of them said, “...good. Good first sentence. Write
more.” And Juleen continued to type, striking typewriter keys that hadn’t
moved since... when? Since Sixth Fandom? Or earlier?

Two of the creatures converged on Jimmy, grasped his arms and led
him to another table where a dust-covered typewriter sat. One of them
rolled a stencil into it and the other pushed Jimmy down into a chair. “You
write,” the being said. “Pub ish!”

Jimmy stared fearfully at the blank stencil, and memories came to
him of the time he’d had to produce activity requirements for Apa 65.
He’d been up till nearly dawn then and had just barely gotten his fanzine
done in time. But he hadn’t had to contend with stencils that time, nor a
clumsy antique typewriter...

“Write!” said the creature again, and Jimmy put his fingers to the
keyboard. The machine lay dead before him: no hum inside it, not the
slightest vibration in the keys. How could anyone have produced fanzines
on such a device? He thought desperately and something came to him; he
typed:

Once uon amidnigt fanis,
While I typd thigs ingroup ,clannsh

He was having great trouble making the keys strike. The gray
oldphart behind him grasped his hands and drew them away from the
keyboard, then handed him a small bottle labeled Correction Fluid. The
being pointed shakily at his stencil and said, “Fix!” Its voice seemed to
emanate from the nether depths of Puerto Rico.

Jimmy opened the bottle of correction fluid and smeared some of it
on the lines he’d typed so badly. He put his fingers back on the typewriter
keys, but the oldphart said, “Wait. Wait for dry.” Jimmy waited long
minutes till the creature nudged him and said, “Now fix,” then laboriously
he typed the lines again; he got them right this time. The creature’s faded
voice said, “Now go on.”

The interruption had broken Jimmy’s train of concentration; he sat
looking at his stencil without an idea in his head. All around him he heard
the clatter of fan revenants typing, sending a massive noise up to the Lord.
(Probably Roscoe, Jimmy thought, and grimaced.) They muttered to
themselves as they struck the keys: “Fifty dominoes, that’s not too many,”
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and “I had one grunch, but it stole Christmas,” and “The ship developed a
list to port, which was quickly corrected to chablis.”

The dusty revenant behind him said, “You write!” So Jimmy found
more words in his head, and he laboriously typed:

About many a thing from fanzines
Concerning forgotten lore

The revivified being behind him grasped his hands again, and said in
its faded voice, “... not scan.” It handed him the bottle of correction fluid.
“Write again.”

So Jimmy rewrote the lines:
Of the many things that happened
In forgotten fannish lore

And this time the oldphart made no objection. It merely said,
“...standards. Standards of quality. No typoes, no misspellings, no errors...
at all...”

Jimmy was tired, and looking across the room at Juleen he saw that
she too was showing the strains of exhaustion. She could now hardly strike
the typewriter keys correctly. One of the gray ancients passed behind her
and stopped; it pointed a shaking finger and said, “Typo! Typo! You fix!”
And it thrust another tiny bottle of correction fluid at her.

“Ted White makes typos!” she protested, but the oldphart made her
take the bottle and correct half a line.

“Ted White edits comic books,” the creature muttered.
And so it went for hours. The ancient revenants typed rapidly on their

stencils, and when one finished an article or story it stood up and gave its
stencils to the oldphart seated before the – Jimmy searched his memory for
the word – the mimeoscope, and that creature lettered a title and an
illustration. Meanwhile another of the ancients sat down before the vacated
typewriter and began to write its own contribution to the oneshot.

At last, shortly before morning, Jimmy finished the piece he’d been
writing. Juleen had finished hers a few minutes before, and suddenly
Jimmy realized that all the other typewriters had stopped clattering too. He
sank back into his chair, thankful that his work was over – but the
oldpharts gave him no rest. One of them herded him to a corner of the
room where he saw with dismal recognition the ancient mimeograph. The
revenants had been cranking it for over an hour now but Jimmy, involved
in writing, had paid little attention.

“Run off... last two pieces,” muttered one of the gray creatures. “She
collate... we make addresses on... mailing wrapper.”

Just like that. Jimmy was forced to deal with a mimeograph. He had
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seldom even seen such a thing; he had never had to run one. But one of the
oldpharts put a stencil on its drum and adjusted the inking, and then one of
them clumsily punched his shoulder and he had to stand there cranking out
copies by hand. Many times the paper feed crumpled a sheet in the
workings of the machine and one of the revenants had to extricate it for
him; twice the ink ran too low and they replenished it. He lost track of the
number of copies he’d run off, but the oldpharts counted the good copies
and told him how many more he had to run. Did they really do this all the
time, back then? Jimmy wondered to himself; but he kept on cranking and
the sheets piled up.

Eventually he was finished. He fell into a chair and watched numbly
as Juleen collated the last few pages and stapled the completed fanzines.
The revenants wrote names and addresses on the mailing wrappers,
consulting a mailing list that Jimmy recognized as the one rich brown kept
continually updated. (The fact that they had that list confirmed what
Jimmy had always thought of rich brown.) Then other revenants put
stamps on the mailing wrappers, crying out in their own horror as they
studied a manual on the latest postal rates.

Finally the ordeal was over. The dread gray oldpharts smiled their
rictus smiles and one of them said, “Tomorrow you mail.” It looked
around and realized that the room was lit not only by candles and
flashlights but also by the morning sun. “Today you mail,” said the
creature, and then they all shambled away through the broken windows.
Jimmy and Juleen watched as they went through the fields outside; in the
early-morning shadows their hulking figures disappeared like audiences at
fan-panels.

The following year, when the worldcon was in Norway and Jimmy and
Juleen couldn’t afford to attend, they got a phone call. One of their friends
said, “Hey, you won the Hugo Award for Best Fanzine! At least I guess
you won it, because Omega was the winner and you’re the only fans I
know who were involved in it. Omega got so many votes that the
committee waived the rule against oneshots.”

Jimmy and Juleen had a huge party the next night with over a
hundred fans present, but they dodged every question about how they’d
gotten so many of the fans of the past to contribute. They were pleased;
they were happy about the award; but somehow they were afraid too.

A week later the new windows of their dining room were smashed,
and the oldpharts came back. “Another oneshot!” they shouted. “We pub
ish... every year!”

And Jimmy suddenly understood fandom.
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Original Appearances
Stories and articles first published as by Carl Brandon are marked with
paragraph signs ¶. “The Grunch and the Eggplant” was bylined “Carl J.
Brandon M.D.” as a nod to Miles J. Breuer M.D., author of the pastiched
story “The Gostak and the Doshes” (1930).

¶ The BNF of Iz with Ron Ellik – Eggplant, December 1957, edited
by Carl Brandon; revised and expanded as The BNF of Iz, 1959,
published by Ted White.
The BNF of Iz – An Exegesis – 1964, edited by Terry Carr.
“Boycon or Bust!” – Cry of the Nameless #148, March 1961, and
#149, April 1961, both edited by F.M. & Elinor Busby and Wally
Weber.
“Buddha with a Light Bulb, Revisited” – as “Buddha with a Light
Bulb” in The Realist #42, August 1963, edited by Paul Krassner.
Adapted from “Buddha with a Lightbulb”, a segment of the “Tailgate
Ramble” editorial in Lighthouse #7, August 1962, edited by Terry
Carr and Pete Graham.
“Charles Burbee: The Compleat Machiavelli” – Lighthouse #1, May
1958, edited by Terry Carr, Ron Ellik, Pete Graham and Dave Rike.
¶ “The Chaser” – S--- #1, April 1959, edited by Miriam and Terry
Carr.
“Clarion Fannish” – one-off for SAPS, April 1986; more widely
circulated in Outworlds #52, September 1987, edited by Bill Bowers.
“The Convention That Couldn’t Be Killed” – untitled in Diaspar #17,
November 1977; title added for Between Two Worlds, August 1986,
published by NESFA Press.
“Corflu II” – originally untitled in Diaspar #23, February 1985,
edited by Terry Carr.
¶ “The Demolished Fan” – as “Brain Ripple” in Califan #3, June
1955, edited by Dave Rike; slightly revised, retitled and bylined
Richard Koogle in Trumpet #1, February 1965, edited by Tom
Reamy. (It is not clear whether the spoof introductory note claiming
this story originally appeared in Koogle’s fanzine Zymurgy is by Tom
Reamy or Terry Carr.)
¶ “The Detention Tales” – Void #15, March 1959, edited by Greg
Benford and Ted White. “Postscript” extracted from “Tailgate
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Ramble” in Lighthouse #11, November 1964, edited by Terry Carr.
“Egoboo for Algernon” – Ragnarok #8, January 1961, edited by
Miriam and Terry Carr.
¶ “Fables for Fandom” – Lingam (Fantasy Rotator #35 for the Cult),
23 July 1957, edited by Dave Rike.
¶ “Facts in the Case of Nathaniel Whately” – S--- #4, January 1960,
edited by Miriam and Terry Carr.
“Fandom Harvest Revisited” – Cry of the Nameless #126, April 1959;
#132, September 1959; #134, December 1959; #144, November
1960; #145, December 1960; #146, January 1961; #153, October
1961; #161, June 1962; #162, August 1962. All edited by F.M. &
Elinor Busby and Wally Weber.
¶ “The Fan Who Never Grew Young” – Taciturn #8, July 1957,
edited by Benny Sodek.
“Fanzine Fanfaronade” – The Magazine of Fantasy and Science
Fiction, April 1964, edited by Avram Davidson.
“The Gafiated World” (written 1965) – Diaspar #11, November
1968, edited by Terry Carr.
“Greater Realities: or How to Write Science Fiction Without
Knowing Much About Science” – Isaac Asimov’s Science Fiction
Magazine, January 1983, edited by Shawna McCarthy.
¶ “The Grunch and the Eggplant” – Ragnarok #6, October 1960,
edited by Miriam and Terry Carr.
¶ “How to Become a Fan in Eight Easy Lessons” with Bob Stewart –
Wonderment (Fantasy Rotator #33 for the Cult), 11 June 1957, edited
by William Rickhardt.
“I Heard the Beat of Fannish Drums” – Space Diversions #11, June
1960, edited by Norman Shorrock, and Cry of the Nameless #141,
July 1960, edited by F.M. & Elinor Busby and Wally Weber.
¶ “My Fair Femmefan” – À Bas #10, November 1957, edited by Boyd
Raeburn.
“Night of the Living Oldpharts” – one-off for SAPS, October 1985;
expanded in Between Two Worlds, August 1986, published by
NESFA Press, and Izzard #9, February 1987, edited by Patrick and
Teresa Nielsen Hayden, where the 1986 version is described as “a
reprint – before its original fanzine appearance”.
“Seacon ’79” – untitled in Diaspar #21, November 1979, edited by
Terry Carr.
“The Sharks of Elron” – extract (originally untitled) from Gilgamesh
#66, January 1984, edited by Terry Carr.

293



“Tailgate Ramble” – Lighthouse #4, November 1961; #5, February
1962; #7, August 1963; #10, August 1964; #11, November 1964; ;
#12, February 1965; #15, August 1967 (title changed to “Odd Ball”
for this last instalment). Edited by Terry Carr and Pete Graham to
#10, and thereafter by Terry Carr alone.
“Tricon and Bust” – subtitle of “Tailgate Ramble” instalment in
Lighthouse #14, October 1966, edited by Terry Carr.
¶ “Why Johnny Can’t Read Fanzines” – Innuendo #1, June 1956,
edited by Terry Carr.
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Ebook Notes
Terry Carr was involved with several fannish APAs or Amateur Press
Associations. These operate as clearing-houses for distribution of fanzines:
members send their fanzines to the Official Editor or OE, who in turn
sends the APA mailing – containing one copy of each zine – to all
members. SAPS, the Spectator Amateur Press Association, is one of the
oldest US APAs; others referred to in Fandom Harvest II are the still older
FAPA or Fantasy Amateur Press Association, The Cult, and the British
OMPA or Offtrails Magazine Publishers Association – the last two now
defunct. The Los Angeles Science Fantasy Society or LASFS was founded
in 1934; the National Fantasy Fan Federation (NFFF or N3F, much
mocked by Brandon/Carr as a supposed backwater or doldrums of fandom)
was founded in 1941; both still exist.

Once in a while our author uses quasiquotes “like this”, a neat fanzine
convention to indicate that words quoted from memory may not exactly
match what was originally said or written. The fan term “gafia”, from
Getting Away From It All, denotes the state of having left fandom and
ceased fanac (fannish activity): hence the verb to gafiate, as in “The
Gafiated World”. The path to gafiation tends to be marked by a decline
from crifanac (critical fanac; fannish hyperactivity) to minac (the
minimum activity required to retain one’s membership of an APA).

There is much more. For further information on fan language,
fanzines and fans mentioned in the text, see Fancyclopedia 3 online. The
classic fan allegory The Enchanted Duplicator, referenced in “The BNF of
Iz” and other pieces in this ebook, has much to say about the old fanzine
technologies of flatbed hekto, stencil mimeo, and so on; the TAFF site’s
ebook edition includes explanatory notes.

Fancyclopedia 3
The Enchanted Duplicator

David Langford
June 2019

This ebook was updated at the end of 2019 to add the rewritten version of
Buddha with a Light Bulb (passed on by Andrew I. Porter) and the Last
Year at Transylvania segment of Tailgate Ramble.

David Langford
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December 2019

The End

This free ebook is exclusive to the unofficial TAFF website at
taff.org.uk. If you enjoy reading it, a donation to TAFF is a fine
way to express your appreciation.
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