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- Just Call This An EDITORIA You Will . 
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t morning 

ve my diploms ro cue asked about my 
I even went so far as to ask why my diploma wasn't be- 

to be no explanation., I guess this is due to my Irish 
not that I 

inned to puzzle me. Then Bob 
i in @ paony and robbed me of my glory. 

n State Dancers we 
7%50 binocul 
essed auch 

fication 
in on the 

and land 
y be pulverized. 

% they leap in- 
that their meccaps should : 

The war dar 
caphono 
are completel 
Russians wou 

s ware the most impressive, with 
runs and balalaiksm, and such a torrent of action that 

overvholmed. I have no doubt that if the cold war were dissol 
i suraly dence us to death. 

hours a week in the stock room of the lacal emporium. o is indeed an exceptional men. He's LA's biggest 
on belly. Every night before going home, he drinks exactly ten martinis. Now 

this might not exceptional, but he doesn't get drunk. In fact, he claims that it's the gecvet to his good build at 52. 

He also hes a strong bladder; a weok ago he had & beer-drinking contest with the 
boss’ son, who has also been working in the go om (not t he does any work) . George (the boss) drank ninsteen and a half beers while Don Raufman, the bosst ‘son, 
only drank nine. George didn’'t have to go to the bat om until  after he got homs, 
which was several hours later. 

This procedure has been going on for years and Georze has somshow been sble to combine a certain emount of learning with his drinking. You're probably wondering how 
he doss this: “educational bar-napkins®! There are sveral about various swbjects 
such as cacti, ser in Zambesi, and animals of the Antarctic. It seems that he has com- 
bined the pleasures of 1ife with about the save thinge you would lsarn in college. 

I vent out with a Jewish girl last week and while waiting for her to get weady 
her little brother candidly asked me if I were a Christian or a Jew. *I'm an 4 rab, 
young man,® was my response. I hope this will give the pstriarch of the femily (who 
evidently put the kid mp to the question) conniptions. 

I came across an interesting (o me, who gives & damn sbout you) fect recentiy. 
The U.8, Marine Hymn is an exact plegiariem of the Gensvieve ds Brabeant Galop by Jac- 
ques Offenbach. I also recently bought an RCA Victor record, Spain, with Frits Reiner. 
The fidelity is splendid and I heartily recommend it to auy Fella, Granados, or 
Albeniz lovers. 

That about winds up (I don't understand this idfom;"wind up" means to start, 
doesn't it?) theas meanderinge. So lomg... 

S ~== Arv Underman 







d warned her about me; I don't lmow. But after e while I gave up & iy TOOm. 
# As T came out of < the coffes shop T met the East Coast AL Lewis, a n polite type (as contrasted to the tyrenhical Al Lewis I knew). He had been 

about, the inside facts egarding & set of rumors he had heard about some 
LA group, and wanted my opinion. He said he had gotten some letters full of 

ful tales from Alex Bratmon, the wendering Jew of Long Beach ¥andom and part : 
vs-broadeaster, sho had a 1ot of juicy reminiscences about & lot of people, in- 

cluding Bjo. Now Al wondered about these enecdotes, so he took these letters to Bjo, 
howed them to her, and asked what she thought: sShe had told him her side of the 
sory, but, unsatisfied, he had gone mext to Bruce Pels, who denied any kmowledge of 

Yhe situation but sent him to mg. So we went up to my room and he rslated the whole 
ing and I gave him as impartial a view s I could. It %ook about sn hour to cover 1 

tire involved situstion of ploy, counter-ploy, and personelity-clashes in the 
and when we  were through he thanked ms. 

e 
LASFS, 

I told him I'd done the best I could, end locked at my wateh. Fourd we were missing the films by Ed Emsh, so we decided to 
Yo back downstaivs and seo if they were worth missing supper for. It turned out they 
were. In fact, thay were brilllant presecatations. Experimental £ilws of different 
types, mostly utilising different varieties of animation; of the creation an ab- 
stibect Pollack-typs painting or e cover-illo typs yainting, or of a completely whim- 
sical random animation of things eut out of magazine plctures and ads, pasted to- 
gother, superimposed and moved acrcund, or the last £ilm, Dance Chrometic, which invol- 
ved a live-action dencer superimposed on a highly abstract psinting which was in a con- staat state of development -- a very hard film to describe, but & delight to the sye 
4ad a thrill to the aesthetic senses which brought the andience to the feet cheering 4 at the conclusion. 5 b The pro-editors panel came up next, but we decided that it couldn't top the Emsh films and checked out for amotler try at supper. This time we caught & weltress and, over a couple of sendwiches, I impressed Al with my intimate knowledge of the history of the LASFS by giving him the complete story of the club up to the 
time of the Insurgent Rebellion and the begiuning of the Blezk Years. Fortunately, I ‘npg Jjust finished studyirg the page and a half the Fancyclopedia IT devoted to the 4 subjsct. 

. 4 
I wandered back upstairs, as Al departed for his boom or someplace, ‘and found iyself back in the Shelby room, faced with racks and racks of books. T found a jack- 4 et-and-mint, copy of The Iacredible Palnet (first edition, first printinz) for $3, and 

went into the Crystal Room, where Jesua W Chirist, Jr was lest seen, hoping for an 
autograph. I sat down %o hear Dean McLaughlin's talk on the Martian icanals' s and & 
28w theory regarding their cauge — volcenoes, wind-drift, and coriolis force —- which 
sounds remarkably possible, though a trifle disappointing. Unfortunately, when hs 
turned out, the lights to show some slides, I fell aslsep. 

I woke vp 20 minntes later vhen he finished, and joined in the applanse. By this time it was 10:30, and there ¥as a two-minute break before the next item on the program. I couldn't find Cempbsll, 
but Forry was there, o I asked him how much a JAM first of Incredible Planet would be worth, autographed. He knitted a thoughtful pair of brows, and seld, "About five dol- 
lars.® My collsctor's spirit did a fast cartwheel and came down with a gurgle of gles, 
and I thanked him. L 

By this time the next item for the program was standing in the 
winga gnd the Critics Clagh was ebout to begin. In one corner, wearing transpavent 
@horts, was damon knight (who is accused of not liking Anymingf and 'in the other cor- 
ner, wearing & grim smile, was Sky (P Schuyler) Miller (who is accused of liking 
eveything]. They bad both been hended a challenge by the ConCommittee -- damon was 
speaking on 'Good SF' and Sky was to follow him with e statement about ‘Bed SFi. Dam- 
on led off, but he rather begged hiz question by adapting his topic to ™icod SF: Whers 
Fs It?" He read a number of selections from the highest quality fantasy and stf, thenm 
1aid into the everege run of the stuff for his alloted time. His mein complaint was 





to ¢ 
2 entire 

o adjourn the panel officially at 1330, but 
and the discussion conbinued. 

Hans Stfan Sant 
h telling us we can do somothing to help the 
extra sale, he toid us, 

job wnich has *lgss & 
with an ansver, 

1lainy of the pupmners, He 
an came back then and things began to gst pretty flerce. Hans spoke uietly, Nick 

2 argued from the fen'a p of view, end farlan hit the deck sgein, prophesy: 

-t the magazines —— not just tho sif prosines, bub sl magazines 
would be completely gone in another fifteen years, and we would all be either buy- 

cket-books or just "sit 5 glued to the sg tit.® (Harlan hag a colorful, if 

way of expressing himself.) Hans came back to the stand, and sadly admitted 
o had to agree with Harlen, and that, if tho trends did conbinue that ve and peo- 
e ug mey, in truth, be sowedsy the “last guardians of literacy.” 

Then Dave Eyle, 

in his 101d Man 0F The Houbtain' chavacter, came up to spesk at lergth on thn very 
st days of fandom and stf. Then, he gaid, 

would spend pages describing in detail exactly how the hsro's rockelship worked, 

; his ray-gung, his space-suit, his redar, telephone, and r supply all worked, in 
reat technical dissertations. Now the theme is ®why' —- we bave come to take it for 

granted that our hero is going to the moon, and all the little details of his scier 

have besn pushed into the background. WBhy is he going to the moon? What drives 
go into space? How does he feel about it? Why does he foel that way? We have left the 

era in which the machine was the real star of the story, and now we have a luman being 
at the focus of .interest. Science Fiction has discovered psychology. Dave went on to 

Teminisce about the mid-130's, vhen the fen would rush te the newsstands to buy Amazing, 
&nd then hurry guilkity home with the covers turned inwards or even torn off lest the 

passers-by see the lurid illustrations shich decorated these covers. He remsmbersd go- 

ing to every newsstend within a vange of miles and pubting the stf pulps on the fronts 
of ‘the racks, so that the hand of ths idle browser would be more likely to pick ove of 
them = for whatever purpose an idle browser might choose at random - perhaps yushing 
%o catch a train. But the purpose mettersd not if enother person had been exposed to 
the exiastence of stf. 4nd he said too that there wes something the fan-in-the-strset 
can do for stf —- boost it. Boost stf with all hia might, subject people © it, buy 
prpsines, write letters to the editors (letters that can be shown to the publishers), 
and above all, keep trying to sell people on the stuff. Fandom can help save stf. 

Bjo 
recoverad from the spell of the oratory and called the papel to an official end a'. 

3 a.m., setting & new record for length of an item on a Con Program — 3% hours, shat- 
tering the old record by a full hour, according to Ren Ellik —- and for latensss of 
a scheduled item, beating the old record by half an hour. But the discussion was not 
yet over — it continued out in front of the hall and up in Harlan Ellison's room, I 
was told later. 

But I didn't know about this, and headed to the Cass Room, where the 
fyes bhesr was being served, and found myself with a glass ' of somgthing sbout the ¢ 

color of root beer; warm, & trifle flat, but thoroughly delicious. It was at this point | 
that I realised that I had been drinking the wrong kind of bheer for three years, and | 

made 2 solemm promise o myself that, whemever I had the choice, derk bheer would al- 

ways get my vote. I found Sandy Cutrell selling Garry Davis's World Passports and, in 
agpirit of international brotherhood and'good feeling, I shelled out the equivaleut of 
one Yorld Credit ($1.18) for one. Then, feeling the nesd for some solid nourishwent, 
I drifted down to the lobby, where I found Jock Root in a parallel orbit which end- 

“ed with both of us meated in the Greasy Spoon, just across the strest. Here I moticed 
that I st111 had helf-a-glass of dark bheer, but undghted, I ordered a hemburger and we 

| 
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n't have on: 

e, but follow 
eed & few others Ik 

they might co handye.. 
and a machine that made pessport-type phofos. I spent a qusrter, got 
went to the Treveller’s iid desk. The girl there didn't have any p: 

end hadn't the slighkat idea where I cou! & Notary Public. 

years sgo. 
e Greyhound bus te: 

four photos, end 
e for tie photo, 

: So I wandered about 
the streets of Detroit; trying office building offices, and svery blasted hot- 

el in the downtown area. I covered every bit of dewntown ' Detroit on the map the con 

cummittee had gotten from the Chamber of Commerce, and even ran off the edge scmevhere 
bsd a devil . of & time trying to find my way back on. Now in an ordinary city, the 

are laid out according to a simple grid plan, on an X axis and a Y saxis, to use 
thematical term. - Downtown Detroit has no less than t! sets of axes super- 

posed on esch other, with trisngular and dismond-shaped an ecraftien angles be- 
corners.. Occasionally a street wil]l ~ bend from the X' axis to the X* axis in 

£ a k, end will swing ovelfthe X axis at the next cormer, leaving a 
le patch of green grass growing in the middle of a large intersection. 1% ie de- 
fully casual end might be a mice place to go walking in on a long cool evening, 
t 18 not recommended for sericus, purposeful welking, especially if one is ans- 
‘to £ind a notery public and return %o a con hotel in the dortest amount of time 

g8, leg 

On checking back, I .find I have omitted to mention why I was especially ea~ 

» to get the passport validated; GNRsybin, the Dietzes, the Moskowltzes, and Yalt 
{and I'm not sure whe &ll else mostly New Yorkers, I fergot to take notes on 

this particuler bit) wanted to go over the bridge, south into Candds, sn GecNims (and 
some others, I think) had & World Passport and wanted to  get it stamped at the border. 
This seemed like a good idea to me, so I wanted to try it also. A& they hed decided to 

go over Monday afterncon. See? Simple, istt it? 

anyway, I ukndboaies 
this ridiculous system 
of streets, ducking . 
into every ressonably 
-sized hotel I could 
£ind and asking for & 
notary public. A few 
places said that they 
had one on the staff, 
but since this wes La- 

bor Day, Zhey were all 
off doing whatever 
Notary Publics do on 

Labor Day. I have on- 

1y one clear memory 
from these hours of 

frustration - the 
mindwarping sight of 

a double bill on a 
theatre marguee which snnounced #The Killer Shrews® and 

“fhe Giant Gila Monsters®. (The latter title wiadl, by 

the way, probably beve half the customers pronoucning 

iGila’ vith a hard G:) Later, on the trip back, ~and 
at home, I waw the title agzain, but the initial shock 
stayed with me. 

®0h, he just dropped in for the 
e Burroughs discussion.” 



Finally T 
John ¥ Camphipll, i 

standizg up on a biz platform end haranguing the fans, but 
d not serve to the stomach, which by this time was 

S0 I found Jock t and Bruce Pelz, and 
! 1d hear only vagu ¢ echoes of J¥C as he fin 
semblage why he had a "Right To Be Wrong® -~ I had thought this was 

nted, by eateblished precedent, but JUC] i 

In fact, xned to the Crystal Room, the penel of fen who had turned pro was al- 
t as well; I tend to get awfully jealous of those guys. I looked 

sive questioning revealed that 
sday, so I had to get my stf and 

program. 
hed packing and brough 
second-floor foyer, 

i-white cowhide beg with the 
of mental shock and profound disbelief, 

the fan who hed come from NZ to the 

roit, or had - 
mething like that. Anyway, he was a little late for the con. He nodded to m ok hands with Rick Snesry, snd set a- bout arranging for a ride back to LA. 

4 : 2 Since thers was a 6 pm limit on the room, I got 
st of my junk down to the Shelby Room and checked out, and then went to the Jave 
for & snack. There I mot Jock Root again, and wo talked sbout & mumber of thing 

uding Bjo (I seem to Iave attained & reputation as an expert on the subject), 
ile I kept one sye on Saioskowtz, who wes in the con playlet, which was due to go on out thet time. But I knew they couldnit start without him, so we sat and talked ani felt smg; 4t least I did. 

Finally SsM left, and we followed him out, but lost him in 
the back corridors on the second floor. So we. sat on the floor in front of the Cry- 
stal Room for o few minutes, watching the crowd gathier. Tho docrs opened at 6:15 and 
we all filed in. 

Judy Merril sat on the edge of the stage in front of the curtain end 
gave a rembling, time-killing talk on the announced subject of iThe Men In Science- 
Fiction'. Sh e covered the subject in informal deteil, spending most of her time on 
Tony Boucher, regaling us with all sarts of anscdotes which deserve to be seen in print. 
(dammit, next ysar I should carry a tape recorder.) But after fwlling us all sbout the 
little-known sides of Tony and a mumber of others, shs went back and edmitted that she 
really loved the whole bbody mess. Having finished ome subject, she started on another: 
the progrees and development of the play we wers sbout to See. she said it started 
from seratch two days before, aided by a vast number of willing volunteers, and was now 
in final form. I had been aware of the concatrated wovk on the play -- the writers 
had filled the mgre brightly-lit end of the cockteil lounge for the last two days, sip- 
ping their strarge mixtures, trading esoteric gegs and pounding away on their various 
machines like mad. Now, apparently, all was ready. Even I had contributed to the 
play, I found -~ John Koning had borrowed my long cigarébte holder to lmon to the prop 
department for ome of the characters —- I think it wes Karen Anderson. 

Judy finished 
her spiel and checked behind the curtains, then ceme back out, sat down on the stage a 
guin, and started telling us about her firet meeting with Fritz Leiber, and said thai 



DTOS were the mitost pesple. A miffied 
thing about being veady, md Juily im 

5 
s 'John ¥ Scramble, Jr!, in response to & questions 

shonld T inow? ‘After all; I'm not Ghod... But then, who ia?2" - There was a long 
1f -paper roll of credits &t the ernd, end rather thar omit balf of them, I didn'{ g 

. &ny of them. Included inithe cast, however, were Karsn Anderson, SaMoskowitsz, Fritz 
Leil Tom Scortia, Clris Moskowityz, Randy Garrett, Djinn Ffaine, and Karen Anderson. 

723 on at the beginning and as something else at the end.) And theye were two | 
rouded figures in front of the stage Lent over a checker-board who tossed in eso- 
ic lines between scenes, who were finally revesled as players of & ox something 

o that —— I think they wers playing Fairy Checkers. ] 
5o e After the glay there was a brie! 

~ Se83ion with Earen in her vampire costume, then Harlan was exhumed from somewhers and 
© stimuck him e trewor sulzed his limbs, his mouth opened; his arms raised, < 

=nd he started ano euction. But Fred Prophet stuffed him back in his coffin for} 
& moment eud sat on the 1id while ‘the last business was taken care -f. Fred handed 
ver the official gavel 4o Dirce frcher and then hauded an enveloge full of the pro- esds from the Auction Bleeh to Bob Medle to spply for TAFF. Sims took the gavel back | ~and officially adjournsd the 17t Anmual Worldcon at 7345 pm. 1 

i ¢ But you can't stop some- | thing that hes been gathering momentum for four or more dsys with a airgle blow of the 
gavel.  Herlan Ellison crawled back to the rostrum and begen auctioning the last of 
‘the paintings, menuscripts, drawings, chairs, lamps, and wailresses...and we fled from 

room. 3 > 4 o 
. The gang going back to LA met and discussed their plans, and sfter extensive 

uments Gecided that we would phone Dean Grennell. Al Lewis said he would £1y back 
to LA and take Bjo's fox terrier puppy with him. Ron asked if he could fly with e dog s 

Jack pointed owt that the dog couldn't fly alone. Dick Daniels agresd to Gake 
d Fritsch, Bruce Henstell, Sric Grunther and Mike Hinge, as he was driving dir- 

ectly to Los Angeles; that 1s¥% nirs of us evenly divided between a Peugot end a Hill- 

s Ron got one busy signal from Grennell! s, then made contact. He came out of 
‘the phone booth, his face slight with squirrelish glee -- Dean had taken & w hols wesk 
off to meet fen passing throuzh from the con, sad Ron had told him we would arrive the 4 
next oight. As sxrangements for this night were being made, I took a seet in the lob- 
by and spent, an hour or so casuslly trying to seduce the wifs of 2  well-known pro who 
doesnit want her name baudied about \tho E11ik promised he'd bangdy it, he hasnii yet).  After her husband woke up and ook her awey, she back back to apologize. ¢fand T*11 _ See you next yeari}) 5 % 

53 I sat dn the lobby and watched Merion Zimmer Hradiey eat a meo~ 
fan -~ it wes a ginger-bread man which had 'NEO! lettered on its chest in white frost- 
ing. Jdohn Koning had brought it all the way from Youngstonw, Ohie, just to prove that 
MZB ectually doen vat neos for breakfast {though it was sdmittedly late for: bréakfast) , and Bruce PolZ immortalized the mowent an color £ilm. 2 

Then a yumor filteved dowm the stairvell to the effect that thers was a party going on in the Cass Room, and Rendy arrettis fuse had beson 1i%. We followed the trail of smoke up to bhe gecond: floor 
end found it to be ‘true. It seemed that at . +/10:30 he had suddenly stood up with a 4 dnk in his hard and ennounced he was going to maké & speech. And with only fen pre- 
sent, be did. I missed the bagis context alorg with the first hour of the speech; but 
'm not sure it had a thewe or anything similer, but it was good and stimulating. Sowe 

~ pros heard about it tsc,of course, and they started drifting in and listening. It be- 
more of a wide-opan discussion and free-for-all heckling session with Randy yun- 
?gm whole show, gesticulating wildly, weving his gless (which was always halj 





- heslthy function. For one thing, it serves es an outlet for the pent-up emotional 

Po and offers a vital message for others. 
ly, this should discualify me from§ 

icle. It actuaily is my Svan 
been on my chest & long time.d aasmach ag fandom is concerned; and as 

ad now of the opportu o get it of! 
I went to deal fi nal events lesding 

e by the Hoex and its aftermath. 

48 & teen-ege fan I w by Hoy Ping Pong, Robert Wilson Tucker. 

legendary fan and i d ion with such & great man as he. T 

was stationed at Cha from Tucker?s Bl 

inois home in 1949, I got ps o visit him. 4% that ti 

s living room, I unfolded to him my plan. 
I told him I wanted to perpetrate a Hoex G2 

for I had never perpetrated a hoax an this wo 

sympathetically. He had seen meny young fen if 
‘the tick and as b 

#7441 never work sgain. They!ll never belisve it a 

He veferred to the first Tucker Death Hoax, telling me 
cussing it for awhile; he sumed up his opinion sgain: it would be & flop 

But T told him I dissgreed. My point was that nobody woull belis 
hoax was & phony, mostly because the first one was. I left telll 
g0 ahend, and go shesd T did. I concocted the most 
story...made the flaws so obvious even the most naive re: 1d spot them. For ex= 

ample, Tucker's plans to start & daily fan newspapers patently ridiculous, espleially 
from & guy of his fanwiedom. And his writing & love novel--totally out of his field. § 

The gory details of his death should have immedistely stamped the story spocryphal to 
enybody capable of exevcising the slighbst bit of judgment. But, as I now know, there 
is the ¥ill o Believe. 

You see, fandom can be cbserved as a highly petulsnt affeir where really signific 
ant things rareiy ocour. Fans mske highly insignificant things seem to have vast im- 3 
portence...fans contrive events, feuds, fanzines, ta magnify wastly fandom's scope. 

Fens want stature. There is, therefore, the pocsibility that some fans WANTED to be- 
lieve the Tucker story. It added some excitement to their lives &nd ‘they had a chancel 

o be thankful it wasn't them--they were still among the living, still in fandom. E 

The people who seemed aftervards to kick up the biggest fuss were the 01d Bastardd 

of Fandom, as I called them then. One group:-from Californiay well-known guys in 

their forties and fifties—-made not-so-véiled thrests to beat the hell out of ‘me in a | 

hotel room &% Cincinatti. At the time, I wished they would have becaus I hated their 

guts and would have liked to have them thrown in the clink. These well:knowr 01d Bal 

taxde of Fendom &re still around. But I no longer hate their guts, for today T realize 

they ere pethetic creatures who found themsslves incapable of competing in the outside: 

world ‘and were forced into a circle of teensgers, young misfits snd others where the 

competition was not great. These are the people L rofexred to earlier who taught me & 

great lesgon. They were not elevating me, as a teen-sged neurotic, to their maturity : 

level: they were regressing or had never grown out of that emotional level. Beating 

teensgers, either paysically or verbally, made them highly supevior beings. 

Tt was shortly after the Tucker Death Hoax dhat I began to look at fandom ser- 

iously...and to take i% Jess 3o, &s & result. Please den't get ms wrong: I do not now 

j@sue & blanket condemmation of fandom. I feel fandom serves a highly pertinent end 

to the now notoricus TucksH 

@ 

1 plar 
unbelieveable 





in the fand 

Such peapls 
1 ; there are Howa: 

also my interesting corresp 

vy, Coswal, Joe Kencedy, Harry War: 
128 are today familiar to you only through 
411 ave people with whowm I once had or 

common. 
You ses, I began to understend, starting-with the ve: 

Tucker Death Hoax, about fans. Thsy were secretly d 
matyre prnak. £he; who were supposed to mow Tucker 

4859888ne1 18p1r losges, not on hhemselves, not on t 
am, but on a neurotic 18-year old, like the petiy residents of a small Midy 

But I was not actually a o 

an effect. I was the effect of fandom's. conditi 

lieve me, is an accepted, yes, an & 
Pemous, not bscause of significant, 
compelling outre, sensational events they ius 

d FANCYCLOPEDIA II in the light of my thesis...you may be shocked %o f 

v expressed, what may have ' lsin in the back of your mind for & long time. 
The pint is, fandom can help you to grow up in you use fandom right: you commit 

ur hosxes, you roam the country in a slammobile, visiting fannish chsracters of all 

nds ard shapes and emotional sets, you correspond, you crenk out fanzines by the reamy 

you wesr < uniform. And that uncform of conformity, my so~called "non-conformist® 

end, is roughly tentamount to the beatnikis unorihodoy clothing, to his beard, to 
her lectards. Your language, like the teenagers', is adapted from English, You say 
fan, fen, fandom...you say BEl, "Goshwovoboy,” "Real Soon Now*. You teke open delight 
in your secret code as the teenager who used to use pig Latin now talks cool so his 
parents can't participate;and you babble incessantly sbout six in a sly winking way, 

although you know far less about sex than your contemporaries in the outside world, 

fav less, since you can't communicate adsquately with those contemporaries. You make 

2 fotish out of bheer as well although you drink no more besr end the reasson may be be- 

cause you!te very hungry to belong outside if you feel they would sccept you-—they who 

drink the beer. I am not attempting to play God or analyst, but I have felt these 
foelings and I can speak them now because I'm no longer involved; and although many 

of you will deny this is true, those who are not far enough gone to suffer ego whip- 

lash will at least agres to soms of my theses. 
Another point to consider is this; that s-f fondom is at least vue step removed 

from s-f...that fandom would continue should s-f be abolished tomorrow...that a new 3 
#ourpose® would come into being, which purpcse would rarely sérve as the real core for 
fandom thereafter, just as s-f is really a justificetion rather than e purpose...end 

there is & difference. You gee, and it's hard to hear this, there are other fandoms. 
. True, some are composed of less intelligent people and others ave even less mafure. 

There are the philatelic fandom, the model railroad fandom, the camera fendom, the 

Scientology fandom, the Saucer fandom, the NAM fandom, the Labor fandom, the Soclslist 

fandom: and s-f fandom is just one of many socielogical phenomena...the urge to be- 1 

} _long, fulfilledl To fit oneself in someplace where one can gain a dort of acceptance. 

, simpl; 
; copscious 

Once I could never understand how anybody could ever leave fandom. Today I do. 

There are other ways of 1ife, superior omes. Mors culbural, more mature, mora exciting 

Today T know...though I once could never conceive this possibility..perhaps someday 3 

you too will know. 
Now, my point hes been this: that today I would never pull off a Tucker Death 

Hoax...because today I've outgrown the necessity of gaining acceptance through this 

{concluded on page 26) 
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betwsen love and honor, but it i3 a dubious improvement. Rerely, Stuff the vint- 
Bers sell has been vaised in the same competitive class. 

Reasons for the overemphesis on love in modern America are easy to find. The 
lcksters have leerned there's money in Wylie's prinmciple, "Sex selle anything." Why 
there should be more money in sexy advertising than in 

appeals addressed to other urges is perhaps explained \ ) 
by an oversimplified analysis of motivation, which re- e 
duoed 811 drives to hunger and lust. Vith hunger less | S 
of a problem, sex remains the grest unsatisfied urge. \< Loy > 
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ct 
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lemands We turn our ug. 

Perhaps 1 
7ith the nncommi 

discover how to desalt sea water; might boost our 
tied mations. But who wants to pay more texes to support re- 

h?  Too bad s are head of us in space, but their young people still 
rock and We mushu' b make too heavy demaxds on our tesn-sgers in 

bt chuck it and spend all their time hotrodding sround together. 

exploding population and the boom in living standards make us in- 
easingly dependent on the rest of the vorld for raw materials while we sink to- 
ds the status of a second-rate power that will have to a what the world mas- 

ters choose to give us, on their terms. 

This is not & happy prospect, but one that looms large in the fears 
people. Unless the Eros-led o3 of gelf-indulgence somshow burns itse 

the only hope of salvation would sesm to be that some manlier impulse may gather 
ad it a sufficient number of vigorous spirits. 

Meybe this is a thin hope, but the best chance of arvesting ths decline of the 
Yest may well lie in that crasy Buck Rogers stuff. Buck had many fsults, but he never 
let Mom, or even §ilma, run him 

Fust what, may I ask is your opinion of bullse® —J§ral Ballard, Outsider 

BOTICE OF IMPORT: (uardry is not expecting to be affected by the draft, for though s 
ave 18 years of age and as sound mentelly as the next fan, if not sounder - all de- 
pending on who the next fan is - we do mot meet (cr come close to mesting) the govere- 
mentis physical requirements. 

-~ Leo Hoffman, (UANDRY #8, March 1951 
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Science fiction is not now literatur: 
future. And it may not grow and expand 

eutonomy as a genve. 

This is a difficult statement to make, especially at s time when science fiction 
has become most concerned with its reletion to other fiction forms, and with its devel- 
oping meturity. But an honest sppraisal of the field and its future cannot yisld anothen 

answer. 

In the fiirst place, it is foolish to expect an entire literary genre magically to 
become #1iterature” en masse. Yet this is exactly the miracle that countless fans, do- 
mens of writers, and apperently even a few sditors seem to expect. "When will stf be 
Tecognized as literature?® they ask in an endless stream of editorials, lettsrs, and 
convention speeches. The enswer, of course, is simple: it will be recognized when it 
bec literature. Aud despite the fond hopes of the Ackermans, the Diktys, and even 
the Palmers of yors, stf is as far from becoming literature as it ever was. 

Articles in recent fmz have been pointing with a great deal of hope towards the 
new Amaging, end i%s much higher quality of fiction. Fan critics point to Amezing‘s 

startling transformation as a clear indication that publishers ave st last giving up 
their preoceupation with the so-called juvenile sudience snd are recognizing the more 
mature tastes of adult veaders. This conclusion is entirely true--and it is obvious 
that the Amezing "rovel® of todsy is twenty timss strorger in literary merit than its 
1956 (or 1946, or 19%) predecessor. But it is equally obvious that the literary me- 
pit of the "traditionsl" Amazing was roughly equal to that of a narrated comic strip. 
And, given a scale where Superman resides at '1‘ and (for example) "Medsme Bovery" at 
11007, twenty is still a very low rating. 

And the complete ludicrousness of the situebion becomes spparent when even the 

| beat stf magazine, Fantesy and Science Fiction, is compared to such mainstream leaders 
s Atlantic, Herperis, and even the Kenyon Review (which is probsbly analogous to F&SF 
in scope end means, if not in circuiztion). Although in its twelve years F&SF has pub- 

1ished much that deserves o be recognized as literature, there is no compsrison on an 
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Rog Ebert 

S ARE SLANS DEPARTMENT.....The Man of Tomorrow Is Here! 

4 prominent local fan, whoss nsms I do not wish to teke in vain for I am not o 

troublenaker, once had a fight with his wife. This is scarcely news, but this Man of 

the Futurs loudly declared his intemtion to kill himself. ©I am goisg to il my- 

se1f,% he said 1ike a corny movie actor, and vent slowly to the bathroom so that the 

imaginary cemeras might pen with him. ; 
Ho locked the door noigily, for he is Avave of Sound, and 3oon there vas the 

noiss of water running in the bathtub. His wife, used to his Grade B meledrema ent- 

ics, peld little sttention. After a bime, the water stopped, and she heard himmbter— 

ing to himself. After a quarter of an hour she began o rellect on the situation. It 

e ot 1ikely be would kill himself, she thought. Not unless he could mansge 1t 2o 

t ne could stand off and watch her discover his poor lifeless body and esgerly 

who Loved Her So 

she thought, he was so apt to foul up 
¢ by accid- 

Grink in her reactions as she stared at the still form of THE Man 

Madly That He Sought Peace in the Grave. Still, 

the job as he did everything elge that he might just possibly kill himsel! 

¢nt.. Besides, her feminine curiosity began to prod her. She went to the door. 

Strangely enough, the bolt wes shot but somehow had not meneged to enter the slot, 80 

thet it was not sctusily locked. She pushed the door open and went in. 

Thers, seated in the bathtub, was the Man of Tomorrow. He was sawing and hacking 

2% his throat with a safety razor. The skin wes abraded and lacerated by the gerrated 

guard testh of the razoxr; but no further damage had been done because the would-be 

euicids had thoughtfully removed the blade before he began to cut his throat. 

L An0 us (Burbes?) 

rm“’?;acem #42, Sept '50 
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¥hy I Would Not 'Kill: Bob Tucker Again—concluded. ... 

manner, and thet this manner is a perfectly normal, ACCEPTED method in fandom. In 

fact that entity which is fandom is composed basically of incidents like thisj and were. 

Jou to remove them completsly, there probably would be nothing of substance left of 
fandom. 

Thug I no longer need fandom...slthough It1l always treasure my adolescent memor- 
ies of whet was once an inaltersble way of life, i , formerly inscruteble. 
1111 remember them because they gave me, those experiences, a balancer, a place to go 
to, & group of friends who didn't reject me. Fandom was a great equalizer end thers- 

peutic, but when therapy's function has been completed, it mist be cut off abruptly or 
¢ portends vast dangers, greater than the sickness it was csalled in to cure. - 

- Goodbye Fandom — 
Ben Singer 

BEING A SNIDE BUT COMPASSIONATE COMMENT- 0h, Elmer's surly, 

ARY UPON THE PLIGHT OF A PAIR OF NATION- Elmer's cioss, 

ALLY ADVERTISED FIGURES WHEN THEIR MARITAL A Study In Frustration, —-dag, 

BLISS WAS MENACED BY THE CUCKOLDING ACT- For Elsie’s squirrely out- 

IYITIES OF THE ARTIPIUIAL BREFDER — -or- Fo his loss siders 

On fake inseminstion. 415 
' Mr Borden, How Could You?
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Last issue, when this column was still cailed 
*The Readers Retort® and we were abont to leunch a 
contest for a new title, we mentioned that thers 
a copy of Shaggy #30 to be had for the person who sube 
mitted a title we liked emough to use. Well, the cone 
test was withdrawn, but one doesn't just flaunt a Bur—> 
bee-produced fanzine in fandom's face without some kind 
of result. On 18 July this card came: 

TERRY CARR: Today I was reading the PSI PHI annish at 
o last--you people who complain of being be- 
bind in commenting on fms fracture me--and I mote that 
you apperently have & duplicate of Shaggy #30. ((Not a 
duplicate--a precious only copy!}) Happens that that's 
one of the issues we need to complete our collection of 

f¥haddys mean, he's all heart?. tne ngg. Could we beg, Péifi# steal & copy from you 
I don't find awy at alll® somehow? Hould be glad to trade subs to our mags eud 

would probably agree to however many issues you asked , within remson. Like, faunchi that!s what weire doing. ({So I wrote back and told 
xy I dida’t went subs but whst sort of r: fmz vould he offer in trade. Have yet to hear from him, but it's too soon.)) 

Have I told you I loved Bjo's cover on PSI-PHI? Well, I did. Also Taj‘s Detent~ ion report; am faunching (that word sgain) for the rest of it. 

Y _WARNER JR: ...That takes care of your letter, I think, and brings me to Pai-Phi 
which I enjoyed thoroughly again although it is considerable of a holt to find hectograph-type reproduction beside mimeograph. The ome looks pallid and th® other seems crude when they're side by side like that. There's nothing wrong with them viewed singly, but it's something like the bad impression that sciencefiction and 

weiyd fiction reflect on one another when they appeer in the same magazine or anthology. ¢ The pext thing that occurs to me is the change that has come over fandom's standards 
when you spend one-belf of a page apologizing for the wrefiched thinness of the annish, and 1t turns out to possess 40 pages. There wes a time when fanzines were marvels if they hit 40 psges once in a career. 

I wms glad to see the picture page again, after I had praised it so highly to 
Bruce. Bub I'd still like to know who i the enchanting creature in the foreground of the Friar Tucker picture. Maybe she has a dreadful facs but whet is visible looks 
about right. I also got the pleasure of recognition from many things in Ted's con- 
vention report; by now I find myself comparing my convention memoriss with each new nexrative of its events, because I've read so mch about it that I probably remember it as well as anyone who attendsd. There were quite a few previously neglected matters covered in this account, like the fireworks episods and the Willy Ley talk. 

Jean's account of how badly she has rocks in her head was most amuaing, too. I 
wlsh thay had been able to spend more time in Hegeratow on that trip westward, because 
there ars supposed %o be many geological marvele in this vicinity, including the At- 
lentic comst of a few millenia ego on a mountainside a dozen miles west of here. When 
scmeons finds oystershells on this mountain,it's always hard to determine if scientists 
should be called because of fossils or police Ehould be called because of littering the 
comtryside. 

Rog Ebert continues to write very fine reviews. But T wonder if he doesn't over— 
dook the fact that writers « for Galsxy are suffering from the same flaws that main- i 
8iream writers demonstrates 'too much preoccupation with Hemingway. Exmest was the fel- | 

. low who started this obssssion with a drink on every page and a neurcitic obsession in every herois head, not H.L. Gold. 
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LEN MOFFATT: Dodd, a traveling -iant in his own right, makes Morocco sound more in- 

teresting than the comercial travel ads for same. The biz sbout women 

doing the heavy vorik (snd mormally welking s few paoes bebind the husband) seems to 

o true of most Oriental countries. I remember in sgasski seeing & man walking aslong 

corrying & small briefcase or folio, folloved by his wife sarrying & AIGE bundle of 

hovsehold items on her back. They werc an elderiy couple, and she was bent almost 

double from the welght of her load. Aw they ptepped elong, conversing quite chearfully, 

1 tried to eavesdrcp bub my knowledge of the language was too littls o do morg then 

t3gure cut that they were indeed men end wife. Children--very small childven, too— 

were used for hard lebor. The "dock workers” who unloaded our sesbags and gear from our 

ghip included many littls tylnes who actuelly rap #ith each load (from dockside to ware— 

house) . Appevently the theory ves that the faster they moved back and forth the less 

time they would hava to support sach crate or gesbag. I cell them tykes bocause they 

> guite smell, aithough they might have besn older than they appearsd to my 

ontal oye. One thing was certain: despite whab we i consider a starvetion 

diet they were strong. 

Fanorama—the mentel pic of an editor using blue pencils like dousing rods, 

topped off by fans using spectacle stess in a like manner, brought laughter to 

Any chancs of getting AW to continue this column in your mag? 

(£It% up to Welt. Walt? Please?}) 

LPS NIRENBERG: Re a redl gourmet and make up saue %eafe con leche” which is Mexican 

woffes with milk. Instesd of using hot water in that recipe I gave 

you, uzs hot mil¥ instsad (except when you've adding the drops of water). Aftera 

While youtll find you can meke up a cup ¢f it in sbout the time it takes to heab the 

milk. It ig more work than ordinary coffee but worth it. Just think of that glorious 

wnoma &5 you whip the coffes granules; doegnit that fair make your mouth water? After ¢ 

h%iny%babed coffes for years 1've finally beuoms en addict, but I £ind I'm addi cted o 

only the coffee T meke and I still can't stand the crap they sell in restaurants A 

and even that 'fresh ground! stuff doesn't move me. This is bacouse I use a special > 

Holland coffee which I order from an importer in Hamilton. Then on top of that I use ¢ 

a Dutch coffes arome (in lieu of chicory) which I add to it. The result is dslicious. 

(£1 1ike the flavour of coifee, Les, but not in gtendard form. Sorzy!)) 

It glad to see the snappy Bjo cover and 'hope you can get her to do more for you 

i#i the future. She's just greatl ({Well, eould heve had Bjo illes front and rear this ol 

%ime bub had the ATom illo on hand, so used Bjo's for two apazines.}) 
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