
3 
The matter of the documented existence of a 

“JoyceKatz” hasbeenraised by several stubborn 
doubters. Ms. “Katz” herself responds: “They 
paidmetenbuckstousethename. Tenbucksand 
all the Old Granddad I could put away and I'd 
have people out to some rental house and we'd 
hang around and I'd go to their cons. The real 
name’s Meatpacker. Patti Jo Meatpacker. I've 
been married fifteen years to the same no good 
lazy thieving bastard whose nameain’t Arnie, let 
me tell you. I’m a dancer in the chorus at the 
Crystal Lounge. But what I really want to do is 

act.” 

4 
And what of the amiable, beaming figure of 

the “ArnieKatz” whose presenceatinnumerable 
conventions over recent years has been thor- 
oughly testified to? Ms. Meatpacker/“Katz” elu- 
cidates: “They used different guys. It was never 
my no good husband but one time it was my 

brother-in-law Ralph. When he was out of work 
from the cab company. They paid yourexpenses 
plus ten dollars and they gave you the fake 
mustache and the glasses and a pillow if you 
neededit. Mostly they usedhomelesspeople. We 
got them in Vegas like hairs on an armpit. One 
timeatoneofthe Corfluthings—Ithinkitwasthe 
one in California—the guy being Arnie got so 
loaded he swallows his own mustache. And 
nobody notices. It wasas funny asakangaroo on 
crutches. I still bust a gut to this day.” 
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So who did the writing? Ken Forman again: 
“Nobody really. We just sort of recycled. Jack 
Speerletusborrow from hisfanzine collection. I 
don'tknow ifhe knew what we were doing but if 
he did he never let on. We took a bunch of old 
articles and just changed the names and moved 
some of the words around, especially the 

adjectives. Nobody caught on. One time Greg 
Benford wrote a loc raving about some article or 
another in Wild Heirsand it wasreally just one of 
his own old editorials from Void. The one about 
cleaning out his desk. We must have used that 
one ten times. The thing with fans is they’re 
brightwithhighIQsbut very little memory, even 
when it’s written down. I think it comes from 
smoking all that dope back in the sixties.” 

6 

KenForman's “Final Statement onthe Matter 
of ‘Amie Katz™ as it appears in his current 
FAPAzine: “It wasjustour way of gaining entry 

to fandom on a more or less equal footing. Ifit 

bothers anybody or hurts their feelings, then I 

apologize to everyone. Such was never our 

intention or our motivation.” 

Z 

Andyetwhatofthe supposedreal ArnieKatz 

reported by several fansto be living and working 

in contemporary Las Vegas. Forman again: 
“Sure, we tried to find him. Who wouldn’t? We 

wanted to at least let him know what we were 

doing and hope it was okay with him. But he 
wasn’tinthe phone book. Nobody’deverhearof 
him. Weeven asked this private investigator my 
wifeknew fromwhenshe wasdealingcardsatthe 
Hilton and he nosed around and came back and 

said there wasn’t any such person—not in the 
stateofNevadaanyway. Itwaslike, ifheeverhad 
existed, thisreal Arnie Katz, he'd dropped offthe 
faceoftheplanet. So we wenton withthehoax.” 

8 
An anonymous Vegas femmefan again: “A 

bunch of us developed areal crush on ol” Arnie. 
We wanted tosleep with him. Allofus. Oneata 

time or in a big bunch, it didn’t matter. But he 
wasn’t real. It was just a big fantasy. Like Mr. 
Spock. Whenwewerelittlekids weall wanted to 
screw him, t0o.” 
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So there it lies. Or does it? On August 13, 

2002, oldtime fanrich brown poststhe following 
onanobscureinternet chat group: “Toall whom 
it may or may not concern: Arnie Katz does not 
exist. He never existed. He wasn’treal when he 
was in Vegas and he wasn’t real when he was in 
Brooklyn. Theguy'safigmentandall ofyouwho 
believed in him, all of you who ever went down 

that bad road, then I'm telling you you've been 

had, brother, and big time.” 

10 

Within days another old-line fan and 

supposed friend of “Katz™’s from back in the 
sixties, Ted White, responds: “Rich just got his 
medication mixed up. It was Tuesday and he 
thought it was Thursday and he got the wrong 
bottle. Of course Arnie was real back in the 
sixties. Jeez, he came to Fanoclast meetings, 
some of them at my own home.” 

11 
Somebody surely did, but who? Rich brown 

again: “Ted White is a friend of mine but he’s 

scaredshitless. Hedoesn'tknow thewholestory, 
none of us do, but I’ll tell you this much. The 

only medication I ever took was out of the



business end ofa Cherokee peace pipe. And Ted 

White knows that, too.” 

12 
Another former fan from that era, a one-time 

closeassociate of both White and brown but who 

prefers not to have his name used here: "I don’t 

know nothing about no Las Vegas Arnie, that's 

way after my time, but the guy I knew in 

Brooklyn, he wasasreal as the snotinyournose. 

Onetimewewereriding thesubway way upinthe 

Bronx, doing an Allen Ginsberg thing, and these 

four punks come up and start hassling us. One 

pullsashivand Arnie takes the blade away from 

him so fast your eye can’t follow. Go thou and 

forswear violence in all your deeds, he sez. 1 

mean, I ain’t making this up, he really said that. 

Now you tell me, a guy like that: he's a hoax?” 

3 
Greg Benford isnotonly afanbutalsoapro- 

fessor of physics at a leading American univer- 

sity. Whenasked to comment onthe controversy 

he responds with a formal statement issued 

throughaspokesperson: “AccordingtoEinstein, 

it’s fully conceivable foran ‘Arnie Katz’ to exist 

hereinthisspotwhilesimultaneously notexisting 

inthere, thatotherspot. It’sallamatter of temper 

aturesKelvin, oftheuniversal continuum, of mass 

plus energy divided by Jennifer Lopez’s waist 

size. If you don’t believe me, ask Stephen 

Hawking.” 

14 
From the Los Angeles Times September 6, 

2002: “Physicist and sci-fi author Gregory 

Benfordhasrecently beenincarceratedinaprivate 

mentalinstitution,aspokespersonrevealed. The 

precise nature of his affliction is notknown.” 

15 
SanFrancisco fan Len Baileshasbeennamed 

over the years “Arnie Katz”s oldest fan 

acquaintance. In fact, according to one version, 

Bailesand“Katz” wenttoschooltogetherasboys. 

Bailes explodes this myth: “That was all a 

mistake, a confusion. I think I know how it got 

started. The guy Iwenttoschool with wasnamed 

Arnie Blatz. Blatz, not Katz. He wasamoron, a 

real ignorant ignoramus. He couldn’t have 

spelled cat frontwards, let alone if his name was 

Katz. ThebiggestpimplesI’veeverseenonakid, 
too. I don’t know what happened to him. 

Somebody told me he died in Vietnam. Stepped 

on a land mine. No, he was nevera fan.” 

16 

Robert Lichtman of Glen Ellen, California, 

has accumulated a core collection of most of the 

major fanzinespublished overthe lastfifty years. 

His opinion for this article: “I’ve nothing to say. 

Lives have been threatened over this and to me 

it’s just not worth it. Fandom is supposed to be 

for fun, away torelax short of spilling one’s seed 

on the ground. You shouldn’t have to worry 

about getting locked up inaloony bin for therest 

of your life.” 

17 
“I remember being shown the large, bland 

object that purported to be ‘ Arnie Katz’ long ago 

at Ted White’s home in Brooklyn, and was 

immediately suspicious of its authenticity, but 

when I voiced those suspicions in my mild, 

befuddled way I was immediately shouted down 

(‘He’s confused,” they said, ‘he’s only a pro, he 

doesn’tunderstand fannish stuffany more’) and1 

have kept quiet ever since.” 

—Bob Silverberg in Snickersnee, August2001 

18 

And Harry Warner, Jr., our leading fannish 

historian. “Katz? ArnieKatz? There wasoncea 

Milton Katz who published a fanzine called Barf 

but I think it only lasted two issues and you 

couldn’t read it—it was published using purple 

ink on single-ply toilet paper and there was too 

much see-through. In my opinion, Arnie Katz 

doesnotnow and never did exist. But that’sjust 

my opinion.” 

119, 
Bob Tucker, who goes back to the very 

beginning: “I remember Degler.” 

20 
Albert Einstein: “The universe is stranger 

than we imagine. Stranger than we ever can 

imagine.” 

21 

From a private letter of “Arnie Katz” circa 

1966 : “The cool thing about fandom is that you 

neverreally knowanybody. It’sallapaperworld. 

I’ve known some people three years like Harry 

Warnerandneverevenmetthemonce. Andeven 

afteryoudomeetthem, how doyouknow it’sthe 

same guy?” 
—Gordon Eklund
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Yes, it /ias been a long time since an issue of 
Trap Doorlanded in your mailbox. It wasn’t my 
intention to skip an entire calendar year for the 
first time since launching this fanzine in 1983—far 
from it—and 2001 having the significance it does 
in our little subculture, it’s doubly lamentable not 
to have done an issue with that date. Well, here’s 
my list of excuses. 

In late February 2001 I stepped in some 

slippery mud, rammed my right foot hard into a 
high curb, and broke my ankle in three places. A 
week later | had surgery in which a bunch of hard- i 
ware was installed, and after that I was off work 
for nearly three months. [ stayed with Carol in 
Oakland for the duration. She took great care of i 
me, but the lay-off wasn’t conducive to working on 
a fanzine because all the stuff | needed was in 
Glen Ellen. 

Reason No. 2: Getting used to a new com- 
puter and, especially, to the changes it wrought in 
my life. Finally, | was able to gain access fo the 
Internet and the Web at home, which left me less 

“time for my traditional paper-based fanac, as those 
of you who long preceded me into cyberspace 
already know and the rest of you (hi, Harry! hi, 
Fred!) can probably easily imagine. While it's 
much quicker o fire off an e-mail of comment than 
it is to do it the traditional way, access to the e- 
mail lists—Trufen, Memory Hole, etc.—and all 
the wonders of the Web is quite diverting and has 
to be blamed, at least in part, for my 
procrastination. But as is always the case, the 
main excuse is No. 3: the time and delay built info 



gathering the components that make up any given 
issue. 

While | was recuperating, other things hap- 
pened that drew my attention away from fanac. 
Those of you with long memories may recall that 
in the last issue I told of attending my mother’s 

funeral in Los Angeles with Carol and various 
other family members. One of these was my 
brother, of whom I wrote: “John had just com- 
pleted six months of chemotherapy—he’s in 
complete remission for now,” and “At the end of 

July Carol and | are going to San Diego to 
celebrate his 55" birthday.” We did go and it was 
a great party, but it turned out to be his last 
birthday. 

Not long after my surgery, John took a sudden 
turn for the worse, and just two weeks later his 

son called to tell me that John had passed away. 
Only two days before that Id spoken with him 

on the telephone at some length. I'd done most of 
the talking because he had so little lung capacity 
that he could barely get out a short sentence. We 
looked back to the good times we'd had 
recently—from that 55" birthday last July to his 
January visit when he came up here alone and 
spent some great time with Carol and me (we had 
a thing going on about each of our favorite crab 
cakes, so we’d taken him out to a Carribean 

restaurant in Oakland to try our favorite crab 

cakes; and we spent a lot of time just enjoying 

each other). | was glad | had this final 

opportunity to let him know I loved him. 

John’s wish was to be cremated and have his 
ashes spread at sea; he had a boat and loved the 

ocean. His wife Karin told us she planned to keep 

his ashes for a year (for a “proper mourning 
period”) before doing so. Hearing this was good 
news, since with my broken ankle and crutches | 

was in no condition to travel. 
Younger brothers aren't supposed to die first, 

and from the outset of his illness John tried to try 

to keep it from happening. He hung in there for 

three years, but the odds were definitely stacked 

against him. It's a new and not altogether wel- 

come feeling, suddenly being the last of my 

generation in the family. With my brother gone, 

there’s no one around with whom I can talk about 

Old Family Stuff in a first-hand way. 
But mostly, I just plain miss him. 
Meanwhile, here in fandom things weren’t 

going much better. Sid Birchby, Ken Cheslin, Bill 
Donaho, Pat Ellington, Terry Hughes and Boyd 

Raeburn have all passed away since the last issue. 
True, they are far from a complete list of people 
who've left us, but they were the ones who meant 

the most to me. Every time someone who's been 
reading 7rap Door from its humble beginnings in 
1983 has to be cut from the mailing list due to 
their final gafiation, I feel a great sadness; but it’s 

soon followed by a vow to continue producing 
issues that they would have enjoyed. 

Ken's and Sid’s final letlers of comment to me 
appear in this issue’s letter column, and | have 
equally clear memories of the others. One thing 
about staying with Carol while my ankle mended 
was that | got to see more of Pat in her final 
weeks than | would have otherwise. I knew Pat 
for forty years and considered her a good friend, 
and I'm glad I had the opportunity. 

In his final weeks of life, Terry Hughes 
remembered 7rap Doorin his will, and thus it can 

be said that he is not only one with the angels up 
there in fannish heaven, but his generous gift is 
angeling this issue of 7rap Door and part of the 
next one. 

And Bill Donaho’s and Boyd Raeburn’s 
fanzine collections ended up in my care. And 

hereby hangs a couple of tales. 
It’s old news by now that Donaho passed away 

the day before Thanksgiving 2000 at a'veterans’ 
relirement home. | first learned about it from a 

message Lenny Bailes posted on Memory Hole. 
He said that Dave Rike had informed him. So | 
phoned Dave. He had no additional information, 
and said he’d heard about it from Miriam Lloyd. 

So I called Miriam. Miriam gave me the name of 
Bill’s executor, a woman named Keonaona who 

was some sort of honcho in a Hawaiian Huna 

church that Bill had been involved in. This was a 

surprise to me, since to the best of my perhaps 

feeble recollection Bill had never written of his 
religious affiliation in either Habakkuk's final series 
or in Lilapa. Miriam said he'd already been into it 

when he moved to her basement apartment in 

1990. | asked after Bill's books, his music 
collection and especially his fanzines, and she said 
she had no idea what their status might be—that 
they weren't stored at her house and she was 
afraid they might have been disposed of when Bill 
moved to the retirement home 

Hoping this hadn’t happened, | called 

Keonaona, introducing myself as someone who'd 

known Bill for nearly forty years and who shared 

with him the hobby of amateur journalism. | 



explained that he had once had a collection of 
amateur publications, and that if it still existed I 
would like to take charge of it to safeguard it for 
future generations. She was an accepting, cheery 
sort—actually knew of Habakkuk and had seen 
copies of it. She said that all Bill's stuff was in a 
storage locker in downtown Oakland, but had no 
idea whether his fanzine collection was there—but 
if it was, I could have it. 

So one Saturday afternoon a couple of weeks 
later, we spent four nonstop hours extracting Bill’s 
belongings, piece by piece, which were tightly 
stacked ceiling to floor in that room. She 
appreciated the help—neither of us could have 
handled the task alone—and I came away with lots 
of fanzines, some of which filled significant holes 
in my collection as well as others’. (Fans who can 
produce detailed want lists are welcome to check 
in and see if I can help you.) 

With Boyd it was different. We’d been friends 
for many years, even though we didn’t see each 
other in person very often. His A Bas was one of 
the first fanzines I'd ever received, and he knew 
well that it had been a major influence on me 
(along with Gregg Calkins’ Oops/a! and Dean 
Grennell’s Grue). When | came back into fandom 
in the early ‘80s, he sent me copies of the last two 
issues (amazing that he still had leftover copies a 
quarter-century after publication!), and just a few 
years ago he surprised me with a spare copy he 
found of an issue of Cliff Gould’s worthy but 
mostly forgotten late ‘50s fanzine, Obligue. 1was 
also his Help Line for the care and feeding of his 
aging Selectric typewriter. But I was really floored 
when, a few weeks after his death last August, | 
received a letter from a trust company in Toronto 
informing me that in his will Boyd had included 
the following: “To deliver to my friend, Robert 
Lichtman, if he survives me, all my ‘amateur 
magazines’ and all my ‘fanzines’ for his own use 
absolutely.” 

From Geoff Kidder, son of Ron Kidder—one 
of the “Derelict Insurgents” with whom Boyd ran 
in the late ‘50s (think “jazz and sports cars”) —I 
learned that the collection was large and would 
require organizing and packing before it could be 
delivered. So it was only in early February this 
year that | had a phone call from a gentleman at 
the trust company saying they were almost ready 
fo be sent. He said there were between eight to 
fifteen bankers’ boxes. As of this writing they still 
haven’t shown up, and in a way I hope they don’t 

arrive before I get this issue out because, as | 
mentioned earlier, I'm vulnerable to distraction. 

It seems to me that one way I deal with death 
is to involve myself in helping sort out a person's 
material possessions. Besides Donaho’s stuff 
recently, | also did this in 1996 when Redd Boggs 
passed away and his apartment had to be cleared 
out quickly. (I had considerable help from Jeanne 
Bowman, Don Herron and Dave Rike.) Redd, Bill 
and Boyd had been part of my world since my 
neofan days in the late '50s and I valued them as 
fans and major fanzine publishers. I hope my 
interest in obtaining, preserving and recycling their 
fanzine collections doesn't make me seem like 
some sort of callous opportunist. I would hope 
that someone would take the same care with my 
own collection down the line. 

Having seen all these fanzine collections come 
my way, beginning with Burbee’s back in 1993, 
it's interesting to me what each collection says 
about the person, and the person as fan. Charlie’s 
collection was, as you might expect, heavy on 
fannish fanzines, especially those published in 
Southern California by the various members of the 
Insurgent Element (Laney, Perdue, Rotsler and 
other lesser-known lights). And of course it 
contained a complete set of the Shaggys he edited 
and most of his other publications. A lot of 
Redd’s collection went to Dave Rike—he’d been 
dispersing it piecemeal for several years—but 
what came my way was a mix of both fannish and 
sercon fanzines. How Redd-like, to have both 
strains well-represented. Of course there was all 
but one issue of his own excellent Skyfhook 
(anyone got a spare copy of the first issue?) and 
the bulk of his other publications going back into 
the ‘40s. Donaho’s fanzine collection reminded 
me a lot of Dick Ellington’s, the bulk of which I 
auctioned off about ten years ago to benefit Pat: 
mostly fannish, but with publications from their old 
New York anarchist friends represented (Dave 
Mason’s Coup, for one). The nature of Boyd’s 
fanzine collection s still to unfold. 

And what about me? What does my fanzine 
collection reflect? Well, for one thing it demon- 
strates a certain eclecticism. Like Burbee, my 
main interest lies on the fannish side of the 
equation, but 1 don’t eschew more serious, 
science-fictionally oriented fanzines if they’re done 
well and hold my interest. (Hi, Bruce Gillespie 
and John Bangsund!) Although large and well- 
organized, my collection is small in comparison to



the huge holdings of Bruce Pelz or even the 
Memory Hole “Permacollection” in the hands of 

Greg Pickersgill. I can make a direct comparison 
to the latter, since I recently printed out both our 
catalogues. Mine runs 122 double-columned 
pages in the same size type as this fanzine, while 
Greg's if printed in the same format would exceed 
200 pages. | have to say that | enjoy having my 
collection fully accessible and delight in doing 

research to answer questions that arise on the 
various e-mail lists and in other fanzines from time 
to time. This is a form of time-binding and 
furthering of fannish history that appeals to me. 

This issue marks the premiere of the new 
format. [Instead of mucking around with multi- 
layered paste-ups, I did everything electronically: 
the artwork scanned and inserted rather than 
pasted down, the double-page spreads accom- 
plished by the ability to “print booklet style” 
instead of laboriously cutting up individual pages 
and taping them to a dummy. 

As has often been the case throughout 7rap 
Door’s life, some of the contents of this issue first 
saw print elsewhere. ~Chris Priest’s article 
appeared originally in an apazine, Boring Old Fart 
No. 2, that he published in April 2000 for a 
European-based apa called Dapper. Only a 
couple of people on my mailing list will have seen 
it before. | want to thank Dave Langford for 
steering Chris in my direction. “The Katz Kon- 
troversy” by Gordon Eklund was almost the entire 
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content of his FAPAzine, Sweef fane No. 32, in 

the May 2001 FAPA mailing. He added a new 
section for its republication here. Lucy Huntzinger 
assembled her column from selections on her Web 
diary, Aries Moon. Calvin Demmon’s article first 
appeared in the January 9, 2001 edition of the 
Monterey Herald, a newspaper where he worked 
for many years and from which he is now happily 
retired. Finally, Ted White’s and rich brown’s 

pieces were originally posts on one of the fannish 
e-mail lists and have been rewritten for their 
appearance here. 

I've long felt that some gems of fan writing 
deserve rescuing from the obscurity of the apas in 
which they appear, and now I've added the vast 
world of e-mail to my mining activities. 7rap 
Door—is it the Readers’ Djgest of the fan world? 
I hope not. 

To make up for the huge delay between this 
issue and the last one, 77ap Door No. 22 will 
appear later this year. It will feature a long 

faan/science fiction story by Gordon Eklund, 

“Sense of Wonder,” and items held over from this 
issue by Charles Burbee (another in the series of 
his work that didn’t get collected in either of the 
two /acompleatvolumes), John Hertz, and another 
installment of George Metzger’s column. 
Accordingly, the so-called usual one-year window 

of LoC-writing opportunity will not be available. 
I look forward to your responses to this issue.... 

—Robert Lichtman 
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The “other” fanzine for 2000 was from Sweden. Looking forward, fanzine receipts for the first 

two months of 2002 have run over 50% ahead 
bumper crop. 

of the previous two years and bode well for a 
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ewpeoplealivetoday canremember whatit I worked on typewriters for years and was 
waslikeinthosedayswhen writersand fans fascinated by the things. I loved the feel of the 
used only typewriters. I was there, though, keyboard, the busy, rattling noise when y en 

back before the dawn of time. typed, the purposeful crash and clatter of the = 



carriage when you pushed it back to start a new 

line. T liked the oily, metallic smell of the 

mechanism, the bulky shape, the solid weight. If 
I'saw atypewriter atrest, so to speak, I’d stare at 

it in fascination, imagining all the hidden words 

locked up inside it, waiting to be released by the 
keys. Eventoday, whentypewritershavebecome 
obsolete, the sound of someone typing, heard 

from another room, or wafting out of an open 
window, is still to me a romantic one. 

My firstgrown-up decision, whenIwasabout 

twelve, was also one of the best and most 

significant of my life: it wasto learn how to type. 

My parentshad anold Olivettiportablethey never 
used, so I pulled it down from the top of their 

wardrobeand practiced on that. By sheer force of 
occupancy that typewriter soon became ‘mine’ 

and when I first became involved with fandom 

and began to write stories I hoped to get 
published, that was the typewriter I used. My 

parents, bowing to the inevitable, gave me anew 

Hermes portable for my 21% birthday and I wrote 

onitforyears. Iwould writesitting onthe edge of 
my bed, balancing the thing on my knees. For a 
longtimeIcouldn’timagineitwould be possible 
toworkany other way. The wholeidea of writing 

andbeingawriterwasintrinsically bound up with 

the clatter and rattle, the sheer physical labor, of 

being on a typewriter. 

I loved my Hermes, but by the end of the 

1960s it had been borrowed by Graham Hall, 

taken to America and crushed in Pan Am’s 

baggage-handling shed. Other typewriters came 

and went, gradually becoming larger and more 
sophisticatedastheyearswentby. Writingonmy 
lap of coursebecame impossible oncel graduated 

to office machines. The last typewriter I owned 

wasan Adlerelectric, abeautifully made German 

machine which worked reliably for years. 

However, changes were afoot. Word 

processors were starting to become available and 

you couldn’t help hearing about the advantages 

that purportedly accrued if you wrote with them. 
Althoughatthistime, the early 1980s, thekit was 

by modern standards almost unbelievably 
expensive—prices in excess of £10,000 (about 

$16,000) were not at all unusual for what would 

nowseemto beslowprocessorsand cumbersome 
systems, with minimal memory, nohard diskand 

monochrome display—a few of the wealthier 
writers began to move over to the new tech- 
nology. We lesser mortals remained skeptical, 

tending to disbelieve the propaganda that was 
heard withincreasing frequency inbarsatcons, or 

enthusiastically written upin writers’ magazines. 

Thetrouble wasthat most of the early convertsto 

word processors were hacks or technophiles, so 
when they said their new computers helped them 

write faster, write more, even write better, we 

others rather doubted they were in a position to 
know. 

For a while, you could reassure yourselfthat 
computers were not at all suitable for serious or 

artistic writers. Or poor ones. 

Then came 1984, ayear that brought seismic 

changes to my life, both professionally and per- 

sonally. Amongst otherthings, one of mynovels, 

The Glamour, made me a lot of money, by what 

felt like a fluke. Although I had not become 
wealthy, I did for the first time in my life have 

cash to spare. 
Butthereissomethingaustereandunforgiving 

in me and although I know it sounds like a 

perversereactionthe very factthatabook ofmine 
had done well made me wonder what could be 
wrongwithit! OncethisthoughthadtakenholdI 
could not rid myself of it. Within a few weeks I 

wasfeeling discouraged, washedup.Thadbeena 
free-lancewriterforsixteenyearswithoutabreak 

and I felt the pressure of staleness on me. But I 

knew no other way of making a living and was 
committed to continuing to write untilIdropped. 

I clearly needed a change. 

Meanwhile, more cash rolled in. One of the 

ironies of money is that when you don’t need it 

you get more of it. The rich get richer; it’s a 

scientific fact. In October of that year I 

unexpectedly received a tax rebate of just under 

three thousand pounds. The British tax system 

works in arrears. The year before I finished 7he 

Glamour had been one of my typically hard up 

periodsand]’d madeahugetax loss. Althoughby 

thistimeIwastemporarily rollingin the stuff, the 

rules said that I had to be paid a rebate. There 

suddenly it was, in my hand. 

I realized I was running out of excuses about 

buying a computer. But I am cautious by nature 

and I still had reservations. I went first to a 

bookshop and bought a book on the subject. 

The only relevant title I could find that day 

was one by Ray Hammond called The Writer and 

the Word Processor. I read it quickly and with 

interest, butitwasn’taparticularly good bookand 

I felt it promised me wonders without telling me 



what they were. There were the now-familiar 
claimsabout writing more, writing more quickly, 

writing betterand so on. Iseriously doubted much 
of this. However, one of the authors Ray 

Hammond interviewed in the course of his book 

said something that touched a response in me. 
Acquiring acomputer, she said, had given heran 

unexpected stimulus at a time when she was 

feeling jaded with her writing: she had had to 
relearn how to write, modifying old habits to the 
new technology. Atany other time I would have 
found this off-putting, but that day it spoke acute 
ly to me. That was how / felt: I needed a new 

challenge, no matter how artificial. 

Itwasenough for me. A few days|laterthetax 

rebate money had gone and I had a brand-new 

computeronmy desk. It wasamakethathaslong 

sincedisappeared: an Apricot PC, withtwo 720K 

disk drives (no hard drive) and a mere 256K of 

memory. Although it ran a form of MS-DOS, it 

was not compatible with anything except other 

Apricots. A word-processing program called 
SUPERWRITER was bundled with the machine, as 

wasalarge pile of manuals purporting to explain 
howtouseeverything. Iopened the first of these. 

What followed is familiar to many intelligent 

but computer-illiterate people. Such people 

delude themselves into believing that common 

sense and a willingness to read instruction 

manuals is all that’s needed to open the door to 

comprehension. Nothing could be lesstrue. Iwas 
staggered by the feelings of stupidity and 
paralysis that swept over me. 

Iwassoonintouchwith Dave Langford, who 

was in the process of buying the same machine. 
For a while we bellowed deafly at each other 

downthephone, butquickly realizedanexchange 
of letters would be better. Over the next few 
months a stream of correspondence accordingly 

flowed between us, in which I tried to articulate 
my feelings of frustration with the computer and 
Dave, patiently and often amusingly, tried to 
explaintomehowtousethething properly. Itwas 
analmostidealsituation, atleastforme. Although 
Dave understood the technical stuffhe didn’t, so 
to speak, adopt it as a religion. His explanations 
werenotonly comprehensibleand workable, they 
were almost always expressed in witty language 
and he would often suggest funny or intriguing 
ways of trying things out. 

Even so, the process of learning was, to the 

surprise of us both, two-way. Dave, who had 

workedwithcomputersforseveralyears, assumed 

that most people would quickly get the hang of 

them. Ithinkhefounditinterestingtodiscoverthe 

quality, the type, of ignorance I displayed: I was 

clearly capableofwritinganovel, ofrepairingmy 
car,ofbeingtallerthanHarlanEllison, butwhenI 

saw the error message ‘Abort Retry orIgnore?’ [ 
didn’t instantly realize that the computer was 
expectingmetoreply by typing one of the letters 

‘A%, ‘R’or I’ 

Meanwhile, my eyes were slowly being 
opened to the possibilities of what a computer 
could be made to do. I already knew that a lot of 

writerslearntenough ofthe basicstobeabletoget 
a manuscript written and printed, but rarely 

explored beyond that. 

Dave made me feel that this was akin to 
learningto driveacar, butonly wellenoughtogo 

down to the local shops, staying in first gearand 
following a long diversionary route which 

avoided traffic lights or intersections. 
While all this was going on my private life 

was in a state of flux. In the summer of 19851 
began house-hunting and in AugustImoved into 
asmall cottage in Wiltshire that had been slowly 
fallingto pieces foracentury. Itneededrepairsto 
all the floors, the staircase, the garden walls, the 

cellar, the chimney stack ... At last I had found 

something which would eat up my money! What 
had seemed for several months to be an almost 
infinite amount of spare cash suddenly revealed 
itstruenature: itwasn’tall that much afteralland 
ahugeproportion of it was going togoonincome 

tax. 

In this context a growing interest in com- 
puters was not only trivial, it was also slightly 
embarrassing. I knew I should be thinking about 

writing anothernovel, partly because I wanted to 
and partly because I needed to. It was the only 
way I knew how to earn a living. Meanwhile, 
though, the letters between Dave and me 

continuedto flow, full of fascinating information 

about batch files, boot-up tracksand font editors. 

OneemergingthemeinDave’sletterswasthat 
he wasthinking of producing adisk of utilities to 
help other users. He was dreaming up new 

utilities, programs and routines that would make 

SUPERWRITER much easier to use and which 

would generally put the Apricot on a par with 
othercomputers. Much ofthis was based on what



he had, so to speak, learned from me. 

I didn’t see the point at first. What / had 
needed when Ibought the computer was friendly 

advice, not another damned disk to stick in the 

thing. Dave seemed to know what he was doing, 

though, so I didn’t discourage him. While I was 

buyingthehouseheplacedanadvertinoneofthe 
computermagazinesandsoonafterwardsreported 
that he had sold several copies of the disk. 

Inquiries about it were still pouring in. 
By this time I had a copy of the disk myself 

and under Dave’s patient encouragement had 
learned how to use it. The printed instructions he 

sent me seemed a bit cryptic, though, and to my 

mind depended rather heavily on pre-existing 

knowledge of computers. Thishad alwaysbeena 
central concern of mine: when you feel stupid 

about computers you feel really stupid and (at 

leastatthe outset) think youneed someonetosay 

something like, “Pick up the disk and putitinthe 

drive on the left-hand side of the computer; type 

the word START and press the Enter key once.” 
In fact, with the benefit of hindsight I realize 

that Dave’s instructions were admirably concise 
and reliable, but at the time I had so often put 

myself into the réle of a computer idiot that I 

overreacted in the other direction. After some 
discussion, remarkably good-natured under the 

circumstances, Irewrotethe instructionsinamore 

simple-minded explanatory way. Once Dave had 
gone over them again he printed the revised 

version and sent that out instead. 
At this stage the software enterprise was 

Dave’s alone and I was merely his assistant. My 
main function wasasresident “computer wally”: 

Dave apparently reasoned to himself that if I 

could make his programs work then anyone 
could. Ialso helped out with writing some of the 
brochures and instruction manuals and to show 
willing I began printing most of the literature on 

my desktop Canonphotocopier. Dave chipped me 
in for a quarter of the profits. 

The profits were real. They were small in 

absolutetermsbut for both ofusthey seemed like 
welcomesurplusincome, sparecash. Webothhad 

established careersas writersand althoughmoney 
isanendlessproblem forwritersyoucan, usually, 
getby.Inmy own caseIwasstillintheoryrolling 

in the stuff. Although buying the house and 
running up other expenses had eaten a huge 
amountoutofmysavings, Istillhadasurplusand 
everything to do with money continued to havea 

faint air of unreality. I realized that unless I 

followedup The Glamour withanewnovelfairly 

soonthisstate ofaffairs wouldnotlast—there was 
adivorcesettlementlooming and Ihad to pay the 
tax bill soon—but nothing insulates you from 

reality more warmly than a big bank balance. In 
this context, a few hundred pounds from selling 
software seemed like pocket money and whether 
or not that sort of money would continue to pour 

in was irrelevant. 

Itdidn’tsinkinstraightaway. Thadthoughtat 
first it was just a hobby, a mild distraction, but I 

had entered the software business. 

A business it certainly was and it was 

undoubtedly expanding. Inquiries continued to 

pour in and most of them converted into sales. 
Dave sold his fiftieth disk within the first month, 

coincidentally at the same time as I was settling 

into my new house. A second advertisement pro- 

duced more inquiries, more sales. What felt like 

easy pocket money was starting to arrive in 

impressive amounts. 
Werealized that people were expecting usto 

look and behave more like a firm. There were 

internal pressures for this too. Although we both 

intended to go onwriting asour mainactivity and 

wehad no plans to setup business premises or to 

hire staff, or anything like that, we nevertheless 

had to have printed letterheads, a bank account, 

some kind of agreement between ourselves, and 

so on. Asa first step Dave and I agreed to forma 

business partnership, trading under the name 

‘Ansible Information.’ I had no say in the choice 

of name (nor reluctance to adopt it). Dave’s 

compelling argument was that he already had a 

bank account for his Ansible subscription money 

and expenses. The software money could be 

processed painlessly through that. 

With increasing business came increasing 

work. Dave’s tasks were becoming onerous. As 

well as doing all the programming work he was 

formatting the disks, copying the software to 

them, making outinvoices, then wrapping up the 

packagesandmailing them. Ifellintothe habitof 

driving overto hishousein Reading onceaweek 

andhelping out. [usually printedand collated the 

manuals at home, then bound them up at Dave’s 

houseinthedodgy spine-glueingmachinewehad 

bought at a discount. 

It wasn’t long before Dave discovered there 

weremany downsidestosellingsoftware. People 



areneversatisfied with whatyousendthem. They 
ask indignantly: “Why doesn’t your program do 

this?”, and “Why can’t I make it do that?”, and 

“WhenIgotyourdisk and read your instructions 

itdid the other to my computer and now it won’t 
work at all.” Dave, conscientious as ever, would 

spend hisdayspatiently coping (only afew ofthe 
letters wereceived were courteous oramusing or 

even grammatical), endlessly revising his 

software, endlessly improving it, endlessly 
seekingtomakeitfoolproof, writing speciallittle 
utilitiestodeal withspeciallittle problems. Hours 

of your life can slip by while trying to debug a 

program, or modifying it to do one particular 

thing for one insistent and ultimately ungrateful 

customer. 
Dave’spoorhearing created another problem 

we should have anticipated: people kept tracing 

his phone number and ringing up and asking for 

informationaboutthedisks. Worse, many ofthem 

wanted long (and to Dave, inaudible) chatsabout 

the thrilling things you could do with 
SUPERWRITER. Assoonaswerealizedthiswasan 

annoyance that wasn’t going to go away, I 

volunteered to use my own phone number as the 
business number and relieve Dave of that 

particular problem. 
Dave’s problem then became mine. As word 

gradually spread, sothepressureonthetelephone 
steadily increased. At first it wasn’t too bad—at 

least I could hear what people were saying—but 
by the middle of 1986 the incoming calls had 

assumed the proportions of a major 
inconvenience. My telephonerang more orlessall 

day, an endless distraction from other work. 

The content of the conversations was 

repetitive and therefore boring and vexatious. 
Many of the calls were simple requests for 
information: I would note down a name and 

addressand latersendabrochure. Butothers were 
the fascinating chats Dave Langford was now 

being spared, about how the caller had just 
discovered he could print words in italics (and 

couldn’t understand why I didn’t want to hear 
aboutitforthenexttwohours). Worsestill, many 

of the calls contained technical questions about 

software orhardware, mostof whichIwasfrankly 

unable to answer. Feeling like an idiot, I was 

always saying: “Er ... let me ask my business 

partner and I’ll call you back.” This would then 
entail a shouted phone call to Dave, or in later 
times an exchange of e-mail or fax messages, 

before I could return the original call ... only to 

find the caller was in ameeting, on another line, 

sheltering behind an answering machine, no 

longer interested, unable to remember the query, 

and so on. 
Astimewentby Igradually pickedupenough 

working knowledge to at least sound like I knew 

what I was talking about when a technical matter 
cameup, butIneverreally gotthehangofall that. 

It was always changing, for one thing. One ploy 
that regularly annoyed me was when some 

intending customer, browsing throughacomputer 

magazine, would notice a new development ora 
bitoffreshjargonand give Ansible Informationa 

ring to see what we knew about it, and therefore, 

presumably, establishhow good wewere. Thusit 

was, for just one instance, that I first heard about 

a planned Microsoft program called Windows. 

Another huge intrusion came in the form of 

the persistent telephone calls from computer 
magazines pleading with us to place 

advertisements. This was a previously unsus- 
pected activity about which I had to learn fast. 

Isoonrealized howit worked. Eachmagazine 

had a staff of telephone canvassers (presumably 
on commission), whose job was to scan the 

advertising columns of their rivals. When they 

spotted someone notyet on theirown booksthey 

would phone up and try to solicit some adverts. 

Duringthe mid-1980sthere were betweentwenty 

and thirty monthly computer magazines being 

publishedinBritainand every one of them would 
ring me up once or twice amonth and badgerme 

to place an advertisement with them. In theory 

you could simply say ‘no’ and hang up, but in 

practice they were trained telephone cold-callers 
and knew how to keep you talking. Also, of 

course, there wastheinescapable factthatif Dave 

and I wanted to go on selling software we had to 
advertise it somewhere and so we were not 

entirely free to slam the door on them. Almost 

withoutexception the canvasserswere obnoxious 
yuppies and a call from them invariably left me 

irritated and depressed. 
Inany event my telephone line wastied upall 

day and soon my own friends, and more 

alarmingly my literary agent and publishers, 
began to complain that my phone was always 

engaged. Eventually I had to have a second line 

installed. The new number became the personal 
line forLeighand myselfbutthe sheer volume of



incomingcallsontheoldnumberdidnotslacken. 

Then there were the brochures. Inquiries had 

to be answered with detailed information about 

what weweresellingandsoDaveandIwroteand 

printed various versions of the brochures. 1 

photocopied these on my tiny Canon machine in 

Wiltshireand alwaystried to keepagood number 

oftheminstock, butthe demand wassogreatthat 

almostevery day IThadtostandoverthecopier for 

an hour or more. With enough copies printed, 

collated and stapled I then had to attend to the 

intellectually unrewarding task of puttingthemin 

envelopes, addressing and stamping them. On a 

typical day I would spend up to two hours 

attending to this, butat busy times most of a day 

could slip by in a mindless haze of toner fumes 

and stamp-licking. 

Once a week Ansible Information would 

come together in reality as well as theory when I 

drovetoReading forthe weekly mailing sessions. 

There were convivial moments—Dave and I 

would take an hour for lunch in the local puband 

for a while we would chat about normal matters 

likebooks, friends, cons,and all that—but most of 

the day consisted of fairly hard work. Dave would 

bein oneroom, makingup the disks, printing the 

invoices, keepingtheaddresslistuptodate, while 

I would be in the other, binding our manuals, 

putting the packages together, keeping up with 

paperwork. We usually finished in time to catch 

the last mail collection and would trudge down 

the road with armfuls of stuff for sending. An 

average week would see about twenty or thirty 

packages mailed to customers; once or twice we 

dispatched huge consignments, feeling smug 

about all the money we were paying in. 

There was a considerable amount of money 

passing through our hands when Ansible 

Information was at its peak. The average order 

was for software priced in excess of £75 and 

sometimesmuch morethanthat. Multiply thatby 

theusual number of packages each week and you 

will getsomeideaofhowmuchturnover we were 

generating. Unfortunately, it tended to pass 

through our hands, rather than stay in them. 

We had many expensesto meet, of which the 

largest was the hated advertising. Once we had 

reached a certain level of activity we were ona 

money treadmill: we had to keep paying huge 

sums out to keep getting huge sums in, and we 

needed the huge sums comingintomeetthehuge 

sumsgoingout. Ofcoursethere wasamarginand 

we happily pocketed our shares of it, but the 

profitsalways lay frustratingly in that no-man’s- 

land of being not enough to make us rich but yet 

toomuchto letusfeel we could pack inthe whole 

business. 

Ansible’s software was always changing. 

There was never a typical period. 

Thefirstdisk (called withimmense originality 

the ANSIBLE SUPERWRITER DISK’; I thought of 

the name, not Dave) was the early success; it 

didn’ttaketoolongtothinkup enoughstufftoput 

outasequel, theneventually acombined package 

of the two. Dave also developed a tiny but 

lucrative programthat ‘patched’ abizarredisplay 

convention in SUPERWRITER: ordinary text was 

displayed dazzlingly in bright or bold letters on 

the computer monitor; boldfaced text was 

displayed in dim or normal letters. Dave simply 

reversedthis,making SUPER WRITER easieronthe 

eye and logical into the bargain. We sold 

hundredsofthese programs. A third package was 

aspecialistprogram for writers: itenabled youto 

compile a book index from SUPERWRITER 

documents. 

So farso good, butthe Apricot computer was 

discontinued by the manufacturers a few months 

afterwestarted. Therewasanupsurge insales for 

us (because for a time there were thousands of 

obsolete Apricots being sold forasong) butafter 

that our Apricot business gradually ran down. 

However, Dave soon came up with an ingenious 

postponement of the inevitable: a utility that 

would allow people to run their crummy ancient 

Apricot software (including the now old- 

fashioned SUPERWRITER) on the IBM 

compatibles they were buying to replace the 

Apricot. Dave called the program APE and in no 

timeitwassellingquickly. When werealizedhow 

much money APE was saving our customers we 

increased the price, then several times more. It 

keptus going for three or fourmore years, then it 

too began to decline. Meanwhile, Amstrad had 

brought out their PCW range of word processors 

andafteracertainamountofgrumbling (thePCW 

is a breathtakingly lousy machine for which to 

write software, not least because it used the 

archaic CP/M operating system), Dave adapteda 

coupleofourold Apricotpackages—theindexing 

programandaword-counter. for Locoscript—and 

we started selling those. To our amazement the 

indexing program sold hundreds of copies inthis 



version, but because of the generally low retail 

price of all Amstrad software we were never able 

to make much profit from it. 

The business itself also kept changing. We 

began as a one-man band with an assistant, then 

soon after converted into an informal business 
partnership. For awhile we operated as a limited 

company. 

We generally worked in a state of harmony 
and concurrence, so the informal nature of our 

arrangement suited us both. However, we learnt 

thehard way thatin businessan informal partner- 

shipisnonetoo safeaproposition. We were soon 
dicing with disaster. 

Itwasourown fault. Weneverquitethrew off 

the notion that we weren’t entirely serious about 
whatweweredoing. Fromthe pointofviewofthe 

rest of the world this meant we seemed to have 

several bad habits, of which being disrespectful to 

important software companies was about the 
worst. For instance, while Apricots were still 

being manufactured we became resellers for the 
early DOS-based versions of WordPerfect. Atthis 

time, WP was being imported into Britain by an 
obscure company which I’ll call Watchdog 

Software. When WP hit the big time, Watchdog 

grew into an immense player on the software 
scene. Weliked WP and cheerfully recommended 
it to our customers, mainly because it was vastly 

superior to SUPERWRITER. It wasn’t long before 

we were reselling it in substantial quantities on 

behalf of Watchdog. Unfortunately, they had a 

crassand cynical attitude and we didn’t like their 

operation. Their version of WP hadn’t been con- 
figured for the Apricot at all well and it had 
several bugsand omissions. Thetechnical support 
peopleat Watchdog werehopeless oneverything 

weraised withthem. (Oneofthemactually saidto 
meononeoccasion: “Er... letmeaskmy business 
partner and I’ll call you back.” His business 
partner was of course the head office of 
WordPerfect Corporation in the USA and he 
neverdidcallback.) Ansiblesoonmarketedadisk 
of Langford patches and utilities to go with the 
program (it included a macro editor that was 
mysteriously unavailablein the main programand 
a utility for converting old SUPERWRITER 
documentsintoaformat WordPerfect could read) 
andweprofitably sold thatalongside copiesofthe 
main program. 

It all stopped when the watchdogs up at 
Watchdog got wind of what we were doing. With 

whatwe consideredtobeacompletelack ofsense 

they threatened to sue us for bringing their 

product into disrepute and for passing off our 

product as theirs. The fact that we had been 

successfully promotingtheir program formonths, 

and that many of our customers simply wouldn’t 

have bought it without Dave’s ingenious extras, 

cut no ice with them. Long letters arrived from 

lawyers specializing in corporate libel. As 
partners we would both be liable, without limit, 

forthe costof damages. In other words, there was 

a real danger that those humorless oafs at 

Watchdog would bankruptusboth. We wriggled 

outoftheproblem by nimblethinking andabitof 

unanswerable cheek, but for safety’s sake we 

decided after that to convert ourselves into a 
limited company. 

AnsibleInformation hastily boughtan off-the- 

pegcompany called JetbuffLtdand amereinstant 

laterwe changed thecompany’snametothe much 

more aesthetic Ansible Information Ltd. 
Somewhat late in life, Dave and I had become 

company directors. 

The company ran for a few years, but we 

discoveredthatthesinglebiggestdisadvantageto 

being incorporated was that by law we had to 
employ an accountant. After the cost of 

advertising, the accountant’s annual fee became 

our largest expense. As soon as we could we 
dissolved the company and reverted to the 

informal partnership we both much preferred. 

After that we dealt with the risk of lawsuits by 

being studiously polite about companies who 
were getting rich importing software they didn’t 
completely understand. 

So how did all this affect my writing career? 

It’sinstructive tolook back throughmy work 
diary fortherelevantyears, where the facts speak 

for themselves. 
1984 was the year it all began. I finished and 

sold The Glamour in the first part of the year but 
aswell aswriting fiction I had an active careeras 
afreelance writer. For instance, I was producing 

aregularcolumn forthebook-trade magazine The 
Bookseller.1wasalsowritingarticlesandreviews 

for several newspapers and magazines. For 2 
whileIworked asascript-editor on an abysmally 

awful American TV series. In the second halfof 
that year these extra activities began to go into 

decline. As 1984 ended I wrote a novella called 

The Ament on my new Apricot, struggling all the



way with the odd feeling of working on a 

computer. That was the last fiction I was to write 

until 1989. 
In 1985, I managed a few short reviews and 

articles, and a TV script (never broadcast). 

In 1986, at Ansible Information’s height, I 

wrote two short book reviews (both of computer 

books!) and novelizations of two films. 

In1987,twobookreviewsandasinglearticle. 

In 1988, two articles. 

These were the years I lost. More were to 

come, though not with quite such stark proof of 
stagnation. 

However, to be fair,and to beaccurate, it was 

not all Ansible Information’s fault. Getting 

divorced,movinghouseandstartinganew lifeare 

eachontheirownhugedistractions. Thadallthree 

goingon.Iwasalsoinastateofparalysisovermy 

work. The crisis of confidence that The Glamour 

had started turned out to be a real one. On top of 

everything, this was the period when I was 

confronting the long personal dilemma about 

whether or not I wanted to write science fiction 

any more. Ifnot, then what instead? I wastired of 

SFand could seethat the genre was degenerating 

intosend-upnovels, TV tie-insand fantasy series, 

butIalso found most of the ‘mainstream’ just as 

unexciting. Iwasunsurewhich wayto go, whatto 

write next. Everything I had ever argued about 

science fiction, and the traps it presented to 

writers, seemed to be coming true, with myself, 

ironically, asa principal victim. There is nothing 

like this kind of uncertainty to freeze me 
creatively. 

Butthe sheertime-wasting impact of Ansible 

Information cannot be pretended away. 

Months went by whenIdid not write asingle 

word, other than computer-related material oran 
occasional letter. The flow of commissions for 
reviews and journalism dried up entirely. Com- 

missionsdon’tcome outoftheair: youhavetobe 

around and your writing has to be on people’s 

minds. Also, your phone line shouldn’t be 

engaged all day. Instead of carrying on with the 

career I had had in 1984, generally visible in 

London to editors and publishers, I was in an 

obscure village in Wiltshire, speaking on the 
phone to complete strangers and explaining why 
DaveLangford’sutility for formatting documents 

in two columns was going to change their lives. 

Partofthe problem formewasthatIdid enjoy 
and benefitfrom some ofthe Ansible Information 

work. Ithaditsrewards, nottheleast of which was 
working with Dave Langford, whose wit can 

enliventhedullestactivity. Weboth compensated 

for the essential tedium of what we were doing 

with a number of resorts: a private language of 
communication between ourselves, full of puns, 

silly abbreviations and nicknames; we inserted 

small jokes into our software manuals; we 

published a newsletter for our customers, the 

apparent point of which was to keep them 

informed about the cutting-edge of computer 

science, but which in reality was to flog them 

remaindered copies of ouroldbooks; weused our 

trade connectionstobuy softwareand hardwareat 

rock-bottom prices; and much else. Behind it all 

was a feeling that we weren’t really a part of the 

computerindustry butwereskimmingaroundthe 

edge, lobbing in dispatches from our version of 

the real world. A single example will show what 

I mean. 

DuringmostofthisperiodDavewasreviewing 

SFandfantasybooksforagamesmagazinecalled 
White Dwarf.Itwasatimewhenbookpublishers 

were putting out dozens of books with epic- 

soundingtitles. The FloodofRunes, Horsetrollsof 

the Shipbringer: Volume Two and Grottos and 

Skyskulls were the sort of titles then current. 

Dave, withafinesatirical eye, noticed thatall 

such titles were simply ringing the changesona 

small vocabulary of presumed fantasy-type 

words. Accordingly, he wrote a computer 

program that took this vocabulary, shuffled it 

aboutandproducedanendlesslistofnew fantasy 

titles, every bitas derivative asthereal ones: The 

Grottoquest of the Shoredragon, Holy Knight, A 

Shadow of Angels and The Chaos-Sea Follower 

were typical. One afternoon in Reading, duringa 

break in the chores, Dave showed me the pro- 

gram. He had called it DRIVEL. 

Weplayedwithitforabit,gigglingatsomcof 

the combinationsthatappeared, marvelingathow 

genuinemany ofthemseemed. It wasliketapping 

into a cybernetic version of the brain of Stephen 

R. Donaldson, Raymond E. Feist or David 

Gemmell. Dave showed me how to modify it, 

extending or restricting the basic vocabulary. It 

wasn’t long before we realized we could turnthe 

program to numerous other stultifying genres. 

A few weeks later DRIVEL was ready to be 

marketed, under a less candid but much more 

respectable name, as an all-purpose random text 

generator. Thebasicprogramwas bulked outwith 



asimple texteditor, ahandful of sample lexicons 
(fake recipes, duff horoscopes, lousy haiku, etc., 
as well as the original driveling fantasy titles), a 
couple of utilities for checking the syntax of the 
lexicons and amanual explaining with a straight 
face how to compose and generate your own 
randomtext. Overtheyearsthatfollowed wesold 
several hundred copies of the package, had it 
favorably reviewed in computer magazines and 
received many admiring letters from customers. 
To Dave and myself, however, it will be forever 
DRIVEL. 

So the weeks and months dragged by, but I 
was becoming restless. I felt I had walked away 
from the problems of my writing and replaced 
them withsomething thatused upmy days, wasat 
bestonlymildly divertingandatworstexhausting 
and which wasn’teven making me much money. 
This last factor was bulking large: the divorce 
settlement wasexpensiveandtheInlandRevenue 
had snatched the rest. My reserves were running 
out fast and my traditional source of income—a 
novel every three or four years, helped out by 
shortercommissions of reviewsand stories—had 
vanished. Somewhere along the way what I had 
thought of as pocket money had become my 
principal source of income. 

Meanwhile, the telephone was ringing and a 
man with a funny treble voice like John Major’s 
wanted to know if we could come round to his 
house in Leighton Buzzard and repair the com- 
puterhehadjustbought from Dixons... oh, by the 
way, did our Apricot emulator run on his 
Nintendo? 

Fighting all this, I began to plan my next 
novel. Ittook ages to get to grips with it, because 
thinking up a novel is the hardest part and the 
daytime distractions were continuing, but in the 
end I got it going. I gave it what priority I could: 
all Ansible Information activities were banned 
fromspillingoverintotheeveningsand weekends 
andIusedthattimetotry tothink and actthe way 
I had done before that soon-to-be-obsolete 
computer had landed on my desk. 

Ifinished The Quiet Woman at the beginning 
of May 1989, some two years after facing up to 
the realities of my new situation. I have always 
beenaslow writerbut Ansible Information almost 
certainly created an extra delay. With The 
Glamour finished at the beginning of 1984, I 
shouldon past form havehad the nextnovel ready 

by 1987 or at the very latest 1988. 
LeighandIhadmarriedintheautumnof1988 

andbythetimeldelivered The Quiet Womanshe 
waspregnantwithtwins. Thechildren wereborn 
inOctober. Parenthoodintroducedanentirelynew 

dimensionandawholenewrangeofdistractions. 

Lifeisalways changing. 
AswasAnsible Information. Itwasslowly but 

inevitably running out of steam. 
It became increasingly difficult to advertise 

with any hope of covering the cost. Our most 
lucrative productwasaniche program: asoftware 
emulation ofan obsolete computer, toberunona 
modern computer so that you could use outdated 
programs designed for the obsolete computer. 
How do you pitch that into a market where 
everyone else was selling desktop publishing, 
website designers, modems, sound cards, 
Windows? Even our PCW software became 
uneconomictoadvertise, as Amstrad lostinterest 
in the machines and one by one their users 
switched over to IBM compatibility. This time 
there was no hope of an emulation program to 
hold back the night. 

Leighand Imoved to Hastings in May 1991, 

needing a larger house for our noticeably larger 
family. Ansible Information suffered a short 

hiatus as the telephone contact number 

temporarily vanished from sight. While we were 
moving, Dave Langford dealt with the packages 
alone, but soon after we had settled into the new 

houseldroveovertoReading forone ofourdays. 
Business was noticeably depressed and apart 

from the usual pleasure of having a couple of 
drinks with Daveitnolonger feltasifthejourney 
was essential. (It was also a much longer drive, 

taking about five hours in all.) For a while it 

seemed we had reached the end, but the new 

telephone number gradually became known and 
it wasn’t long before business resumed. 

However, ourAnsibledaysinReadingwerea 

vanishing institution. I went over a few more 

times butit was obvious to both Dave and myself 
thatitwas wasted effort. My last Ansible day was 
inthe summer of that year, the day the journalist 
John McCarthy was released by Hezbollah. I 
haven’t been back since. 

By this time, Dave and I had more reliable 

ways of keeping in contact: for a while we used 

fax machines, then shifted over to e-mail. By 
getting rid of the accountant and by not 
advertising we got our costs under control 
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Ansible Information survived on word-of-mouth 

and temporarily became profitable once again. 

Butthegoodold, bad old days were gone forever. 

For a couple of years, incoming telephone 

calls were at something like the former intensity, 

butInoticedashiftincontent. Many ofthecallers 

were old customers, getting back in touch. They 

usually wanted a chat, an enjoyable reflection on 

how things had changed from the days when we 

were all picking away at our Apricot PCs. (Yes, 

butthatconversation pallseven more quickly than 

itsprecursorhad, backin 1986!) They would then 

ask questions that once would have floored me, 

but with Langfordian help I could cope little 
better: would our software run under Windows?, 

woulditrunonan AppleMac?, wasitcompatible 

with x,y,z?, would it run under VGA or SVGA 

display? and so on. Every now and then they 

would show enough interest to buy something. I 
had learned not only how to answer such 

questions and keep the calls brief, but more 

importantly from my point of view how to let the 

effect of the calls slide off me afterwards so that 

my days weren’t entirely governed by the 
telephone. 

This was still going on when I began writing 

The Prestige, but by the time I’d finished that 

book in 1995 Ansible Information was as faras I 
was concerned more or less defunct. More than 
sixyearshad elapsed thistime, since  had sentin 

The Quiet Woman. Six years, not five ... how 
much of this delay was Ansible’s fault? 

Not a great deal, in fact, because now there 

were other reasons. It is no coincidence that the 
six years that lie between the two novels are the 
first six years of my children’s lives. Another 
excuse, perhaps, although oneafew more people 

are likely to understand. When I finally began 
writing The Prestige it was with more feelings of 
insecurity than I have ever known and forages it 
was the single hardest thing I have written. 
Telephone calls from computer users might have 

interrupted the flow but they had no effectonmy 

self-belief or otherwise as a writer. It was 

something I had to confront directly, without 

excuses. I eventually worked through the 

problems and at the end I took my reward. The 

lastthree months of working on The Prestigewere 
like magic: I worked long hours and at last felt 

confidentaboutthebook for every momentIwas 

onit. 

Shortly after that book was published in the 
USA, a brief ‘thread’ of inquiry about my work 

appeared in one of the SF Usenet groups. Some- 
body asked what had happened to me, where had 

Ibeenallthose years? No one seemed to know at 
first, until someone speculated that T had suffered 

somekind of mental breakdown after the psychic 
horrors of writing the last two novels of mine to 

be published in the US, The Affirmationand The 
Glamour. 

The truth is a little more complicated than 

that, notnearly aseasily describedandmuchmore 
mundane. But it was also more survivable, was 

not without fun and something I can put behind 

myself for good. 

Do regret what happened? Um.... notreally, 
not on balance. It’s close, though. 

Would I let it happen again? No, never. 

Ansible Information still exists, run by Dave 

Langford alone. The fact that he can cope 

indicates how low the level of business has 

become. I am no longer even his assistant, 

although a few stray telephone calls do still find 

their way to our number. 

I mentioned earlier what happened to my 

Hermes portable typewriter when Graham Hall 

took itto the USA. He tragically died a few years 

laterand itfell firstto Charles Platt, thentome, to 

sort out his belongings. Amongst them was 

Graham’s own last typewriter, a magnificent 

Hermes office machine. He had bought it in the 

early 1970s, choosing the best-made manual then 

onthe market, something so well engineered and 

substantial thathehoped it wouldlasthimmoreor 

less forever. He didn’t live long enough to use it 

for more than a few months. I took possession of 

itafewyearsagoandIstill haveit. Ikeepitclean 

and oiled and from time to time I take itout touse 

for a while. 

Computers are here forever and typewriters 

are forever obsolete, but that Hermes is still for 

me a thing of intrinsic beauty, something that 

smells good and clatters convincingly, a 

permanent reminder of what it was like when [ 

began writing all those years ago. 

—Chris Priest 



Or, A Nostalgic Day in the Life of an Old Fan 

I was amused and bemused to discover that 

for over four decades I’d furnished grist for the 
mill of fandom gossip and speculation. I first 
becameawarethatIwasthestuffoflegends(even 
if very minor ones) when, a few years ago, my 
friend Lindasentmeaprintout ofadefinition she 

had come across on a fan site: 
“NYDAHL'S DISEASE: Also 

know as ‘Annishthesia.” A particular 
kind of gafia or fafia with overtones of 
‘burnout.” The specific case for which 
the disease is named involved a young 
fannamed JoelNydahl, who published 
amonthly fanzine called Vega which 
becamesomething ofamini-focal point 
after Quandry folded. For the first 
anniversary issue, Nydahl knocked 
himself out producing a 100-page 
annish—a rare accomplishment in 
those days, particularly for a 16-year- 
old—but it apparently got little in the 
way of response and the young fan 
editor promptly gafiated, puzzled and 
dismayed. It would appear, however, 
that some assumptions were made that 

werenotreallytrue. Friends of Nydahl 

have stated that he had been falling 

behind at school while publishing his 
fanzineand dropped out of fandomnot 

indisgustat the poorresponse his final 

effort received but because he was 
entering college.” 

—drgafial @aol.com (Dr. Gafia) 
How complimentary to beremembered, even 

ifonly fordeeds doneinmy errantyouth. Shortly 

afterwards, I received e-mail messages from two 

fans (Robert Lichtman and Ted White) who 
wanted to know if I was the Joel Nydahl who, as 

a young teenager in the early 1950s, had 
published afanzine called Vega and ashortstory 
in Imagination. What bizarre set of circum- 

stances, I wondered, had led two individuals to 

query me on the same day about events that had 

taken place nearly half a century earlier? Ted 
subsequently informed me that I was “still 
remembered infandomand thatperiodicallyfans 

ask[ed] ifanyone [knew] what became of | [me]:" 
One such flurry of inquisitiveness resulted in 

someonediscoveringmy websiteand askingonce 

again that question. Ted (who, coincidentally, 
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drew the cover for the fifth issue of Vega) 

subsequently contacted me and wanted to know 

about my “present attitude toward fandom” and 

whether I would be interested in “renewing old 

ties.” And yet a third fan informed me that I 

would be eagerly welcomed back into the fold. 

Many, itseemed, wanted to know for certain what 

caused my “disappearance.” 

Let’s see if I can set the record straight and 

address some of the rumors by presenting a little 

autobiographical history—as I remember it. 

The first issue of Vega appeared in all of its 

naive hectograph glory (ah! those purple, gelati- 

nousdays)inthe fallof 1952. SinceI wasnewto 

fandom, ofnecessity contributors were limitedto 

those young souls with whom I had been corre- 

sponding. By the time the third issue came out, 

my father—who financed the entire operation 

from paper to postage—had purchased a cheap 

mimeographwhich printedallsubsequentissues. 

Since I possess only a limited number of these 

(including the famous Vegannish), my history of 

the fanzine must be vague and sometimes, I'm 

afraid, imprecise. 

As the months wore on, I got additional 

subscribers, interest being fueled by a laudatory 

review inMari Wolf’sfanzine columninthesame 

issue of Imagination (May, 1953) which carried 

my short story. By the time the first four or five 

issues had appeared, I was receiving most of the 

fanzines in print and corresponding with their 
editors and with as many other fans as possible. 

Soon Dean A. Grennell (an “old guy” in his late 
twenties), Mari Wolf, Marion Zimmer Bradley, 

HarlanEllisonand RobertSilverberg (thelasttwo 

only a few years older than I) were contributing 

on a regular basis. Then Redd Boggs, Robert 

Blochand Bob Tuckerjoined in. Whatathrill for 

a young editor. From having to beg for 

contributions, I was receiving more columns, 

articles, fiction, and artwork than I could print. 

Suddenly, to the complete bafflement of my 

parents, I was a minor celebrity. 

In my halcyon Vega days, I had one very 

negative experience—one that bothered me 
terribly atthe time and still bothersme evennow. 

For whatever reason, Marion Zimmer Bradley 

(who was, as I recall, not yet or only recently 
published) took aliking to me and offered (Imay 

have asked her) to write a regular column. This 

she did for a number of issues. Then she wrote 

another piece—the nature of which I don’t 

recall—butaskedthatitappearaboveapenname 
and that I not reveal who the author was. This I 
agreed to do—and immediately broke my pro- 
mise. Marion wasfurious, andIdidn’tblameher. 

I was mortified and have worn a hair shirt ever 
since. Whata jerk I had been. As farasIknow, 

Marionneverrevealed my betrayaltoanyone,and 
for that I would thank her even now had she not 

passed on. 

1 vividly recall the experience of putting 

togetherthe Vegannish—fromroundingupafield 
of contributors that read like a Who’s Who of 

Fandom, to typing the 100 mimeograph stencils 

(justifying the right-hand margins, as Harlan 

Ellison had been doing in his Science Fantasy 
Bulletin), to printing the gold-colored pages (the 

idea also copied from Ellison), to coordinating 

threeruns (each ofadifferentcolor) forthecover, 

toassembling themonster by walkingaround the 

dining room table (often with my mother) 

collating pages by hand, tomailing both parts (no 

staple would go through fifty sheets of paper). 

Notlongago, I purchased amimeographed, 

three-volume version of Harry Warner's 4 Wealth 

of Fable, a fascinating account of fandom in the 

1950s. Until I learned of the existence of 

Warner's work, I had no idea that my years in 

fandom had been written up. Isuppose that now 

would be the time and this would be place to 

attempttosettherecord straightconcerning state- 

mentsmade aboutmeinA Wealthof Fable. 1say 

“attempt” because, frankly, although I'm sure of 

howand whensomethingshappened, I'mnotsure 

about others. 

Often Warner quotesme directly. Allofthe 

quotessound accurate, at least plausible; he must 

haveacquiredsomeofthelettersIwrotetoothers. 

Onsomematters, however, Idoubtthathehasthe 

story entirely straight. 

There has been much speculation on the 

demise of Vega and on my subsequent dis- 

appearance from fandom. On a few of the 

matters, Warnerisdefinitely wrong. He mentions 

financialproblemsascontributingtomydecisicn 

not to publish a thirteenth issue; he even 

speculates that selling my short story to 

Imagination helped finance Vega. Not true. 

Financialproblemsplayednopanatallinceasing 

publication. Nordid“lowered grades inschool.” 

What probably happened (some incidents are 

vague here) were basketball and girls. It was 

about this time also that my family moved from 



our farm, about six miles outside of Marquette, 

Michigan, into town; there I was no longer 

isolated from high school social life and I had a 

chance to expand my horizons beyond my small 

upstairs farmhouse room. 

The reason I stopped publishing Vega and 

dropped outoffandomisterribly prosaic—hardly 

the stuffof legend. Suddenly and inexplicably I 

lost interest in both fandom and science fiction. 

“Burnout” might be an apt term to describe the 

final cause of my disappearance; but whatcaused 

the final cause is more problematic. Iremember 

theexcitementand energy whichinfusedmeover 

the twelve-month life span of Vega. I don’t 

remember any gradual diminishment of that 

excitement and energy; I don’t remember any 

warning signs. I remember only that once the 

Vegannish was in the mail, I had no interest in 

putting outathirteenthissue; nor, strangely, did I 

have an urge to read any more science fiction. 

Warner is probably correctininferring that was 

exhausted. 

It would be incorrect to say that I quit 

fandom “cold turkey” since that expression 

implies painful withdrawal—and I had none. I 

never missed what I gave up and never looked 

back. Thetheory thatIdropped outbecauselgot 

noresponsetothe Vegannishisabsurd. Itseemed 

to a fifteen-year-old (not a sixteen-year-old, as 

stated in the definition of “Nydahl’s Disease”) 

that the whole world was in awe and praise of 

what he had done. 
After hearing from White and Lichtman, I 

began to considerrenewing my “membership” in 

fandom—ifdoing soimplied only (as Ted White 
suggested) an interest in meeting old friends and 

rehashing old times with individuals whom I 

fondly remembered. Idecided thatI might have 

some interest in doing so. 

It didn’t take long to decide that I would 
attend the Worldcon in Philadelphia, for one day 

only, while visiting my friend Linda, who lives 

just outside the city. 

9:45, Saturday morning, September 1, 

2001: I’m on one of the mid-morning trains into 

downtown Philadelphia. I’ve been studying the 
Worldcon schedule and feel that I've got a busy 

day planned as well as possible. 
10:15: Tam standing near the end of a very 

long line inching its way toward the registration 

areaof the Philadelphia Convention Center. The 

lineismoving muchtoo slowly; Iseemy plansof 

being on time for an 11 a.m. session honoring 

William Tenn (where I will connect with Bob 

Silverberg)almostcertainly dashed. Irealizethat 

1 have been very naive. I had thought of 

descriptions of cons in the *50s which a few 

hundred of fans attended. Here, even from my 

limited perspective, I can see what appear to be 

thousands milling about in the immense main 

hallway. 

10:50: At least the line itself is interesting 

because eclectic: nondescript individuals like 

myself, whomightbeinline forapopularmovie; 

people of all ages in various stages and kinds of 

makeupandinavariety of costumes (Darth Vader 

walks by); families with children of all ages (the 

program tells me that sessions for young people 

are plentiful); an author (unknown to me) 

discussing his latest book, which is encountering 

aseriesofproblemsatthe publisher. Suddenly,a 

new line opens up for those who are able to pay 

cash. I may be saved. 
11:15: When I arrive late, the session 

honoring Tenn is well-attended, though not full. 

At the front of the room sit five panelists. 

recognize Silverberg; the others, by sightorname, 

areunknowntome. Thereareno formal presenta- 

tions: Each member of the panel speaks extem- 

poraneously. Iam struck by the insight, intelli- 

gence, andrichnessofthe comments. Iam struck 

also—almost immediately—by the stupidity of 

thatthought. Why wouldIexpectthingstobeany 

different? I suddenly realize something I didn’t 

know I knew—that when I put the world of 

science fiction behind me at fifteen, 1 was 

incapable of seeing the literature as more than 

adventuressetinstrangetimesand vastspace. AS 

thepanelistsdiscuss Tenn’swork, [am convinced 

thatIwillnowreread it fromthe new perspectives 

Iam gaining. 

Atthe end of the session, I make my way to 

the frontand briefly shake hands with Silverberg. 

Wehaveseeneach otheronly once before, forten 

minutes or so about twenty years ago, and have 

beenexchanging e-mail messagesforthe pastfew 

months. He s busy right now, needing to attend 

toTenn. We will connect later, I’m sure, atsome 

unspecified place and time. 

12:20: I amsitting in alarge meeting room 

with perhaps twenty other people. The session, 

entitled “Worldcon Orientation,” is designed for 

babes inthe woods, like me (“New to Worldcons



and fandom? Stop by with your questions and 

we’ll introduce you to fandom,” the program 

advertises). 

I raise my hand with a question and am 

eventually called on. 

“I belonged to fandom many years ago,” I 

venture. “I’d like to connect with some of the 

older fans who might have been around then. Is 

there a list anywhere of those attending, as 

opposed to those who are presenting?” 

“Would you mind telling us your name?” 

oneofthe panelists (Ibelieve Leah Zeldes Smith) 

asks me. 
“Joel Nydahl.” 

“Josl NiydahJlff2727?” 
I am not prepared for the reaction that this 

response engenders. Three jaws drop nearly to 

the ground. “Do you know who this is?” the 

woman asks the audience. It’s not exactly a 

thetorical question since (not surprisingly) some 

don’t. But many, to my amazement, do. 

“Vega,” calls out one. 

“Nydahl’s Disease,” yells another. 

I nod and smile. I make a few comments 

abouthow happy Iamto be here (Iam)and about 

how strange it feels (it does) to find out that I am 

“famous” in this limited way, buthow gratifying 

itis(itis). Finally, thefocusisoffmeand back on 

orientationtothe Worldcon. Sincelwanttograb 

abiteto eat, [ decide to leave. AsI makemy way 

to the door at the back of the room, Leah Smith 

yells out, “Don 't let him get away!” 

Her husband Dick catches up with me near 

the door. He wants my address. “You’ll be get- 

ting lots of fanzines,” he says, shaking my hand. 

1:00: Iam in the Exhibit Hall, ahugeroom 

filled with commercial enterprises relating, 

sometimesonly tangentially, toscience-fiction. (I 

can buy soft-porn drawings of various futuristic 

and fantastic individuals cavorting in alien 

settings.) Among the hundreds of tables and 

booths, acouple offer pulps fromthe early 1950s 

(Amazing Stories, Fantastic Adventures, Thrilling 

Wonder Stories, Planet Stories); this was “my” 

period, so the attraction is like iron filings to a 

magnet. [ spot and immediately covet the 

September 1951 issue of Amazing Stories, one 
whichIrememberowning. (Onthecover, agiant, 

alien-but-beautiful woman carries the 

unconscious body of a handsome young man, 

obviouslyrescued from the wrecked space shipin 

the background; her huge bare breasts, scarcely 

hidden by the body resting in her arms, vividly 

illustrate why my mother had doubts about the 

propriety of the magazines I left lying about the 

house whenIwasthirteen.) IsuspectthatI’llbuy 

thistreasure, butldon’twanttocarry itaroundall 

afternoon. 

1:45: I am standing in front of the 

Asimov's/Analog Table behind which various 

authors station themselves (according to a 

schedule) to sign copies of their works. Iam 

waiting for Bob Silverberg with whom I havenot 

been able to connect. He is to appear at two 

o’clock. Heisavery busy man. Connie Willisis 

signingautographsnow. Thereisalongline,and, 

unless Silverbergshowsupearly, Idon’tseehow 

Iwillmanagetosteal afew minutes withoutbeing 

attacked by adoring fans who havebeen patiently 

awaiting their turns. 

2:05: Silverberg is obviously running late. 

Iam bored, so I walk over to atable featuring T- 

shirts. Nothing much of interest. Ilook up and 

seeSilverbergstride by quickly and makehisway 

tothe Asimov’s/Analog Table. ’'msurehedidn’t 

seeme. Thelinemusthaveahundred peopleinit 

by now. Idecidenottotakemy placeatthe end(I 

would feel awkward, having nothing of his to 

have autographed) nor to walk up to Silverberg 

directly. That would be too pushy. Perhaps I'll 

run into him later, by accident. 

2:30: I am standing in front of a table 

offering... something for sale; I can’tremember 

what. The owner of the concession is staring at 

me; actually, he’s staring at my name tag. 

“Silverberg told me you’d be here,” he says. I 

smileand we makesmalltalk; aboutallIcanthink 

to say ishow niceitistobe remembered, even if 

(oddly) by total strangers. He producesacamera 

from somewhere under the table. “May I take 

yourpicture?” Itell himthatIwould behonored. 

(During the day, anumber of fans have taken my 

picture. Itoccursto methatmy likenessmay turn 

up in fanzines all over the country.) 

2:55: Somehow I find the strength to resist 

attending “Hamster Divination,” at which Esther 

Friesner will share her “unbelievable hamster 

tricks.” 
3:00: I’ve decided to go to asession called 

“Baycon’68.” larriveearly and stand outside so 

as to intercept Ted White, who is on the panel. 

Ted is one of the people I’ve come to the con to 

see. Although we corresponded as teenagers, 



we’ve never met. We are delighted to see each 

other and manage to talk for five minutes before 

he hasto take his place asa panelist. He reminds 
me to show up at the Fan Lounge around 5:30; 2 

lotoffans will be looking forward to meeting me 
there. Dinner is on the agenda afterwards. 

The session is open and free-wheeling. I 

wasn’t around fandom in 1968 and have never 

beforebeentoacon, butthenamesbeing dropped 

by the panelists (and members of the audience) 
are familiar and I’m fascinated, both by the 

subjectandby whatseemstobe Ted’stotalrecall. 

There is nothing he doesn’t remember in detail 

and nothing about which he doesn’t hold a very 

strong opinion. Ted has, in fact, become what 

appears to be the unofficial historian-laureate of 

fandom. Everyone defers to him. 
4:00: I am at a session called “The Fan 

Writing Hall of Fame.” I’ve come to hear about 
Walt Willisand Bob Tuckerand others who were 

famous fan writers when I was active in fandom. 

I’'m happy to find that even I can contribute, if 
onlyratherlamely (“Whatisthereputationnow of 
Dean A. Grennell?”). 

5:45: Tam waiting outside the Fan Lounge 

for my friend Linda to arrive. A college 

professor, she has been teaching all day at the 

downtown campus of her university. More 

amused than impressed, she’s very curious about 

thisaspect of my pastlife. Asweenter, Isee Ted 

in the midst of a circle of eight or ten fans. 

They’rediscussing fan history. Lindagoes offto 

afarcorneroftheroomto waitand observe. Ijoin 
the group. Ted introduces me, but it’s obvious 

thateveryonethereknows wholam. Idon’tfora 

momentsuspect thatthey have been “waiting for 

me,” inthesensethatifldidn’tshowuptheevent 

would bea failure, but clearly they’re glad to see 
me. 

The discussion about fan history continues. 

Ijoininoccasionally. Iamaskedtotellabout my 
early daysin fandom, about publishing Vega,and 
about my disappearance from fandom. I am 
astonished to discover that I have forgotten even 

more of the details of my own life than I had 
believed! But Ted has not. I thought, for 
example, that I had never told anyone about 
dropping out of fandom. Not so, says Ted. It 
turns out that I wrote to a number of people 
announcing the fact. I’m happy to learn that I 
wasn’t as big a dope as I had thought. 

One member of the group works for 

Sotheby’sand specializesin therelicsof fandom. 
Iam amazed atthis fact. I am even more amazed 

to discover that back issues of Vega bring $35- 

$40. He assures me that he will send a few back 
issuesthatIdon’thave. He producesahardcover 

copy of Harry Warner’s A Wealth of Fable—a 
version I didn’t know existed—and turns to a 

photograph ofmecharminga“cobra” (avacuum- 
cleanertube with ahorseshoe crab shell balanced 
on top) out a wastepaper basket. He assures me 

that he will send a copy of the book also. 
I’'m having a great time. Linda, unfortu- 

nately, has had a change of plans thrust upon her 
and we have to leave soon. I excuse myselfand 

apologize to Ted for having to spoil our dinner 
plans. I'hope he understands. 

6:30: I want to buy that back issue of 

Amazing Stories, so we hurry to the Exhibition 
Hall. Like the bazaar in James Joyce’s “Araby,” 
it is nearly deserted; only stragglers remain, and 

the life has gone out of it. The booth selling the 

magazinehasclosed, butthe owner (trustingsoul) 

haslefthisstock openand unprotected. Ifindthe 

issuel wantand ask a woman closing up herown 

boothnextdoorifshe will make surethatthe $15 

gets to the owner. She assures me that it will. 

On the way home, I tell Linda all about my 

strange, wonderful, surreal day. 

After a long career as an English teacher, I 

am now Chair of the English Department at 

Broward Community College, just outside Fort 

Lauderdale, Florida. Ihavehardly any reminders 

ofmy daysasafan—afew issuesof Vega(therest 

having disappeared over the years) andacopy of 

Imagination containing my first and only S-F 

publication. My interests now are jazz, food, 

wine, and travel. 

Iappreciate the opportunity tosettherecord 

straight—thoughnow thatthe mystique hasbeen 

stripped from my life and times, I fear thatI’ll be 

much the poorer. 

—Joel Nydahl 



THE KATZ KONTROVERSY: 

Gordon Eklund 

“I have every confidence that the Fantasy 
Amateur Press Association will still be here next 
year forthe nextelection. This isveryimportant, 
because that's when I plan to run for 

President....” Arnie Katz in his FAPAzine, Feb 
2001 

“It was always the feeling among those who 
startedthe club that all four FAPA officers ought 
at the very least to be human beings....” Jack 
Speer reminiscing on the Internet, June 2002 

Therrevelation early in the year 2002 that the 
current incarnation of old-time New York fan 
“Arnie Katz” was in actuality a house name 
adopted by aloose assortment of Las Vegas fan- 
zine fansinorderto (inthe wordsofKen Forman) 
“provide a veneer of cohesiveness to our 
collective fanac” has sparked considerable 
controversy throughoutthelengthand breadth of 
fandom. What followsisaseries of statements of 
fact gathered by the author over time as the con- 
troversy has grown tentacles and spread like 
rancid butter on a poppy seed bagel. That which 
follows, one hopes, will serve if not as the final 
statement on this matter, then atleast asastarting 
point for collective fannish closure. 

“We were neofans,” Forman has been quoted 

assaying. “And fandom seemed tousagiantand 

frightening morass, a Gordian knot to be un- 

raveled, a sandwich of living writhing beetles to 

be nibbled and swallowed. I don't remember 

which ofus came up withthe ‘Katz’ idea. Itmay 

even have been in the form of a letter. I think it 

was Boyd Raeburn from up in Canada—we 

wanted him as Guest of Honor atone of our early 

local cons but he said he didn't have a cool 

costume—who wrote saying thathe’d heard that 

Arnie Katz had settled in Las Vegas and was 

workingasabarkeratastrip club. Ofcoursenone 

ofushad evenheard of ‘Katz’ then, soitallsortof 

naturally developed from there.” 

2 

Ananonymous, heavy-set female Las Vegas 

fanaddsthe following: “Wejustthoughtitwasa 

funny name. Like WaldoMeatpacker, something 

like that. ‘Arnie Katz.” We just thought it was 

weirdandwildand very very hot—youknow muy 

caliente—like anonymous group sex when 

everybody’s wearing a different fantasy 

costume.” 
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I was a member of the faculty of Warwick 
School in Singapore for three years. The school 
was under the auspices of the British Ministry of 
Defense's Forces Education Service. There were 
thousands of the British armed forces stationed in 
the republic. Many of the personnel were married 
and had brought their families with them. And, of 
course, their children had to be educated. 

The school principal was a larger than life 
character. Mrs. Brown stood over six feet tall and 
wasalmostaswide. Had not Erle Stanley Gardner 
been writing twenty years earlier, I would have 
strongly suspected that she had been the model for 
hisBertha Cool, one of the twoleadingladiesin his 
A. A. Fair series. 

This lady invariably wore a veryloose-fitting 
cotton dress printed with some outrageous floral 
pattern. Those of us who were feeling particularly 
unkind would quip that the dresses were supplied 
by Rent-A-Tent or that she could be invited to 
confront any enemy in jungle warfare and scare 
them to death as she loomed out from the 
camouflaging undergrowth. 

Sheworehergrayinghairinalengthy pony-tail 
which she swept forward over her right shoulder. 
Forsome reason she was extremely susceptible to 
one faculty member's constant endorsement that 
she looked “particularly becoming this morning, 
Mrs. Brown.” 

She was an amazing mixture. A Cockneywho 
spokewithanaccentsufficiently outrageoustorival 
that of Dick Van Dyke in Mary Poppins, she had 
been in Singapore since the Second World War 

and was devoted to all sorts of charity work, in 

particularbeingconcerned with the Singapore Boys' 
Town project. She had been honored by both the 
British and Singapore governments, held the 
republic's B.B.M. decoration and also the M.B.E. 
(Member of the British Empire), the British 

equivalent. 
On one occasion, a group of us teachers was 

discussing some edict or other which had been 
formulated the previous day by Premier Lee Kuan 
Yewand the Singapore government. “Youthinkit's 
agood move?” broke in Mrs. Brown, who had just 
entered the room. “Yes,” we said, and gave our 

reasons.  “Oh, good!” said Mrs. Brown, 
enthusiastically. “I'lltell Mr. Lee. I'm havingdinner 
with him tonight.” 

Shehad oneextraordinary conversationalhabit. 
Youknowhowitis whenyou'rein conversationwith 
someone and refer to a topic you've discussed or 
mentioned previously in an earlier conversation, 
perhapsaday or two earlier. Youprecedethetopic 
with some remark to laya foundationand recallthat 

earlier conversation. Not so Mrs. Brown. She'd 
pitch right in and continue the conversation as 

though there had been no break and she was simply 
continuing whatever had been the topic of two or 
three seconds earlier. This could be extremely 
disconcertingasyoustruggledtorecall exactlywhat 
had been said two or three daysearlier. 

Anditcould be worse. And often was, formany 
times the continued conversation had been begun 
days earlier with someone else! Faculty members 

would rush around asking one another whether 

i 
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anyone knew anything about some future date on 

the school calendar, some problem concerning 

some particular pupil, or some conversation, the 

foundation of which had been laid with someone 

else. 
She lived quite close to where I'd rented a 

house and I'd occasionally give her a lift home (so 

that | certainly had my fill of those continued 

conversations). | feared for the suspension of my 

small 1,000-ccFord Angliaand shudderedin more 

waysthan one when she climbed out of the carand 

gentlycloseditsdoor withathud whichrocked the 

entire street. 

She was exceedingly kind and did her best for 

both her faculty members and the children. The 

armyauthorities had supplied me with halfadozen 

crates to transport personal belongings out from 

the U.K. I'dactuallyused onlyfourand had putthe 

two empty crates, flat-pack fashion, into storage. 

Oncein Singapore | was suddenly presented with 

abillforacoupleofhundred pounds for theunused 

crates. On the phone | explained to the major in 

charge that the crates would be returned to the 

army as soon as | was supplied with a pertinent 

address. The major was having none of this. 

“We've had to pay a shipping charge for a//the 

crates,” he told me. “The charge for those which 

weren't used is yourresponsibility.” 

Mrs. Brown took the phone and dismissed the 

major with a polite requestto speak to his colonel. 

The major evidently did a little spluttering but 

eventually the colonel came on o the line. “Oh, 

hello, Bill,” began Mrs. Brown. That was the end 

of the demand for payment. 

I was finding some difficulty sleeping in Asian 

humidity countered only by a ceiling fan and 

requested amove toan accommodation which had 

air conditioning. In no time I found myself being 

examined by an army doctor who decided that the 

airconditioningwasunnecessary. Heturned down 

my requestand furthermore declared that as 1 was 

unable to sleep in these normal conditions for the 

island mycontractwould have tobeterminated and 

1 would have to be sent back to the U.K. I was 

given three days to leave Singapore. 

Mrs. Brown was on the phone as soon as | 

arrived back at school and reported to her. 

“Ridiculous,” she told whoever was at the other 

end of the line. “This difficulty in sleeping is 

affectingMr. Bennett'swork. He's the bestteacher 

inthe world and I can't do without him.” And that 

was the end of that. I got the air conditioning. 

“You see,” she explained to me later, “the 

doctorwas acaptain and only majors and above are 

allowed to haveair conditioning. Hewasn'tgoingto 

recommend you for air conditioning when he 

couldn't have it himself.” It seemed that there were 

hidden agendas even in those days. 

This business of being “the best teacher in the 

world” shouldn't raise any eyebrows. Everyfaculty 

member was, at some time or other, “the best 

teacher in the world.” 1'd been forewarned of that 

before I ever set foot in the school. The soubriquet 

didn't throw me at all, even in the company of 

colleagues. Weall knewthatwe'd be bestowed with 

this particular mantle at some time or other. 

There was even the apocryphal story that some 

parent had phoned Mrs. Brown at some time or 

other to complain about some transgression of one 

faculty member. “Oh, I can't believe that,” Mrs. 

Brown had informed the complainant, “your child's 

teacher is the best teacher in the world,” then 

adding, “whose class did you say he was in?” 

1 was with her one time when we visited astreet 

market in order to purchase some material for a 

school project. She examined the material and 

inquired astothe price. Thestall holders conferred 

inaChinese dialect, probablyHokkien whichis most 

prevalent in Singapore. Mrs. Brown quickly 

interruptedthediscussion. “No,” shesaid, “thisfat 

pig of an Englishwoman isn't prepared to pay that 

price.” We got the material at a knocked-down 

figurelathered withall degreesof profuseapologies. 

How were the two stall holders to know that Mrs. 

Brown was married to a Chinese lawyer and spoke 

several different dialects? 
One day John Hoyle, a colleague, and I were 

running a soccer coaching session with two classes 

of ten-year olds, which usually involved our playing 

alongside them. Big kids. (The teacher in the 

movie, Kes, had nothing on us.) Our young 

goalkeeper, areally nice kid named Richard Haley, 

dived across fo save a shot, had his wrist trapped 

between ball and goal post, and found himself with 

abadly broken wrist. John picked up the boy while 

I ran fo get my car from the school lot. We told 

another teacher who happened to be taking part in 

another coaching session on the school's extensive 

playing fields to inform the school office, and 

whipped offtothenearbymilitary hospital wherewe 

turned Richard over to the medical authorities. We 

remained at the hospital until his parents arrived a 

short time later and then returned to school to 

complete the appropriate accident report forms. 
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“What exactly happened?” Mrs. Brown asked 

us. 
“YouknowMr. Hoyle,” Isaid facetiously, “and 

his temper. The way he treats his class.” I then 
explained what had actually happened. 

She was having none of it. “What really 
happened?” she asked. “What did you do to the 
boy, Mr. Hoyle?” 

“You've really landed me in the soup,” John 
said, not very pleased. 

I explained that I'd been joking. We repeated 

our account as to what had actually taken place. 

Shepersisted, however, and whenI'd got back 
to my classroom to which the children had 
returned, I found her in my wake. 

She beckoned me outside the room. “What 
reallyhappened?” sheinquired onceagain. “What 
exactlydid Mr. Hoyle dotothatboy? He's not here 
now. Youdon't have to be afraid.” What? Ofthe 

best teacher in the world? “You can tell me what 
really happened.” 

“Mrs. Brown,” I said. “I was joking. Mr. 
Hoyleis as kind as anyone else on the faculty. He 
wouldn't dream of harming any child. He was 
absolutely marvelous looking after Richard while 
we drove to the hospital.” 

She didn't look convinced. 
“Youcanaskthechildrenhere,” Isaid. “They 

were all there. They all saw what happened.” 
“Yes, Ishall,” she said. “Youstayhere.” She 

marchedintotheclassroomandannounced, “What 

exactly did happen to Richard? What did Mr. 
Hoyle do to him?” 

Different children confirmed our story. 
“No,” she said. “I want to know what rea/ly 

happened. You needn't be afraid of Mr. Bennett.” 
What? Of the best teacher in the world? “Justtell 
me the truth.” 

The account was confirmed and reconfirmed. 
She returned to her office. But she wasn't 
convinced. 

A couple of weeks later, a girl in John's class 
requested leave to go to the cloakroom. Off she 
went. Ten minutes later Mrs. Brown appeared. 

It appeared that en route to her destination the 
girl had decided to jump the corner of the low wall 

surrounding the rather charming fish pond in the 
school courtyard, had tripped, and had badly 

gashed her knee. 
Mrs. Brown was rather accusatory. “Whatdid 

you do to the poor girl?” she inquired. “You know 
the reputation you have with these children!” 

Poor John! I've often wondered whether she 

talked of /im as being “the best teacher in the 
world,” perhaps to Lee Kuan Yew. Who knows? 
Or whether, in his case, he'd been written offin her 

estimation and consigned to some deep hidden 
reaches of her mind, his name and memory neverto 

be resurrected in civilized society. 
‘Who knows, with such a woman? 

She was brought to mind recently with the 

release ofthemovie, Mrs. Brown. Dame udiDench 

might not have won an Oscar for her portrayal of 

Queen Victoria, but for my money our rea/ Mrs. 

Brown, our larger than life character in both senses 

of the phrase, could have had one any day of the 

week. 
A woman like that just couldin't be real. 

—Ron Bennett 



While sorting through astack of magazines 

Iranacrossa 1994 contesttorenamethe BigBang 

theory. 10,660 entries were submitted to Sky & 

Telescope magazine, but none of them won. As[ 

scanned the list, I could see why. There's a few [ 

really like, but only for the hilarity factor: 

Bursting Star Sack 

Infinity Forever 

It'sa Universe 

OK, Fine 

Hot Hurl 

Stupendous Space Spawning 

It got me thinking about the whole scientific 

naming scheme thing. Take particles and quarks, 

for instance. They get really cool names like 

Cha:m,Bcauty,andDomefcourse,sometimcs 

‘hey'recalledreallyboringthingslikeDsgamma2 

and so on, but there’s a charming amount of 

whimsy that pervades scientific names. 

I've been fascinated with names since I was 

very young. The year I went to kindergarten I 

decided my parents had given me the entirely 

wrong name. It didn't fit me at all. 1t was like 

Selections from Aries Moon 

wearingslightly too-tightclothes. Itmademefeel 

squirmy and uncomfortable. They insisted on 

using it, though, and when 1 demanded to know 

my middle name their perfidy was revealed: 1 

didn’lhaveone.Iwasoutraged.Idetermined
righl 

thenthatIwouldchangemy namesomeday.
 Idid, 

too. 

Finding the right name for something is 

important. Ispentmy first babysitting money on 

aName Your Baby book. Istillhave it. Iusethree 

ofthemto this day, mainly for writing, foronline 

avatars, andforamusingmypregnamfrien
dswilh 

outrageous suggestions. I think people should 

give their children one bland and one fantastic 

name so they have a choice. Nothing is more 

tedious than namingyour child David Michaelor 

AnneEmily. How utterly forgettable. Muchbetter 

for David to have, say, Zontarasa middle name. 

Anne can be paired with something unusual like 

Eglantine, or bypass the commonplace entirely 

and name her Angharad instead. 

ButifZontar or Angharad doesn'tsuit, may 

suggest Infinity Forever? Or maybe you could 

hold a contest. There are at least 10,600 people 

with a few ideas for you. 
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Today’s Mail for Resident, the fellow around 
here who gets all the interesting stuff, included a 
fabulousslick brochure for The Time ofthe Beast. 
It looked pretty nifty, and for a few moments I 
thought it was an ad fora new computer game. It 
certainly had all the components. Ravening 
dragon-like beast, check. Maiden with bosom 
heaving in distress, check. Black moon, check. 
Butloand behold, itisnotacomputer game. Itis 
anexciting lectureseriesthat will “makethe Book 
of Revelation Make Sense.” It says so, right here 
and stuff. 

Inside the brochure the illustrations are even 
more exciting. Jesus is riding a white horse, 
looking pretty white himself. There's some 
angels with really badly drawn wings having a 
big fight in the sky next to him, right where Jesus 
is gonna get zinged if he doesn't put up his 
Shield of Invincibility. There's a sort of Moon 
Maiden on a moon with a howling beast 
underneath her, presumably threatening her 
maidenliness. The beast looks like a cross 
between Gidra and Cerebus, if you can imagine. 
And then there's a real scary-looking busi- 
nessman with the numbers 666 imprinted on his 
forehead. So I guess he's the actual Beast. But 
wait! There's also Mrs. Beast, who is wearing a 
rather nice pair of earrings with her turtleneck 
shirt and the 666 emblazoned on her forehead. 
And then, just to top it all off, there's a military 
guy with big lasergun eyes shooting green fire all 
around. I hadn't realized there was so much 
scheduled for the Apocalypse. 

Best of all, it's all brought to you (or 
Resident, in our case) by the Amazing Facts 
Committee on Arrangements. Now that's what I 
call a committee name. 

1 just love the Palo Alto Daily News. It's the 
free rag I pick up each morning at the train 
station. I can read it from cover to cover in 
fifteen minutes, which is how long it takes me to 
get to my station. I read it for the daily 
columnists, the comics, and the police blotter 
covering Atherton, Palo Alto, and Menlo Park. 
The actual news content is heavy on the City 
Council feuds and rather light on anything else. 
The blotter is really the best thing about it. Here 
is a great example. 

ATHERTON First block Melanie 
Lane, 5:16 p.m.: Aresident calledpolice 

after agoldencocker spanielraninto her 
house and jumped on a guest. 

‘Whatanightmare that musthave been forthe 
Ladies Who Lunch. I can see it now. A huge, 
slavering beast bursts in upon the delicate, 
unsuspecting flowerof Atherton womanhoodand 
menaces them. Slowly he advances upon one of 
the terrified guests, rising up, up, up to 
lugubriously leave paw printsall overherMichael 
Kors twin set. His glowing brown eyes seem to 
piercehervery soul. She faints. The policerushto 
the rescue. Arf, says the intruder unrepentantly. 

But that's not all that happened last week in 
swinging Atherton, California, no sir. 

ATHERTON 200 block Polhemus 
Ave., 3:51 p.m.: Vandals moved a large 
decorative rock. 

Holy cow, Martha, callthepolice! Someone's 
movedthelargedecorativerockandsetitrighton 
top of the zinnias! Boy, what a dashing escapade 
that must have been. After all, your basic large 
rocks are notoriously heavy and awkward. I'm 
guessing this one was carved in the shape of 
Cindy Crawford orsomethingequally irresistible 
to have been of interest to the criminal minds 
sneakingaround Atherton. Iimaginetheytriedto 
lift it and gave themselves hernias on the spot. 

Or maybe they were so demoralized by 
misjudging therock thing that they decided todo 
somereal crimes and let loose a cocker spaniel to 

terrorize the neighborhood in retaliation. I'm 
thinking they don't have enough to do in 
Atherton. 

Today’s Clueless Travel Moment s courtesy 
ahaplessfellow who phoned my travel agency to 

askifthere wasany differencebetweentrainsand 
planes. 

“Yes,” I'said helpfully. He waited. I waited.I 
wasn't sure where he was going with this. 

“Oh,” he responded, “a lot?” 
“Yes, Ireplied, “quitealot.” Webothwaited 

again. 

“Oh,” he said, and hung up. 
It's a wonder they can find their own feet in 

the morning, 

Whatifyou discovered you could useatime 
machine and could go back in time just once, for



just an hour? What would you do? Save the 

world?Meetwithafamousperson? Wreak havoc 

by messing with events? 
This question is the flip side of another game 

I like to play where you bring a person from 

another age forward in time and try to explain 

something in five minutes, like planes, or 

penicillin, orPauly Shore. It'sfun, and harderthan 

it seems. 

As forme, I'm in the “meet a famous person” 

camp. I've no interest in changing the world 

although I'd be glad to nip back in time and offer 

Hitler's parents some condoms. Butthereal catch 

with this time machine business is you'd have to 

convince someone you were from the future, get 

them to open up to you, and then dash back in 

only one hour's time. Seems very unlikely you'd 

getany sensible conversation outofanyone. Well, 

maybe Oscar Wilde. 

Before choosing we must first acknowledge 

that the ideal historical person would have to 

speak English very well, and fairly modern 

Englishat that. Ithink I could muddlethroughas 

farback asthe 1700’sbutbefore thatthe language 

istoo different for my ears. I can barely manage 

Shakespeare, and must always be looking up the 

translations in the back of the book. Thus, I 

regretfully give up Athenais, Madame de 

Montespan, along with Hatshepsut, Caecilia 

Metella, and Bess of Hardwick. 

Ifit must be modern and English, I think first 

ofalll'dliketo speak with Jane Austeninherlate 

teens. Ifsomeoneelsehad already bagged her, I'd 

have a chat with Victoria Woodhull, a most 

interestingand complex woman. E. Nesbittwould 

be good, too, a revolutionary feminist with a 

penchant for making trouble and writing really 

good children's books. I would want to meet 

women who had unusual talents and the courage 

topursuetheirvisions, whetherinartorreformor 

education. I don't much care about going back in 

time to meet men as men have consistently 

imposed their viewpoint on history and the 

literary canon. I canread the male perspectiveany 

old time. I'd prefer the opportunity to meet the 

sparklingintellectsofhistorical womenwho were 

acknowledged, admired, even honored in their 

day, but brushed aside as footnotes by later 

generations of male academicians. 

The thing about meeting Jane Austen is so 

many of us want to. I think there could beagood 

short story wherein poor Jane is besieged 

throughout her life by time machine wielders 

constantly popping in to talk to her. Evenifthey 

were limited to only one hour it would be 

annoying. Eventually, Isuppose, she wouldhave 

to devise a note to hand to each new visitor: yes, 

yes, you're fromthe futureand youwanttoaskme 

about Elizabeth Bennett, but I'm working and I 

don't want to know about planes or penicillin or 

that unfortunate man. She'd carry on making 

parsnip wine or gooseberry jelly, and all we poor 

visitors could doislook on while breathing inthe 

authentic 18th century atmosphere. 

Time machines would be a terrible nuisance. 

—Lucy Huntzinger 



My brother Bob and I had at least three dogs 
when we were kids, all of the short-haired, 
terrier-mix variety, energetic and yappy. Asan 
adult, living in rented spaces, I couldn't have a 
dog, so I made friends with cats, and I have two 
cats even now. 

A dozen years ago, having acquired a house 
in Marina, India and I agreed it was time for 
another dog. She'd been doing a little research 
andhadbecomeinterestedinthekuvasz, awhite, 
long-haired Hungarian breed, said to be clever. 
Except for its color, the kuvasz has the general 
sizeand appearance ofagolden retriever—some 
kuvasz owners refer to their dogs as “platinum 
retrievers.” 

And so, when we learned of a woman in Las 
Vegas who had to move into an apartment and 
couldn't keep herkuvasz, we agreed to “rescue” 
it. The 1%-year-old spayed female arrived at the 
Monterey Peninsula Airport one afternoon in a 

crate, and India, my daughter Veronica and I 
went over to get it. The first time I saw 

Kuva—her original owner had saddled her with 

the unimaginative name—she sized me up from 

inside the crate, looking quite capable and very 
smart. I liked her instantly. 

We took her home and enrolled her in 

obedience classesat Hilltop Centerin Monterey, 

where she learned to sit on command. She never 

quite got the hang of walking on a leash without 

tugging, but I hiked all over Monterey and 

Marina with her anyway. She would hold up her 
paw for a shake if you asked. 

Kuva was remarkably different from all the 
other dogs I'd ever owned or known. They had 

characteristics, habits, quirks. Kuva, though, had 
a distinct personality—intelligent, watchf}ll, 
self-sufficient. She was even tolerant—despite 
holding nothing but contempt for the feline race 

ingeneral, shealwayspermitted Veronica’slittle 



gray cat, April, toattack her, nuzzle herandsleep 
next to her. 

Kuvawasn'ta dog toroll over in submission 
atthe firsthand reaching outto pat herhead. She 
maintained her dignity without being snotty 
aboutit. Shewas, asanotherownersaid abouthis 
kuvasz, affectionate but not cuddly. And when 
s.hegot intotrouble, shediditwithstyle—likethe 
flm.e she broke out of our yard, found her way 
inside the house next door and surprised our 
neighbor, Tamara, in her bathtub. 

She had friends all over the neighborhood. 
Sqm;times,sitting insidethehouse, Iwouldhear 
children walking by ouryardsaying, “Hi, Kuva.” 

Three orfouryearsago, Kuvastarted getting 
arthritis in her hips, and it grew progressively 
Wworse. Finally, the week before this Christmas, 
shewentdown and couldn'tgetupany more. She 
rested on a waterproof pad in our family room, 
and although we washed and turned her in the 

middle of the night, she began to develop bed 

sores, and her vet, Dr. Hart, told us by telephone 

whatweknew: she wasthirteen, anadvancedage 

for a kuvasz, and it was time. 

Dr. Hart agreed to come to the house. India 

and Veronica and I stroked Kuva and talked to 

her as she nodded off under Dr. Hart's gentle 

administration of an anesthetic overdose. He 

listened to her heart with his stethoscope and he 

finally said, “She's gone.” 

Veronica and I wrapped Kuva in a blanket 

and buried her in the back yard, and our 

neighbors, Larry and Margot, brought over a 

potted chrysanthemum that we will plant on 

Kuva's grave. I made a wooden cross, although 

she wasn't a Christian, and put it on her grave, 

too. 
She was the best pet I've ever had. Rest in 

peace, Kuva. Good dog. 
—Calvin Demmon 



I didn't expect that it would take this long for 
this piece of mine to see print. Years ago I had 
originally submitted it to another fan editor who, 

due to the necessities of his job, had promptly 

Jfolded his fanzine. After afewyears I discovered 
that my hard copy and floppy containing the text 
had disappeared into the usual black hole. 

Requests and inquiries to the faned, who shall 

remain nameless, went unanswered (maybe he 

had a black hole of his own!). Fortunately, the 

article eventually did turn up, so without further 

adolet'salljump intothe Way Back Machine and 
goto... 

June 19, 1995: Seven AM. After my usual 

fivehours of sleep I hauled myselfoutof bed and 
letourLabradorretrieverouttodrenchthe pitiful 

remnants of surviving grass in the backyard, sat 

down with the morning paper and my first of 

many glasses of cranberry juice for the day: with 

a tight deadline hanging over me, my body had 

chosentoupthatpressure by manufacturingafew 

kidney stones nine days earlier and I had been 

plagued with crampseversince. It wasahell ofan 

accompanimenttomy daily drawing TheMighty 

Morphin Power Rangers. 

I had never expected to be working on the 

Power Rangers. Like many of my freelance jobs, 

the assignment had dropped into my lap unex- 

pectedly; in this case only an hour before sitting 

_down for our family's annual Passover dinner. 

Inasmuch as the publisher was willing to pay 
major money per book for five issues, this 

particular Passover was pretty jubilant: man, 

gy 



financially, was I ever out of Egypt! 

I'mnotprincipally interested inthe superhero 

genre (although today's superstar writers Alan 

Moore and Warren Ellis have beautifully rein- 
ventedthefield),noramIthatadept workinginit. 
Whatinitially attracted meto the comicbook field 

isanapproachtohumorandadventurethat'shard 

to find these days. Still, I like to think that [ have 

enough on the ball to do a passable job at 

depicting those folks in the tights and capes as 

they endlessly engage in their cosmic fistfights. 

Upuntil The Morphins I had penciled andiinked 
issuesoffourdifferentcomictitles, ofteninunder 

three weeks time (with “Doc Savage” it really 

showed, unfortunately). That being the case, I 
wasn't worried about making a similar deadline 
just doing pencils. Until I got the script, that is. 

For those of you not familiar with the old- 
style Morphins (there's a new generation, evi- 

dently) there were six of them. They had two 
sidekicks, amentor, and acute robot. There were 

three major villains with their numerous mutated 

minionsandallthese had intricate costumes. The 
scripter had broken almost each page into six 

panels and written a majority of the characters 
into each panel. And then, just to take things a 

step further, he frequently divided panels up by 
the use of a "viewing globe" that depicted a 
separatescenethattheMorphinsandtheirfriends 

were watching—for example, a fireman on an 
extension ladder rescuing a bunch of orphans 
fromaburning building. Totopallthat, oneofthe 
villains might be using a telescope to spy on our 
heroes in a cutaway at the top of a panel. All in 
one sixth of a page. 

I began to see why the regular penciler had 
bowed out of this assignment. But, hey, I was 
certainly being paid well for the extra effort! 

Down in my basement art studio I went over 
the script. By my calculations I had to draw nine 
panels a day to make the deadline for each issue. 
My nextstep wastogo tomy filing cabinet full of 
clippingstopullthereference material, trucksand 
dirt bikes, needed for that day. Next I did very 
rough breakdowns on typewriter paper and, 
because the panels were all crowded, I character 
counted the copy to see how much space the 
dialogue balloons would take up. ThenIlaid out 

the page and sharpened pencils. After about two 
hours of all this, I was finally drawing. Judging 
from pastexperiencel would befinished withthe 
last panel sometime after midnight. Whether or 

notmykidney stoneswouldallow meto getmuch 

sleep that night was another question: it felt like 

twobulldogs were gnawing away inthere. I drew 

theevil Lord Zedd posturing from the balcony of 

his lunar hideout in the first panel. The second 
panel was more interesting: Skull and Bulk, two 

comic relief characters from the Morphins’ high 

school, were being blown off their dirt bikes by 

Pirantishead. Five Morphins materialize in the 

lowerright of the panel while Rita Repulsalooks 

on gloatingly from an upper left insert. 

Iliked RitaRepulsa; she was fun to draw. It's 

strange that the Mighty Morphin Power Rangers 
show had many critics. From them I had formed 

theimpression, before ever seeing the series, that 
the show was a blood-drenched preteen equi- 

valent of a Charles Bronson movie. But when I 

actually caught the show I discovered that the 

action scenes were choreographed slapstick, the 

monsters laughably tongue in cheek. The Mor- 
phinsthemselveswere squeaky-clean-cut, fitting 

heirs to the likes of Tom Swift and the Bobbsey 

Twins. IfThad seenthe show asan eightyearold, 

Iknow I would've loved it. 
By my forth panel Thad decided toturnonthe 

radio. After days of listening nonstop toalbums| 

was satiated with music. I tuned into the local 

right wing radio show, anactionakinto liftingup 

arock to check out the wet squirmy things, and 

found that Louis Farrakhan was being trashed 

rather than Bill or Hillary. A novel change. 

t had started to rain, a really heavy, violent 

downpour. I felt uneasy; we lose electricity with 

monotonous regularity during storms. Then, 

upstairs, thedog began barking; somebody wasat 

the door. 

It was a friend of ours; I'll call her Susan. 

Elaine and I had known her and her husband for 

some years and we occasionally got together for 

dinner, cards, or amovie. But one look at Susan 

on our doorstep, drenched to the skin from the 

storm, told me this was no social call; her 

expression was intense, twisted with fear and 

grief, tears mingling with the rain running down 

her face. Putting Dickens in another room, I 

invited her in. 

From various past hints we knew that Susan 

suffered from manic depression, kept under 

control withmedication. Althoughinclined to be 

withdrawn, Susan seemed little different froman 

average introvert and Bill was quietly genial and 

rather fannish. Both had suffered numerous 



financial setbacks over the years (Bill was a 

former physics instructor from Johns Hopkins) 

and their various attempts to make a living had 

been along uphill struggle; it gave us something 

else in common. Lately Susan had been working 

in a Maryland funded computer agency that 

provided communication services for the speech 

and hearing impaired but, being shy and the only 

Euro-American in the place, was having a hard 

time fitting in. One individual in particular, she 

felt, was going outofhisway to provethatracism 

can be atwo way street and Susan was ill-equip- 

ped to deal with the cheap-shot hostility, real or 

imagined. 

The afternoon wore on. I found myself an 

impotentobserverofakind of personal hell that1 

hopeneverto experience, painful just to witness. 

Susan was in the deepestanguish, unable to trust 

anyone—least of all herself. She had quit taking 

her medication and was now hearing voices. 

Weeping, her hands twisting together so tightly 

that her knuckles stood out in white relief, she 

broke downagainand again. She was fully aware 

of what washappening to her but wasjustassure 

that her medication was poisonous, that her 

husbandand psychiatristhated her, thateveryone 

was plotting against her, and that her head was 

literally in danger of exploding. 

Thadnoideawhattodo. IfIattempted tostep 

outofthe room and call adoctor it meantleaving 

her alone. If she discovered I was calling some 

“enemies” I was afraid it would send her into 

hysteria, or, worse, send her away into a severe 

storm. I also knew Bill was still at work and I 

didn'thavehisnumber. Ikepttalking ascalmly as 

1 could, trying to be upbeat as possible, always 

tryingtoreassure. Italked about mentalstrategies 

that had worked for me when I had been through 

bad times, about Judaism, zen, self-help 

techniques—and feltlikeafutileassevenasIdid 

s0.My littlestressesand herstate of mind weren't 

inthesame ballpark; my solutionswere likeband 

aids to askull fracture. Still, during the next five 

hours Susan began calming down by degrees. 

Thestormhad atlastpassedand the sun came 

out. Wesatontheback porchand drank teawhile 

my cats buzzed around her legs, allowing her to 

petthem. Finally Elaine gotten home from work 

and the three of us took a long walk through our 

local park. I was hoping to be able to call Bill 

now. Wesuggested that she wait for him orletus 

driveherbacktoherplace. Susaninsistedthatshe 

was well enough to drive and against our 

judgment we had no choice, short of physically 

restraining her, but to let her leave for the short 

drive back home. 
I had given up all thought of drawing for the 

rest of the day. I had once kepton deadline when 

yellowjacketswereswarmingthroughthestudio, 

butthatwaspifflecomparedtowhathadjustgone 

down. Itookalonghotbathandthen we wentoff 

toafavoriterestaurant. LaterthatnightBill called 

us to let us know that Susan had arrived safely. 

She was back on her medication and was 

scheduled for an early session with her therapist 

that next morning. 

She never made it. Instead she left work and 

drove nonstop straight to South Carolina, where 

she got into a collision with her car. The 

authorities kept her under observation for three 

days. Fortunately there were no serious injuries. 

All this happened years ago and Susan was 

able to stick it out on her job and to our 

knowledge has been able to function normally. 

The bully at work got fired. As for my saga with 

The Mighty Morphin Power Rangers, I finally 

finished with the kidney stone pain after my first 

issue—just in time for one of those toothaches 

that goes on for ten days and the dentist can't 

locate the offending tooth. That was my second 

issue; therewouldn'tbe athird: anotherpublisher, 

one of the Big Two, had negotiated with The 

Morphins' owners to take the title away from my 

little guy publisher. They then proceeded to 

publish a few issues and then fold the title 

(Spider-Man would be ashamed). 

I'moftwomindsaboutthatwholeexperience. 

Ononehand, Imadesixteenthousanddollarsina 

little less than six weeks. And on the other hand, 

llosttwentyfourthousanddollarswonhofwork. 

(I should take it in stride; after all, every few 

weeksElaineandIlosemillionsofdollarsplaying 

the lottery—well, we don't win it!) It's one of 

those perception things: is the glass half full or 

halfempty. Inthiscase, I think my glass was half 

full. 
Only nobody ever asks—full of what? 

—Steve Stiles 



Itallstarted withan innocent posttoafannish 

e-list. Isaid, “This afternoon I saw Pollock the 

movie and it really re-energized me to paint. I 

loved the painting parts of the movie and found 

the rest fully credible (nothing I hadn't heard 

before), if not very attractive. The man was 
horribly repressedand viciously angry mostofthe 
time (as his art unerringly reveals), and pretty 

poorcompany drunkorsober. Buthe wasagreat 

artist.” 

JaeLeslie Adamsresponded, “SoTed, Ididn't 

know you paint.” 

Well, I haven'tpainted in more than 40 years, 
butI’vealwaysintended tocomeback toit“inmy 

retirement,” like Churchill. 

I trained to be an artist from early-middle 

childhood. 

Itookstill-lifeclasses. Ilearnedtocreate very 

credible wine bottles with pastels — reflections, 

fefractions, andall. Likemany kid artists, [ drew 

incessantly—fillingmy notebooks with drawings 

of cars, rockets and comic book characters 

throughout grade school. 
It was my deepest desire to be an automotive 
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designer/stylist. I designed cars in my head — 

planning their every detail and creating 

innovativeengineering forthem (one—inthelate 

*40s—was steam-powered). But I was dissuaded 

from thiscareer-choice by the need to craft good- 

looking models of my designs (inordertogetinto 

the General Motors school for aspiring auto- 

motive designers)—I was a lousy model-builder 

(it wasaseparate skilland one I never mastered). 

Byhighschoolintheearly *50sIwantedtobe 

a prozine illustrator and I studied the art in the 

prozines of thatand earlier eras. Ialso bought, at 

auction, prozine illos at the 1955 and 1956 

Worldcons—gemngmyhandsonactualexamp]es 

of scratchboard, CrafTone and other types of 

commercial-technique art. The prices at the 

auctionsatconventionsinthosedayswouldmake 

amodern collector green with envy. I probably 

paid adollarorlesseach forthoseblackand white 

originals—and major (cover) paintings went for 

$25 and up. (Fellow named Calle did some fine 

scratchboard art for prozines in the early *50s— 

and went on to be a Major commercial artist. 1 

have some of his originals.) 

3 



1 took a high school art class, but learned 

almost nothing fromitand ended up teaching my 

teacher these commercial techniques. I taught 

them first to myself, by studying the originals I 

had and by going to adowntown DC art supplies 

storeand exploring the toolsand stocks they had. 

(It was in this fashion that I bought my first 

CrafTint/Tone sheets and the two developers 

needed, and bought scratchboard and several 

scribes.) In order to practice with these materials 

I copied comic-strip panels (Walt Kelly’s Pogo 

and Stan Drake’s Juliet Jones) for a local news- 

paper contest, and I rendered photos. “Render- 

ing” a photo means to translate it into another 

artistic medium. That medium could be pencil, 

pen-and-ink, brush, etc. Learning to work by 

removingblack, inscratchboard, wasasuseful as 

learningtousescreened overlays (Zip-A-Tone)or 

the two-toned mechanical cross-hatching of 

CrafTint. 
I got to be reasonably good at rendering 

photos, butit seemed to me then that this wastoo 

mechanical a process, as I understood it, to be 

“creative” inthewayIthoughtanartistshouldbe. 

IfeltthatIshould beableto create picturessolely 

out of my head, and this I could not do easily. 

During this time I had a Saturdays (school 

year) and full-time (summer) job at the local 

stationary store, whereI'd been buying my mimeo 

supplies; this got me a good employee discount 

and [ used it to buy a set of colored inks. These 

inks came insquatlittle bottles like Indiaink, but 

in a wide variety of colors. The inks were not 

opaque, buttranslucent. Usingillustration board 
I began painting with these inks. 

1 improvised. I’d brush some color onto a 

board,and seeinitaskyscape, perhapsasunsetor 

silhouetted mountains, and then I’d make these 

images moresolid, adding detail asit occurred to 
me, until a picture emerged. I had to build up 
colorsfromlighttodarkinoverlays. Ididalotof 
miniatures —little pieces measuring maybe three 

by fiveinches, ortenby five, orany othersize. I'd 

cutthe larger board into pieces and paint on each 

piece. 
Many of'the early pieces were surreal, and it 

wasatthistimethatIdiscoveredabook of George 
Herriman’s Krazy Kat. This was a newspaper 
comicstripsetinasurreal southwesternlandscape 

whichshifted from panelto panel. Itenormously 

appealed to me and I painted two Krazy Kat 
paintings which my motherhas. Ialso copieda 

panel from Bemnie Krigstein’s EC Comics 

adaptation of Bradbury’s “The Flying Machine” 

in full color (and without word balloons). Allin 

coloredinks. Butthecopiesandtributeswerethe 

exceptions; most of my miniature paintings were 

improvisations. 

The early ones were semi-representational, 

but then I started going abstract. 
Tomethealphaand omegaofabstractionare 

Mondrian and Pollock. I discovered Mondrian 

first and felt a natural affinity for his work; it fit 

with the fanzine layout and design I was then 

doing (my Stellar period) and I saw immediately 

how Mondrian related to design and had 

revolutionized magazine design in the ’20s. 

1 knew less about Pollock and I’'m not sure 

whetherIevenknew about him atthat point—but 

onceldiscovered hismatureworks, they spoketo 

me. (I gottoknow Pollock best after [ movedto 

New York City and had ready — and frequent— 

access to the Museum of Modern Art. That 

museum has many of his best pieces and on one 

occasion mounted a retrospective of his career 

which convinced me that I did not care much for 

hisearly, pre-abstract, works—few of whichareto 

be glimpsed in the movie, Pollock.) 

Thad movedtolargersizesandstartedusinga 

formof*‘canvaspaper”I’ddiscovered atthestore 

where I worked. This “paper” had a textured 

surface like canvas and could be painted on with 

oils, but I used it for my larger Mondrian-like 

designs (created using drafting pens for the 

straightlines—Talsotook drafting andmechanical 

drawinginschool), in partbecause of the way the 

inks glistened on it. At some point I found that] 

coulddipmy brushintotheink and thenlickitat 

the board or canvas paper, creating a splatter 

effect. The more viscous inks made more 

interesting splatters, V-shaped. I could control 

these by the way 1 held and the force with whichl 

flicked the brush. (It was all in the wrist.) One 

piece1did occurred when Inoticed a blank sheet 

had a single splatter-drop on it — an accident. | 

turned it into art by adding a single line which 

began at the left edge of the sheet and traveled 

three-quarters of the way across it. Very simple 

and very effective. 
Iworked withinteresting color combinations 

(even as Pollock eventually did), varying them 

from piece to piece. To me these splatters (Iess 

dense that Pollock’s — I used more white space— 

and I rarely drippedthe inksthe way he did paint) 



often suggested three-dimensional spaces, and I 

sometimes ornamented them with tiny objects 

within them to give them scale — like a tiny 

rocketship wending its way through astarfield of 

nuclearexplosions. Eventually Icombined them 

with my Mondrian approach, creating large 

abstracted geometrical shapes, masking them off 

and filling some of them with contrasting colors 

and textures of splatters. 

Istillhavetheseand they still look good. But 

the colored inks fade when exposed to direct 

sunlight, as occurred toacouple whichmy mother 

had framed and hung. And I felt I was reaching 
my limit in the medium of colored inks. 

So I taught myself oils and did several 

paintings in oils. One which Ikeep ondisplay in 

my dining room (on a mantel where I also havea 

framed Bergeron silk screen) is of a female nude 

in a forest, with the framed pencil study for the 

figure below it. I painted it at 19, and never got 

thefemale’smouthright, soshe’smouthless. She 

looksamazingly likemy first wife, Sylvia, whom 

I'd not yet met then. 

ImetSylviaandmarried herayear later, afew 

monthsbeforeIwas21.Idiscovered thatshe was 

a better artist than I (I still have one of her 

abstractions hanging in my living room), and I 

also discovered that she had this neurosis (one, 

unfortunately, of many) about “competing” with 

me. Consequently, I gave up painting so that she 
wouldnot. Before thathappened I whipped offa 

Picasso-like piece on our kitchen table on a tall 

narrow canvasI’dstretched tofitaspecific-space 

need. (Itisnow displayed opposite Sylvia’spiece 

inmy living room.) It was my last work in oils. 

In 1961 I did a bunch of prozine illustration 
samples (some of them in collaboration with 

Andy Reiss, whose portrait of me hangs in my 

dining room, and who wenton to be displayed in 
and work at The Brooklyn Museum of Art—the 

one the mayor of New York City hates) and 

showed themwithout successtoJohn Campbellat 

Analog and Cele Goldsmith at Amazing. Cele 

never met with me, forcing me to leave my 

samples with her receptionist and rejecting them 

withoutcomment. ButCampbellatleasttalkedto 

meformorethanhalfanhour, theonlytimeIever 

spent one-on-one with the man. (Mostly I 

listened. He told me he valued an artist whose 

work I disliked because theman could “field-strip 

aJeepinthe desert, putitback togetheragainand 

drive it away.”) 

But in 1970 I did have one prozine illo 

published: the illustration for a Greg Benford 

story I'd commissioned for Amazing. Isolditto 

myself. Butitwasn’tasgoodasIwantedittobe; 

I"d gotten rusty over the intervening years. 

I settled for being an art director. I canwork 

with artists; I can talk shop with them. My 

friendship with Mike Hingeand JeffJones didn’t 

hurt, but the way I presented their work on the 

covers of Amazing and Fantastic kept them 

bringing me more paintings. And whenI edited 

Heavy Metal I was able to work closely with the 

artists we used. 

I’venevergivenupondoingmyownart;I’ve 

alwaysexpectedtoreturntoitsomeday. It’sbeen 

my regret I’ve never had any experience with 

acrylics — they were coming in just as I was 

getting out — but I've watched people like Jack 

Gaughan work with them. I gather you can use 

themlikeeitheroilsorwater colors, dependingon 

how much you thin them, and I think I’d like to 

try them out — when I'm old and “retired.” 

Toward that end, I (always a scavenger) have 

occasionally picked up crappy paintings that 

others have thrown out—withamind to painting 

overthem some day. A stretched canvasisjusta 

painting I haven’t painted yet. And some day.... 

—Ted White 



Jay Kinney was actually speaking about 

somethingelse. We'dbeentalkingaboutbeerand 
Jay had said that he hadn't seen any Kirin Stout 
among the selections in the beer vending 
machines near his sister's place in Japan when he 
wasthere. Headded thathe'd heard beer vending 
machines were on their way out due to concerns 
that underaged youths could abuse them. “Much 

like whathappened with cigarette machines over 

here,” he concluded. 

Faster than “skate key,” this had me flashing 

on my first-ever experience of buying, not beer, 
but my own cigarettes from a cigarette machine. 

I wasn't above stealing. I got hooked in my 

early teens by “borrowing” from my mother's 

pack and, on weekends, from unlocked cars 

parked around the golf course where I made 
moneyretrievinggolfballsfromthe Arroyo Seco, 

a“branch” of the LA River. 
But when I “graduated” to smoking beyond 

theweekends, whichwaswhenIbeganto feelthat 

Ineededmorethanhalfadozensmokesperweek, 

I decided it was time to move on. 
Itwastime, thatis, to try buying them a pack 

atatime from cigarette machines. Ipicked oneat 

a gas station about three blocks from my home 

andplanned my attack carefully. Iknew, yousee, 

thatitwasillegal toselltocigarettestominors—it 

saidrightthereonthepackthatcriminal penalties 

were involved. Not knowing any better, I 

assumed it was atwo-edged sword. Inshort, ifit 

wasiillegal to sell cigarettestominors, I assumed 

itwasequallyillegal forminorstoevenattemptio 

buy them. 1also assumed, correspondingly, that 

there was more diligence than there was (i.e., it 

would be a while before I found out I could buy 

them over the counter at lots of small stores 

simply by claiming they were for my mother or 

father). 

So, anyway, I was gradually cutting myself 

free of the notion that any adult who saw an 

under-aged personsmokingacigarette waslikely 

tostopwhatevers/he wasdoing, grabthekid, take 

him kicking and screaming to local law 

enforcement officers who would cuff him, put 

him in jail and report him to his parents. 

Youmay think I'm exaggerating. No. When 

I first started smoking regularly, I always made 

sure that I was a minimum of six blocks from my 

home, onsomequietstreet withno onearound. If 

1litup a cigarette and someone came out of their 

home or a car turned the corner, I hastily putit 



out—sometimes comically, as the sparks 

cascading offmy bluejeansalmostcertainly drew 

more attention to myself than just "cupping" my 

cigarette would have. ... 

Well,asIsay, I wasbeginningtolearntocool 

it, but I wasn't all the way there yet. So I picked 

thecigarette machineatthis gasstation becauseit 

was outdoors, between the “office” of the station 

and the men's room, and the price was still 25 

cents. This was an important consideration; the 

price was then in the process of going up to 30 

cents a pack and had done so in other cigarette 

machines. Not that the extra nickel would have 

impoverished me—it was just that, so long as it 

only costa quarter, that meant I would only have 

to insert one coin, not two. 

Icruised inonmy trusty bike (speed mightbe 

needed in the “getaway”) and parked it right in 

front of the cigarette machine, then walked into 

the men's room. I washed my hands, pulled a 

quarter out of my pocket, and walked back out.- 

Asluck would have it, one of the attendants was 

going back into the office to make change fora 

customer who had purchased gas just as I came 

out, so I pretended like I was checking out my 

back wheel. That let me check out the other 

attendant, who waswrappedupin pumping gasin 

another car. As the first attended was about half 

way to the customer whose change he was 

returning with, I turned and put my quarter into 
the slot, it rattled noisily down into the cigarette 

machine; with my other hand, I grabbed the 

handleundermy “brand” of cigarettes (“Compare 

Pall Mall to a shorter cigarette. Pall Mall is 
longer...”) and then pulled and pushed. It went 
“clunk” when I pulled and then went “clunk” 

again when I pushed: 

CLUNK!—CLUNK! 

surely not much louder than, oh, a Sequoia-sized 

battering ram demolishing a castle wall. 

I knew, right then, how a would-be prison 

escapee must feel when he finds himself outlined 

intheprisonspotlightjustashereachesthepartof 

the wall he needs to climb over in total darkness. 

Still, Iknew there was some distance between me 

and the nearest attendant (the one making 

change), so I grabbed the pack of cigarettes, 

whichhadsomehow beentransformedintoapack 

ofLucky Strikes, leftthe complimentary matches 

behind, hopped on my bike and sped away. 

1 was surprised to find that neither of the 

attendants had been “alerted” by the sounds I'd 

made. I mean, how could they not have heard 

that? They just continued doing what they had 

been doing, though; I looked back, over my 

shoulder, and neither of them were breathing 

downmyneck. Isloweddownanddidn'tturnleft 

into the alley, which I had planned to do if I 

thought they were calling the police on me. 

Just as well. We were only ten blocks from 

Pasadena City Hall and the cops could have had 

cruisers there, blocking both ends of the alley, 

beforelcould have fast-peddledmy way outofit. 

Idid turninatthenextblock and stoppedin front 

of the second house down. There was no one 

around. Withslightly trembling hands, Iopened 

the pack of Lucky’s, litup and took along, slow 

drag. Areward, youknow—afterallthat excite- 

ment, I felt I needed a good smoke. 

—rich brown



RON BENNETT 

Fine, interesting article by Jeff 

Schalles. Reminds me of my own 
days as a London typist. At one 

place, Marplan, a market research 
firm, I’d start at 10 a.m. The first 

thinganyone did wastoread through 

the morning papers—the firm took 
everything from The Times to Le 

Monde—have a cup of tea and look 
important. Some executive would 
then appear and ask somebody to 

type some important piece of junk, 

often a questionnaire on stencil. 
Somewhere along the line it became 
known that I was familiar with 
stencils, backing sheetsand pliofilm. 
Sometimes there would be no work 

andwewouldsitthereall day, giving 
me the opportunity to phone Ted 
Carnell and others for news for 

Skyrack,whichI’dusually manageto 
cut right onto stencil. And if often 
happened thatabout five or six when 

we were ready to quit after a hard 
day’s grind, an exec would appear 
screaming that we had a presentation 

to getoutnowand could anyone stay 

back to work on the thing. Sure 

could. Thisentailed initially a meal 
in the exec restaurant and double 

time while we worked onthe project. 

Crazy! Of course, I have to add that 

there were days when we worked 

solidly through the day. I remember 

particularly one colleague, a woman 

ofaboutfifty who constantly berated 

me about my lack of ambition and 

similarly constantly questioned how 

Ispentmy evenings. Gotell herthat 

1 was having a whale of a time 

spending every evening with fans. | 

simply said that I spent all my spare 

timeatthe cinema, areply thatdrove 

her mad. Why didn’t I go to the 

theater? It was obvious that the 
theater was up-market and the 
cinema was far beneath anyone of 
any standing. Iargued that with the 
cinema one was presented with the 

finished, polished article, while with



the theater there was always the possibility of 

people making mistakes. Ah, she said, that was 

the charm of the theater. Perhaps I could have 

told her that back in Harrogate I went to the rep 

every week. Wonder what became of this bright, 

sparkling piece of humanity. Just glad that I 

wasn’t married to her. Buthell, I metno one like 

the array Jeff writes about. He certainly givesa 

new insight to the term “Off Broadway.” 

Wow, traveling toMoscow and St. Petersburg 

tostudy aspects of your profession. Terrificand 

a good piece by Alice Sanvito. I'm wildly 

jealous. I’d [ove to visit St. Petersburg. Mind 

you, I’d prefer to visit my roots in Kiev and, for 

that matter, Lithuania. 

GregBenford’ssuperbaccountofhisdealings 

with Hollywood was fascinating. Loved the 

touches of jargon and the anecdotes. But, hell’s 

teeth, we’ve all read those stories and seen the 

moviesaboutHollywood mogulsandweknowall 

the old jokes, the parodies and the 

caricatures...and they exist, they existeveninthis 

day and age. I find it frightening. A London 

agentlikesascriptIsenthim, butfeelsit’salittle 

toolong, Afterreading Greg’saccount, Ifeltlike 

suggesting that he simply cut out act two. Butif 

an experienced high-profile writer like Greg has 

hadall this trouble, what chance does an amateur 

likeme have? Screen writers have always been 

regarded as the lowest in the film hierarchy. 

Perhaps the paying public is to blame. Who was 

the actor who said, “They think we make itup as 

we go along™? 

Nice piece by Carol on Avram Davidson. I 

only corresponded with him once, a letter in 

which I mentioned something about Hebrew 

script. His reply was in Hebrew script. Which I 
don’t read. Great column. Loved the list of 
exclusion clauses. 

Lovely rambling article you’ve made from 
George Metzger’s letters. Georgementionsthe / 
Ching telling him to go north-east instead of 
south-west. But, is he interpreting the different 

layers correctly? Maybe they mean that he 

should start his journey at seves and a half 
minutes past the hour rather than at twenty-two 

and a half minutes fo the hour. Or perhaps he 
should play the game on which that ridiculous 
book, Diceman, was based. Write down six 
alternatives, and roll the dice to see which path 

you're going to follow. Reminds me of when I 

Wwas shown around a Buddhist temple in Penang. 

Onanaltarwasasmall woodencontaineroflong, 

slim sticks which looked like elongated 

toothpicks. My guideshook the container, rolled 

outthesticks, and said thathe washappy withthe 

result, which he obviously was. 

What’s this about hearing spirits and having 

peoplelivinginyourbedroomclosetbeingscary? 

Doesn’t everyone hear spirits and have people 

living in their bedroom closet? George does 

worry me at times. 

Heavens, JimHarmon certainly wentthrough 

it with that nosebleed. Ilaughed out loud at the 

doctortelling him what was the worst scenario. I 

began to nod in sympathy: About four years ago 

oneSaturday evening, thesamething happenedto 

me. An unstoppable nosebleed with lashings of 

red all over the kitchen sink and a pile of towels. 

My son Andrew was very concerned and very 

helpful, and decided whenIkept fallingdownthat 

Iwassuffering fromablood lossborderingonthe 

seriousand thatitwastimeforhimtowhipmeoff 

toAccident&Emergency. There, thesimilarities 

with Jim’s ordeal ended. Happily, afteracouple 

oftries—don’t ask me what they did; I wasinno 

statetonotice—I wasbackathome. Ah, whatone 

does to get out of washing dishes. 

Super piece, as expected, by Burbee. 

Reminds me of when I lived in Belgium. Every 

couple of weeks or so, I'd drive the thirty miles 

north to visit a collector/dealer who lived in 

Brussels. We traded items; we bought from and 

soldtoeach other. I’d bring him somereally nice 

item in which I knew, just knew, he’d be 

interested. Hewouldn’tbiteandnaturally onthe 

following visit I’d leave that particular goody 

behind athome. And he’d inquire aboutit! The 

next time I’d bring it along and he wouldn’t be 

interested but would ask about it again on the 

subsequent visit. Igottotaking such itemsalong 

and leaving them out in the car, only bringing 

theminwhenhe askedaboutthem. Andonthose 

particular occasions, he always took them. Go 

figure. 

Excellent commentary on contemporary 

mores and values by Ed Burbee. 

A greatletter column with lotsofpeopleI’ve 

not heard of for yonks, like Bob Leman. 

ImustconfessthatI’dcompletely missedthat 

neat little homage to Astounding on last issue’s 

coverandit’sniceto have it pointed outtomeso 

that I can go back and take pleasure fromit, too. 

Ofcourse, thismeans(sadly)anotheruse forletter 



columns is for the Really Busy Fan who can skip 
reading any fanzine until the following issue and 
simply read the lettercolumninorderto see where 
are the especial goodies he’s missed. Wouldn’t 
apply to Trap Door’s letter column, which is a 
fanzine in itself. 

Like Bob Smith I have one of those dinky 
little pocket computers which record blood 
glucose levels. A fantastic little toy, thoughI’'m 
still trying to play Tomb Raiders on it without a 
great deal of success. 

Fred Smith’svisitto Californiasoundsfartoo 
exciting for him to passit off with merely aLoC. 
Article material here. Gethimtoit. Thinks: That 
trolley car which took me from San Diego down 
to the border was a train? Well, I never! 

Reminds me of way back in the ‘60s George 
Locke used to spend time in the States caddying 
for a glider pilot. “I've landed here in Ohio or 
Kentucky or South Dakota”...or wherever.... 
“Bring the truck to tow the glider back home.” 
George was actually kind enough to come along 
and talk to my class about his exploits. 

Iagree with Sue Jonesthat there’s something 
comforting about books which show signs of 
wear. Hopefully they’ve been read and not been 
used as missiles thrown at the neighbor’s cat. A 
dealer tends to look at them a little differently, 
though; it’s generally easier to sell an item in 
pristine condition. 

Re: Steve Green’s comments on the 1990 
launch of the new Spiderman series of comic 
booksand the fact thata great number of the first 
issuewereissuedinspecially designed “collector” 
plasticbags (ifyouwanta couple of dozen, letme 
know),whatevertheactualnumberproduced with 
orwithoutbags, thebagged copiesare catalogued 
at a higher price and sell for higher prices. The 
bags themselves were later discovered to have 
been made of a type of plastic which would 
accelerate the oxy-deterioration of the books! 
And then there were the “Blue Lizard” issues. A 
proportion of copies contained a page (actually 
four pages because of the printing technique) 
which had missed the yellow that would have 
turned the character the correct shade of green. 
Just like stamp collecting, these variety copies 
sold, and presumably still sell, for premium 
prices. Around £60athrow, the lastI heard. This 
is where collecting for investment really goes 
berserk. Do you unbag your Spiderman #1, 
thereby lowering its value, in the hope of perhaps 

discoveringa“BlueLizard” copy? Oh, yes, that’s 
the Spiderman #1 with the black cover. I’ve not 
heard ofany “BlueLizard” copies with the purple 
and green covers. Aren’tyou glad you began to 
read this. Take an aspirin and lie down. 

Andre: Derek Pickles’ letter, also on comics: 
I don’t think the titles he mentions—Captain 
America, Captain Marvel, Supermanand Batman 

contained continuing stories in those days, but of 
course there would be allusions to various 
happenings in earlier issues which is probably 
what caused the frustration. There were comic 
bookswhichdidcarry continuing storiesbutthese 
were invariably those books which reprinted the 
Sunday supplement pages of strips like The 
Phantom, DickTracy, Mandrake, Prince Valiant, 
Steve Canyon, Terryandthe Pirates, Bringing Up 
Father, Blondie and Tarzan in books like Ace, 
King Comics, Magic, Popular, Tip-Top and 
Sparkler. And yes, it was frustrating. I also 
suffered in the same way as did Derek. 

The Classics Illustrated field is a complex 
one, with its own branch of specialist collectors. 

Thereare many reprintsof mosttitles, theslightly 
differently presented covers making all the 
difference. And thereare, or were, many British 

reprints, too. Insome cases the British “reprints” 
were entirely or in part redrawn by British artists 
and in at least one case was entirely a British 
publication which never appeared in the U.S.? 
Aren’tyou glad you asked? 

Nice to read Harry Turner’s account of how 
the Widower adverts came into being, and that 
letter from Chuch Harris is absolutely terrific. 
Wonderful how he makes his point through the 
medium of humor. One is forced to wonder 
exactly how seriously he was taking this 
difference between English English and 
American English. I laughed out loud at his 
remark thatdeathand permanent gafiaismuchthe 
same thing. (36 Harlow Park Crescent, 
Harrogate HG2, 0AW, UK.) 

JOYCE KATZ 

Reading about your horrible accident and 
how dreadfully hurt you were made me sad all 
over again. How close we came to losing you! 

I’dliketolayanObligation onyouandallmy 
other friends, to Be Careful, and Outlast Me. Itis 

not for your own sakes I ask this, but for the 
Highly Important need to keep my own world 
intact. Italready seems my world is getting small, 
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andIwishitwouldneverbedecreased again. {I'd 

like to live at least as long as Bill Danner, 
assuming my health remains good.} 

Jeff’s piece about New York City was 

fascinating...abeautiful pastiche of city lore. Iwas 
particularly touched by his bit about the old man 

who was laboring his way toward New Jersey. 

Jeff called him a holy man, and it may be true. 

Those who choose New York City’s streets as a 

way of life musthave some sort of inner light that 

illuminates their dark reality. 

His time in New York overlapped mine, so 
many oftheimageshe conjuresseem familiar... in 

Brooklyn, it wasthe crazy man standing for years 
onthesame corner, whosmiled and nodded atme 

every time I passed for a dozen years or more, 

thenoneday woke fromhislethargy andbeganto 

attack passerbys with a knife. Or the teenage 

beggar I gave money and encouragement every 
day, who joined a cult, gradually began turning 
tricks, took up crack, and descended into a 

premature old age, hair in strings, face ruined, 

arms covered with sores. The last time I saw her 

she was stealing a pair of skis from a local 

department store. She looked at me, and tried to 

hide from my familiar eyes. But at least she 

seemed better fed and I was glad of that, and 

hopedshe’dgetagoodpriceforherbooty. Ioften 
think of her and wonder if she has survived. 

Mostly I lived in a comfortable, industrious 

New York, and knew comfortable, industrious 

New Yorkers who were good neighbors, good 

friends. ButJeffdraws compelling word pictures, 

and his description of New York City is 
undeniablyanaccurateone, andagreatdeal more 

exciting than the “Hi, Neighbor!” atmosphere of 
Brooklyn Heights. 

Delightful to read Alice Sanvito’s piece, and 
interesting, too. The world of the Russian Bath 
seems very far removed from Las Vegas this 
afternoon, although the temperatures seem very 

similar. (But it’s a dry heat, as they say in 

Nevada.) Irecall Alice withmuchaffection; afan 

girl on the scene during the publishing frenzy of 
the Brooklyn Insurgents, in 1971-72 or 

thereabout. I believe she was brought into the 

group by old St. Louis fan Chris Couch, and she 

Jjoinedusaround thehugetable forourcommunal 
meals. We all loved her, wanted her to stay 

forever, butsheeventually wentback to St. Louis. 
Ibelieve I gave her aspoon asamemento of her 
time with us. 

Greg Benford’s hilarious report on efforts to 

work in the movie biz are so exactly akin to the 

frustration others have expressed. They are also 

somewhat similar to the experience of 

game-writing. The game-creation-bizismodeled 
afterHollywood. Ittakesahugeteamof peopleto 

make an electronic game, and writers get 

wrenched around just the same. Perpetually low 
men on the totem poles, it’s their destiny to be 

second-guessed, rewritten, sucked dry, and cast 

aside like a drained lemon rind. 
Carol hasalways written beautifully,and does 

still. She hastheart of makingacolumnseemlike 
a tiny visit into her life. I feel voyeuristic as I 
browse her thoughts, then leave happy from the 

experience, but feeling I have intruded into her 

space. Shehasagiftforopeningawindowtogive 

us a glimpse inside, and I'm always grateful for 

that look. 
Meeting George Metzger at Corflu 2000 was 

oneofthehighlights of the convention. Thad met 
up with his art in the 1960s, through comic fan 
Bob Schoenfeld, and George even did a 

wonderful “St. Louis in ‘69" poster for us. But I 

never met him, and I'm sorry about that. 

Readinghisnear-stream-of-consciouscolumn 

reminds meof whata pleasant fellow hereally is. 

His description of flitting from place to place, 

following the life, reminds me of the ‘50s and 

*60s; it’slikeaperiod piece,an On The Roadpace 

of existence that most of us who lived back then 

have given up now. He removes all the rough 

traveling, the hungerand cold, andleavesonly the 

pleasure of people well-remembered. (330 S. 

Decatur #152, Las Vegas, NV 89107) 

BEN INDICK 
Have you read Stephen King's article in The 

New Yorkerabouttheaccidentwhichnearlykilled 

him? It would seem like old home week to you, 

after yours. Each of you suffered terrible 

damages. You were more modestin FAPA and I 

really had not known how extensive it all was, 

although at least you ended up with an air 

conditionerforyourpains. HadIe-mail back then 

I would have filled your days with chuckles and 

chortles, but confined merely to the USPO I was 

helpless. Still, somehow, entirely on your own, 

you did make it through. With alittle help from 

some pretty fine people. Your long cure reminds 

me of some 35 years ago when I had a heart 

attack. An infarction, heartwall damage. They 



were more cautious in those days and I was not 
even allowed to dangle my legs over the bed for 
21 days, then a few days of dangling, then 
walking, during which my legs were so weak I 
nearly fell, like Ray Bolger as the Scarecrow. I 
also had someanticipatory fears butitall worked 
outwell, muchmuch easier forme than foryou, I 
must add. You were amess! {Not as bad as Mr. 
King, though.} 

I was awaiting the insurance story and am 
agreeably surprised it worked out satisfactorily 
foryou, although itwasamostaggravating fight. 
Somehow I cannot believe you got what you 
deserved, but if the woman was insured for such 
a preposterously low amount you were stuck, 
although, had you wanted, you could have 
instituted a personal lawsuit against her. I think I 
carry amillioninsurance. IfIwould have bopped 
you,youwouldbe wealthy today. Wemighteven 
have splititsinceyouaresuchanamenable fella. 
{Such an offer is hard to refuse, but I'll do my 
best. As for launching a civil suit against the 
aggressor, I determined that the turnip had 
insufficient blood.} (428 Sagamore Ave., 
Teaneck, NJ 07666) 

GREG BENFORD 

Your car crash account reverberates with 
unspoken emotions, soperhapsyou’veprocessed 
most of the deep impact such events have. 
Adding on degenerative disk disease didn’t 
help—but it’s a commonplace disorder, Meyer, 
goes with theterritory of 50+. (Ilearned I had it 
while I was training to run marathons, and 
exceeded my legs’ and spine’s carrying capacity 
at twenty miles.) It’s helped by building the 
nearby supportmusclessothe load getscarried by 
them, not your squishy disks. 

Great Schalles, Harmon, Metzger and Carol 
Carr—virtual columnists here, giving a sense of 
continuity. I compared Alice Sabvito’s hot/cold 
bath with my trip while in Istanbul to the oldest 
extant Turkish bath. Marblehalls, elaborate water 
rituals, aquiteelegantsoapy massage—alas, from 
aman. No light beating with leafy branches, 
though, whichwould beabig sellerin California, 
you betchum. 

Elegant rhymer Bob Leman is dead on about 
Maya Angelou—a sign of our times that the 
Clintons had her read a poem at the 1993 
inaugural, which turned out to have big pieces 
stolen fromaminorpoet’swork published only a 

year before!  Yet she is an icon of the lit’ry 
world, never mind her lack of elementary skills. 
Luckily, time erodes even such phony fame. 

SidBirchby’sinquiry about Stephen Hawking 
isperceptive: the budding physicistread nothing 
butSFfromagetenon. WhenIcametoknowhim 
inCambridge from 1976 on, hereminisced about 
many plots but could never remember their 
authors (humbling, forawriterlike me). Much of 
his thinking is very science fictional, and he 
knows virtually nothing of the rest of western lit. 

JimHarmon’sinvectiveagainstthe American 
Film Institute’s Best Movie List of the Century is 
of course right, as Noreen Shaw says. I was 
astonishedto findI’d seen 96 of them! Yetmany 
of my favesweremissing. Ideliberately watched 
the Sound of Music lastmonth to tick offanother 
of that four, but geez, if I'd been a diabetic I’d 
have been a goner.... 

Like John Burbee, I dream of dead friends, 
including both Burb, Rotsler, Terry Carr, 
Zelazny, Kingsley Amis,and Heinlein. Somehow 
writers turn up in my fantasy-scapes more often 
than others, even physicists—though I’ve had 
several repeating dreams about earnest 
discussions with Einstein. (All set in a gauzy 
afterlife, too...Nope, can’trememberthe content, 
drat.) 

John Baxter is right about Rotsler the fading 
bard of porn. He made ascratchy living that way, 
once his physical health began to erode, and his 
Contemporary Erotic Cinema was the first book 
in the field, one much stolen from and a 
collector’s item in its sole paperback edition. A 
colleague of mine in Women’s Studies at UCI 

lifted whole ideas from it, published her book on 
porn, then refused to cite Bill because it 's not an 
academic book. Yeah, right. Watching Boogie 
Nights, Iwondered powerfully if Rotsler was the 
model for the Burt Reynolds character. 

Great Stiles headings!—especially for my 
piece. (84 Harvey Court, Irvine, CA 92612) 

DAVID REDD 

One thing I like about Trap Door is the 
community of shared experiences and attitudes. 

Usually it’s stfnal more or less (e.g., Carol’s 
delightful and moving “Stuff’ about Avram 
Davidson). This time, though, despite all the 
brilliance by Greg, Alice, Chris and the other 
letterhacks, it wasstill yourown piece about your 

mother’s funeral which got to me. And not just 
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the part about missing her, more what came 

afterwards. 

Since my own Mum’s death the day after 

Boxing Day Meriel and I are the “elders of the 

family,” as a neighbor helpfully reminded us 

shortly after the funeral. It’s an odd feeling, 

since we’re in our early fifties and don’t consider 
ourselves elders at all. We knew our grand- 
parents and the last of them died after our 

children were born, so we’ve been used to 

having three or four generations around, often in 

the same house. Now suddenly the vertical 

family has shrunk to just us and our 

children—who are in their twenties and are 

fleeing the nest one by one. We still have other 
relatives horizontally, so to speak, nearby but not 

in the same town, but there’s a definite feeling of 
a dimension missing somewhere. 

(There was a previous episode of this for me, 
about thirty years ago when I lost grandparents, 

auntsand uncles withina very few years. Atthat 

time I was acquiring Meriel’s family, which sort 

of compensated. This time, acquiring a son-in- 
law and his relatives doesn’t feel the same.) 

Inevitably, neither of us feel like elders. 

Somewhere inmy heartit’sstill 1966, and all this 
careerandmortgageandstuffisirrelevantto what 
my teenage self'still thinks and dreams. (Note to 
George Metzger: this is why we’re “all still here, 
doing it.”) Isuppose that in the real world there 
arepeoplewho grew up insideas well asoutside? 
Istill fear secretly that the real-world people will 
find me out eventually, spotting that ’'m not one 
ofthem, eventhoughI’vebeenavisitingmember 

of their club all these years. 
Anyway, you’re right, being the elder of the 

family isweird. LikeLindaMarkstrom, IwishI’d 
listened more carefully and asked more questions. 
Also, as a parent I wish I'd spent more time with 
the children before they grew up and their 
childhood slipped through my fingers. 

I'guess me having these thoughts proves that 
Trap Door really is the fanzine of mortality. 

Sorry this wasn’t the sort of chatty quotable 
letter you’d want for the lettercol, but it’s what 
cameout. {Onthe contrary; it's asplendidletter. 
And I know what you mean about relatives not 
being quite the same thing. This past July my 

Youngest son got married to his high school 
Sweetheart, andsuddenly I'veawholeflockofin- 
laws, including some elderly ones, since she's 

partofa*huge* Italianfamily.} (“Plas Hyfiyd,” 

48 Cardigan Road, Haverfordwest, 
Pembrookshire SA61 20N, Wales) 

JEAN YOUNG 

1 gather from your editorial that Walt Willis, 

Chuch Harris and James White have died in the 

past year. I wouldn't have heard otherwise. So 

many are falling away, I always fear the worst. 

Well, I suppose it isn't inherently The Worst, 

being part of the natural order of things—but it's 
something I don't want to hear, anyway. ButI'd 

rather know the situation than wonder. 

I greatly sympathize with how long it seemed 

to take you to recover. Even after I came home 

from my various surgeries, I didn't feel like 

reading or doing art or anything for a long, long 

time—yet what I particularly wanted was my old 

lifeback. I've gotsomeofiit, butstill cannot stand 

for more than a few minutes without my canes, 

and not forall that long with them. Walkingisa 

lot easier than standing. 

IthinkIenjoyedJeffSchalles’ reminiscences 

of hisstrange times inNew York, although I was 
constantly thinking “betterhimthanme.” Seeing 
people getkilled isnotone ofthose experiencesI 

long for, or would treasure, though I suppose it 

makes one wise, in a way—experienced in the 
cruel and crazy ways of the world. 

Alice Sanvito on the Baths of Russia really 

was fascinating. Sort of like a sauna or sweat 

lodge. I don’t like hot (or cold, either, for that 

matter), and [ hate to sweat; butthe massage part 

sounds wonderful. 

Ireally, really, reallyenjoyed Greg Benford’s 

Hollywoodtales. Iactually saw Missionto Mars, 

and just loved Greg’s remark that “it was like a 

film made by children with money.” 

Carol's voiceover for “Prevaricon” was just 

wonderful. Thave seen may ofthose ads fornew 

prescription cure-all drugs, withall their caveats, 

and this was just perfect. 

IguessIcanRelateMoreto George Metzger’s 

reminiscences than to Jeff Schalles’, since his 

experiences are more like my own of that 

period—or those of people Tknew. I have never 

heard of the Rael people; I'm not sure I'd really 

want to meet any. Something was forwarded to 

me on e-mail from Larry Stark who got it from 

Lee Vanderlaan (my ex-partner of Hippy daysin 

The Valley at Quandahl) about a Day Out Of 

TimeandaRainbow Bridge, which wascrammed 

with all sorts of weird pseudo-astronomy and 



pseudo-physics and was totally 

incomprehensible. I guess July 25 and 26 were 

the critical days, and we have supposedly now 

jumped 200 years into the future—or maybe it 

was 2,000 years. 

Jim Harmon’s ordeal, though far briefer than 

yours, sounds quite unpleasanrt. Hospitals just 

aren’t the funnest places in the world. I cam 

empathizewithhisreliefatbeinghomeagainand 

the world more or less normal. 
As for myself, I hope to continue as geology 

curator at Luther, although we didn't get much 

funding from the interim Dean, and are going to 

havetomakeapitchtothenew Deanfirstthingin 

the fall. Ihad astudent worker this summer (who 

got paid over five times what I did—and I only 

got paid because my colleague donated his 

research stipend to me. That’s what it is to be 

marginalatLutherCollege). IdidtheNordicFest 

Art Fair here the last weekend in July—my 
nineteenth yearat it—and despite a lot of worry 

and hassle trying to get it together, it went 
okay—Imademy entry feeandabitmore, though 

notenoughto coverthenew sides forthe E-Z-Up 

shelter that I bought. It’s very tiring, and my 
original dream of doing lots of art fairs once I 
retired is pretty much out the window. We made 
some progress on my well-log based structural 

study, and did pathetically little (but some, some) 

on my colleague’s gravity survey—still unfin- 

ished, and likely to remain so as he is going to 

retire at the end of this school year. That also 

leaves my future at Luther—and in geology— 
very upintheair. Icanonly waitand see. (RR4, 

Box 47, 3302 Echo Valley Road, Decorah, IA 

52101-9412) 

FRED LERNER 

Your account of your honeymoon trip to 

Yosemite resonated with me. Sheryland I didn’t 

have our honeymoon in a national park—we 
traveled in time rather than space, to Colonial 

Williamsburg—but for our tenth anniversary we 
visited three of them: Grand Canyon, Bryce Can- 
yon,andZion. I’'mtheone whoplansthefamily’s 
trips, so [knew (but Sheryl did not) that when we 

entered the North Rim’s Grand Canyon Lodge a 

floor-to-ceiling plate-glasswindow would giveus 

aview directly into the canyon. This established 

the tone of our trip, a week of geologic splendor 

New Englanders never see at home, and hooked 

us on visiting the national parks. 

Since then we’ve traveled to many of the 

western parks—Big Bend, Carlsbad Caverns, 

Guadalupe Mountains, Sequoia, Kings Canyon, 
Olympic, Badlands, Wind Cave, Petrified Forest, 

Mesa Verde, Arches, Canyonlands—as well asa 

hostof national monuments and national historic 
sites. Atone point we established a lifetime goal 

of visiting every site managed by the National 
Park Service. This is beginning to look unreal- 

istic. For one thing, new parks are being added 
faster than we can keep up. For another, some of 
the national parks are tucked away in the more 
forbidding parts of Alaska, or out in the Pacific. 

(TheNational Park of American Samoais onethat 

we don’t expect to be visiting anytime soon.) 
Thereareseveral ofthemost popularnational 

parks that we haven’t visited. Yellowstone and 

Grand Teton, we are told, are far too crowded in 

summer. They are reputed to be at their best in 

early autumn, which means that we shall have to 

wait until we are freed from the tyranny of the 

school calendar to visit them. And we’ve never 
beento Yosemite. There, too, we shall waitafew 

years, untiltheenvironmental improvementsthat 

Tunderstand to be in progress reduce automobile 

traffic in the park and make it more pedestrian- 

friendly. 
Inthemeantime we’vediscovered that Europe 

has got national parks, too. We visited three in 

Estonia this past summer, and mean to visit at 

least one in Iceland in April. We’re not 

backpackersorlong-distancetrekkers, sowecan’t 

enjoy these parks to the fullest; but even duffers 

like us can find in them beauty and grandeur 

within the reach of our abilities. I just hope that 

President BushandhisInterior Departmentwon’t 

do too much damage to our national parks and 

monuments. (8 Worcester Avenue, White River 

Junction, Vermont 05001) 

RICHARD DENGROVE 
Ilove Steve Stiles’spropellorbeanie blastoff, 

in particular because it reminds me of a LoC I 

saved from Ray Nelson to the zine Habakkuk. In 

it, Ray claimed to be the inventor of the propellor 

beanie or beaniecopter. And it was a lark. In 

1947 or thereabouts, he was taking gag photos 

mocking the covers of the SF pulps of the time. 

He came up with a propellor beanie as headgear 
for the intrepid spaceman. After that session, 

George Young took the beanie. As Ray said, he 

lethim because no one had any idea it was worth



anything. Georgeworeittodifferentconventions 

in the late ‘40s and soon other fans adopted it. 
George was supposed to be the model for Beanie 

inthe two Beanie and Cecil series. Having seen 

Steve’s door, I hope the intrepid spaceman Ray 

was mocking traveled in, or even on, something 

more spaceworthy. (2651Arlington Drive #302, 

Alexandria, VA 22306) 

HARRY WARNER JR. 
1 felt a sort of horrified fascination over the 

articles by George Metzger and Jeff Schalles. 

Horrified because I couldn’t imagine surviving in 

the sort of lives they’ve led, fascinated because 

they seem to have enjoyed most of the things that 
would turn me into a wimpering catatonic. 

Unfortunately, neither of them told us at the end 

of their contributions if they are happy they 

chose such adventurous lives instead of having 

settled down to a stodgy career and family- 
creating. They both have had enormous talent 

and neither of them seems to have utilized it in 

the way that would bring big money and public 
recognition. 

JimHarmon providedmewithanothersession 
of horror when he described that persistent 
nosebleed and its consequences. Curiously, I’ve 

never suffered a genuine nosebleed. Sometimes 
I’d get some pink mucus when I blew my nose 

during a severe cold, but that was it. I seem to 
havefailedtoland on mynoseduringthetwofalls 
thatled to long hospital stays, because there was 
no damage there. Maybe God took pity on me 
becausemy noseisalready so biganditwould be 
unfair to allow it to suffer problems over such a 
large area. 

Ican’t see any reason to hope the movies will 
improve, despite Greg Benford’s efforts in that 

respect. The studios are no longer the way they 

were a half-century ago, when an executive 
could decide to authorize a movie or two with 
little hope for a big box office, just because it 
would bring prestige, with its loss absorbed by 
all the profitable films. Maybe the new outburst 
by authorities about violence in the media will 
force Hollywood to soft-pedal for a while the 
plague of mindless all-violence films, but I have 

my doubts about that happy prospect. I’ve not 
watched amovie in a theater for at least ten years 

and sometimes a year goes by without my 
Wwatching a movie getting its first television 
showing. The glorification of promiscuity, 

fornication, firearms and gutter language sickens 
me. 

Alice Sanvito, thank goodness, was 

entertainingratherthandisturbing inhernarrative 

of how one takes a superbath in Russia. And I 

appreciated her words about me in the letter 

section. Wecould have metataconventionifshe 
was going to them before the mid-‘70s when I 
quit, but I don’t remember it if it happened. 

However, I have been trying to verify the 

possibility thatIwenttotheworldconin St. Louis 
inanastral body or something. My physical self 

definitely remained inHagerstownthat weekend, 

because I was home when someone called me to 
tellme I’d won the fan writer Hugo. ButMartha 
Beck insiststhat wehad a very long conversation 

duringthatconvention. Maybelalsosenttheless 
substantial part of me to an encounter with Alice 

in St. Louis. 

Ishare Bob Leman’sdismay over the paucity 
of light verse. In addition to the causes he 

mentions for this sad situation, I might point out 

another: the near-extinction of light verse in 

newspapers. Columnists used to indulge in it, 

sometimesletterstotheeditortook thatform, and 

metropolitannewspaperssometimesevenbought 
lightversetouseasfillers. Mostofitwasbad, but 

it reminded the public and the poets that the 

medium existed. 

Thelettersectionisvaluable forthe LoCsthat 

tell us a good bit about the last years of Bill 

Rotsler and Nieson Himmel. I’ve never been a 

pornographer but I did spend a lot of years in 

journalism, and oneofthefewsensiblethingsI’ve 

ever done was to get out of the latter profession 

before I got too old to do a proper job of it. 

There’s nothing worse than the old reporter 

suffering through menial tasks because he is no 

longer able to handle the stress of reporting or 

unable to keep up with the time demands of a 

decision-making desk job. (423 Summit Ave., 

Hagerstown, MD 21740-6229) 

ERIKA MARIA LACEY 

Jeff’s experiences sound scary indeed. The 

moststrangething thatI’veeverhadhappentome 

is when I was in Sydney. Walking around and 

minding my own business, I was in one of the 

shopping centers when a guy appeared to be 

following me. I’d walk along and look in shop 

windowssidewaystoseeifhe wasstill there. He 

was. I’d stop and pretend to really look at 



something, and he’d stop and turn my way every 
so often. Amateur. So I went down a flight of 

stairs, leftthe centerand walked to abus stop and 

satdown. He couldn’t do anything now without 

being obvious, so he kept walking and left me 
alone. It wasn’tthe only weird thing ... that visit 
when I first arrived a guy approached me and 

begantoaskallsorts of personal questions, which 

Ieitherevaded orliedabout (family comingtosee 
me soon, lots of family in Sydney, they all know 

thatI’'mhere, thatsort ofthing—alllies). Theday 
thatI was leaving he saw me again, and began to 

follow me up the street. I hurried along in an 
attempt to pretend that I’d not seen him, to no 

avail. AgainIlied, and it worked sufficiently to 

get rid of him. It must be the air in Sydney. It 

neverhappensinBrisbane, noteveninthesuburb 
where I live, which has one of the worst 

reputations of the southeast (only Inala and 

Ipswich are worse). 

Massages are absolute bliss—all power go to 
Alice. Having back problems from time to time, 
finding afriend or family member who is willing 

to be conscripted into doing massages isn't very 
casy, and to pay someone...well. For someone 
who is unemployed, the chances of that are not 
too high. Massages ranks right up there with 
having my hairbrushed to make me feel lethargic 

andfallasleep. Perhapstraining peoplehowtodo 
proper hair-brushing is next on the list. 

Avram Davidson sounds like an eccentric 
guy. Very eccentric. Often those who are so are 

very interesting—someone should maybe do 

collections of letters of his someday. They look 
like they’d be a very interesting read. {J 
agree—and believe such a project is in the 
works.} 

Idon't have too much trouble with voicemail 
or being kept on hold—speakerphone. I just sit 

there with a book and read until someone comes 
toattend me; that’s when I start paying attention, 
not before that. Of course, my family hasn’t 
caught onto this nifty use of the speakerphone as 
yet. Grumbles about idiot machines on the other 

end of the line prevaricate. That's what e-mail is 
for! Asynchronouscommunication, butitalways 
gets there. (70 Karri Ave., Logan Central, Qld. 
4114, Australia) 

F.M. BUSBY 

Thisissue carries so much good material that 
it'shardtofigurewheretostart. Fascinatin’ stuff. 

Jeff Schalles on “little incidents” of life in NYC, 

Alice Sanvito in Russia of all places, Greg 
Benford with more proof that if H'wood studio 

execswereonly alittlesmarterthey could qualify 
asradishes. 

Carol is of course a category unto herself. 
Loved herreminiscences of Avram, and cheered 

a couple of well-chosen pet peeves. 
Considering what Homer did for Odysseus, I 

wonderwhathe'd make of George Metzger? (No 
worry; Geo is doing fine, all by himself.) 

Isympathize with Jim Harmon. Notwo ways 

about it, hospitals always feel like enemy 

territory. And I feel lucky to get out alive! 
Burbee influenced the writing of an entire 

generation of fans, and still, nobody matches his 

touch with an anecdote. Here you have a pair of 

choice ones. Itend to doubt that his story in No. 
19 was intended for pro publication (as Gary D. 
suggests). Because, ifhe had submitted it, Ithink 

itwould'vesold. (2852— 14" Ave. West, Seattle, 
WA 98119) 

GUY MILLER 
Iwasperversely fascinated with JeffSchalles’ 

piece, especially since, as a young man, on one 
occasion I experienced a slim slice of the New 
York hetalksabout. I found itanotnice-placeto 

visit and I certainly had no desire ever to live 
there. Iwas glad to get back to Springfield, Ohio. 

I'hasten to add that at several other times I have 
hadmore positive visitstothe Big Apple. But,in 
any case, thearticle offers interesting insights, as 

does “Alice in Banialand.” I”ve read more than 

one account of tourists’ Russian adventures, but 

never about the bathing ritual of its citizens. 

Anotherarticleprovidingapeak attheunderneath 
of a world one is constantly exposed to is Greg 
Benford’s. I'm not a sci-fi fan, but I bet he writes 

a good story. And I could read more of Carol 

Carr's delightful “Stuff”! So, I look forward to 

another Trap Door! (2951 Archer Lane, 
Springfield, OH 45503-1209) 

BOB SMITH 

Delightful cover from Steve, but I would 

suggest that Robert Lichtman and Trap Door 

have been in a celestial fannish orbit for quite 

some time. However, I keep thinking that’s 
Forry Ackerman clinging to said door, since | 

can’t imagine you using the abomination “sci-



Strange feelings on reading Schalles and 

Metzger—there was a distinct urge to play some 
jazzor something from the periods of their lives 

being described, that would create a comfortable 
link. There weremoments thattouched me, apart 

fromthe obvious SFand fannish hints,and aswas 

almost suggested it was like dipping back into 
Kerouac. SinceIhad discovered fandom and the 

military atapproximately thesametime, probably 
my early years were slightly more “controlled” 

than fannish contemporaries. (ButI canstill pull 

down off the shelves the writings of Philip K. 

Dick and the I Ching.) 

Carol was absolutely delightful to chuckle 

over and—I have to admit—a welcome change 

fromallthe stream-of-consciousnessstuff. More, 

please. 

Jim Harmon conveys the atmosphere and fear 
(and organized chaos) of the hospital that most of 
us can relate to, and fairly obviously hanging on 

to one’s sense of humor is essential. Lyn and I 

use that saying “it’s good to be home” a lot. 
How-ever, to be fair, it was sense-of-wonderish 

to visit and hold our three grandsons over the 
years. When it comes to the dear days of radio 

and its heroes, I like the comment I read 

somewhere that the opening lines and 
remembered sayings always hover in the ether 
like a Cheshire cat that never quite goes away. 
Jim is easy reading. 

Burbee was most enjoyable, as always, and 

including comments from his children almost 
adds another dimension to the Burbee character. 
Ed Burbee says it better than most of us could, I 
think. Sinceit’snow a way of life for smokersto 

get a drag or two on the sidewalk or wherever 
(well, itisinthiscountry) Burbee’sreflectionson 
1939 childishness make you think. 
Isthisthe same Bob Leman whose wonderful 

graspofthe English language weadmired backin 
the ‘50s? {The verysame, yes.} Hehasimproved 
with age. On the matter of poetry and humor, I 
have found that when one wanders through the 

poetry anthologies collected but waiting for the 

right moment, as it were, a surprising amount of 
humor is found, even amongst those poets 
considered serious and even dull. And since we 
were looking at Burbeea few pages back, without 
our own microcosm and via Fancyclopedia 11, 
thereare some gems to be rediscovered. Itwould 
benice to believe that the young will come back 
to that dull school subject later in life, but I fear 

not. Bob’s Harris and Ravoons enjoyably 

appreciated. 

Ron Bennett on the stolen tank in San Diego 
reminded me that here in Australia we had a 

similarincident someyearsago,andalthoughthe 
army driver may have been minusafew marbles, 

I got the distinct impression that most viewers 
enjoyedthespectacle ofavehiclethe fuzz(pardon 
my ancient usage) couldn’t get near. Nobody is 

going to argue with a tank! 
Mostentertainingletter from Sid Birchby, and 

thecaseforRogerPenrosegives food forthought. 
Did he have some illicit pulps stashed away, or 
perhaps a few imaginatively-covered 

Astoundings? Many of the newer generations of 
scientists could indeed have SF hidden in their 

past, and many of them are good at writing about 
their fields. In Arthur C. Clarke’s 1963 novel, 

GlidePath, the leading character, an RAF boffin- 

type, checksoutthe “literature” athisnew posting 

and amongst the technical books and sensational 

novels of the time are “a dozen copies of 

Astounding Science Fictionand Wonder Stories, 

etc.” Makes you think. 

Tadmire AmandaBaker’srational approachto 

the Internet vs. Papernet, but the issue is also 

about those individuals who really have little 

interestintaking thatfatal step becausetheirlives 

arereasonably full. Alltheelectronicmarvelswe 

are used to and the computer as a tool can be 

happily accepted, and the individual should be 

allowed to make a choice. (Can you imagine a 

totalitarian state where, as soon as you’re old 

enough, being hooked to the Net is compulsory.) 

You don’t have to be on the Net to discover 

nuggets of technical information, and I presume 

from Amanda’s interesting address “technical” 

means on her professional level. 

Harry Turner’s slice of OMPA history was 

interesting. John Baxter joined that apa lateron, 

butIdon’tthink hestayedinany longer thanIdid 

inSAPS. Thereisofcourseanother very practical 

reason for not over-indulging in baked beans. 

John Baxter’s mention of Lafcadio Hearn 

reminds me that the Web can cause a form of 

disillusion for one who has cherished a quiet 

enjoyment of a favorite writer for many years. 

John Foyster, knowing my interest in Hearn, 

downloaded and sent me many items of interest 

from The Web. The asking prices for Hearn’s 

booksandthedepthof Hearn maniain whatJohn 

sent was quite ashock. I'run loving fingers over



my meager collection of Hearn and Things 
Japanese, and retreat even further from the 
Electronic Monster. (37.St. Johns Rd., Bradbury 
NSW 2560, Australia) 

BOB TUCKER 

Iwasdelighted with Benford’s Adventuresin 
H’wood because his opening sentence captured 
my attention and rekindled my memory banks. 
He had lunch at the Fox Studios! He doesn’t 
know it until now but he may have eaten that 
lunch in the same dining room I patronized for 
aboutfivemonths. Thisrevelationwillplungeall 
fandom into war. 

In 1946 I went to Los Angeles for the 
Worldcon and afterward stayed five months 
because a job at the Fox Studios fell into my 
lap—not as a lowly writer but as a lowly set 
electrician. I'was the new man with the lowest 
seniority inthe electrical departmentand soI was 
assignedtothescut work—crawling between the 
wallsofback-to-back setsand wiring the lighting 
fixtures on those walls, or crawling inside a 
locomotive boiler to wire the headlight hanging 
on the faceplate. Lucky me. 

The movies I worked on are now 50 to 55 
years old and I no longer see them on the 
black-and-white late shows, but none of them 
were sci-fi and none contained errors that might 
upsetaphysicsprofessor. They dealtwith George 
Montgomeryasaprivatedetective, withMaureen 
O’Hara as the owner of a prized race horse, and 
with Ronald Colman raising a family in Boston. 
Dull stuff with nary an astronaut strolling by 
without his helmet. 

Thankyouforasplendidissue,memoriesand 
all. (2516-H E. Washington, Bloomington, IL 
61704-4444) 

MILT STEVENS 

“I’dliketosuckthejuice outofthispuppy”is 
a truly grotesque figure of speech. It seems 
completely appropriate to the people Greg 
Benford is describing in Trap DoorNo. 20. Film 
making is a committee effort, and a camel is a 
horse designed by committee. This explains how 
the film version of “The Cold Equations” ended 
up with a happy ending. I didn’t actually watch 
the film, but I heard about it. When it aired on 
television I wasn’tin themood for areally down 
movie. My reaction to hearing about the changed 
ending was something in the order of “They did 
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what?” My mind was boggled. 
Still, they’re doing better than they used to. I 

wasgrowingupduringtheperiod ofthe Attack Of 
The 75-Foot Turkey movies. Mentioning thatyou 
liked science fiction caused many people to 
believe you were admitting to liking such films. 
commented atthe time that I liked science fiction 
andIlikedmovies, butthe combination ofthetwo 
was generally the outrage of both. 

Carol Carr mentionsthe gifts she received on 
theoccasion ofherretirement. When Iretiredmy 
co-workers gave me a new suitcase (which I 
needed and have used several times since) and a 
Star Trek TV remote. I actually needed the TV 
remote too, because the remote on my VCR had 
died several months previously. The Star Trek 
remote was in the form of a phaser. Aside from 
turning things onand offand changing channels, 
italsomade the sounds of phaser blastsand small 
explosions. I can see how it might be a very 
therapeuticdevice. Whensomepolitical poltroon 
isproposing new taxesit could be very satisfying 
togivehimacouple of phaserzapsand akerblam 
aswell. It might not lower my taxes, but it could 
lower my blood pressure. 

Carol Carr also does a great send-up of the 
advertising forthose TV wonder drugsthatreally 
make you wonder. TV Guide also has its share of 
medical marvel ads. In TV Guide, the ads are 
always two pages of one-point type. I have no 
idea of the details of these ads, because I can’t 
read one-point type. Possibly, they are a form of 
communication between outer space aliens who 
havetherequisitelittle teeny eyes forreading the 
littleteeny print. (6325 Keystone St., Simi Valley, 
CA 93063) 

LENNY BAILES 
Greg'sarticleon hisadventuresin Hollywood 

reminds me of how I like the physics and 
scientificspeculationinhisearlystories. Thaven't 
read Shiva Descending, but I remember the 
novella he wrote with Gordon Eklund about the 
talking Sun creatures. Greg saysthat in the ‘90s, 
Hollywood Biz has evolved until style becomes 
content, but I think the movie adaptation of Carl 
Sagan’s First Contact belies that point. (And it 
has only one explosion in it.) I felt that the 
storyline in that movie offered character values, 
and, for me, it evoked a sense of what an alien 
contact might actually be like. 

Greg is right in noting that Hollywood



screenwriters tend to rewrite or alter most of the 
novelsthat find their way intomovie production. 
They don't like downbeat endings on “family” 
films. As for the sloppiness he observes in some 
sciencefiction films, Itendtoagreethatspectacle 
is sometimes used as a substitute for plot 
development. On the other hand, B-movies like 

The Thirteenth Floor show that good narrative 

and production values can be combined. 
I'scanned Burbee’s Collector story. I guess 

supermarket work can be rough, at times. I 

haven't encountered incidents like the one he 
mentions in my own experience. 

Iagree with Chris Priest’s sentiment that the 

death of any man or woman diminishes us. 
However, I find that after the grief; there is some 
consolation in remembering the good times one 
hasshared withadeparted friend. Istruggleinmy 
own life with the issue of death as a final 
experience, butsometimesI think of itasagentle 
sleep that may come to us. 

Carol’scomments on the exaggeration found 
in some TV ads hit home to me. It’s as if they 
design them for people who never leave their TV 
sets. (504 Bartlett St., San Francisco, CA94110) 

E.B. FROHVET 
Iloved Greg Benfordtelling James Cameron, 

“Allphysicsismetaphor.” (Whichistrueinmore 
than a metaphorical sense.) I assume Benford 
knows about Edgar Rice Burroughs, who 
seriously proposed asystemunder whichawriter 
would have creative veto over the screenplay 
made from his book and also a say in the casting 
ofthefilm! Inhistime, Burroughs wasinfluential 
enoughthathedid infacthave someinput (atone 
point getting his son-in-law cast as Tarzan). Of 
course nothing like that is possible now. Irecall 
commenting somewhere that of the five films 
nominated for the Hugo in 2000, four were 
written by their directorsandthe otherone by out- 
of-the-box H’wood screenwriters—none by 
professional SF writers. I’ve though about 
writinganarticle onall the favorite SF booksthat 
Wwould make great movies: wasted effort. Never 
gonna happen. 

Idon’tknow if 7D isdeliberately intended as 
an apazine or functions as one, but somehow it 
leaves me with that impression. {No, it’s more 
like a class reunion.} (4716 Dorsey Hall Dr. 
#5306, Ellicott City, MD 21042) 

STEVE GREEN 
It says much for Greg Benford’s inner 

equilibrium that he’s able to write of his 
encounters with the marching morons of 
Hollywood in such a whimsical manner. It's 
scarcely surprising that many of the current 
generation of film directors began their careers in 
advertising: both industries operate a philosophy 
that other people’s ideas are not intellectual 
assets, but natural resources to be strip-mined 

regardless of their provenance. 
Case in point: several years back, Levi Jeans 

ran a campaign which ripped off the central 
imagery of 7he Swimmer, Frank Perry’s 1968 
adaptation of a John Cheever short shory. When 
the ad reached the U.K., one journalist in the 

preview audience picked up on the “homage.” 
Rather than apologize, or seek to justify their 
actions, the agency representative merely 
demanded to know whether the movie had an 
unanticipated familiarity on this side of the Big 
Pond. (Similarly, it could be argued that Forrest 
Gumpis naught but Ze/jg; reworked with a bigger 
budget and without the wit.) (33 Scott Road, 
Olton, Solihull, W. Midlands B92 7LQ, U.K.) 

FRED SMITH 
Enjoyed particularly Greg Benford’s 

“Adventures in H’'Wood.” Saw him recently on 

anastronomical video madeafew yearsbackand 

very distinguished he looked, too. Burbee was 

good, asalways; infactit’swonderfulhow hecan 

make all sorts of subjects and incidents so 

interesting. 

Jim Harmon is another who seems to be able 

to hold your attention even if the topic he’s 

discussingislessthanengrossing. Transcriptions 

of old Tom Mix radio programs, for example. 

AlthoughIdidhearrecently atranscription ofpart 

of “The Shadow” on radio with Orson Welles 

doing the maniacal laugh. Incidentally, I learned 

only a short time ago that Street & Smith had 

started up their publication of the pulp magazine 

inresponsetotheinterestintheradioshow which 

had actually been intended to publicize their 

Detective Story mag. (10 Kennedy Court, 

Braidholm Crescent, Giffnock, Glasgow G46 

6HH, Scotland) 

GARY DEINDORFER 

Itwasreally great,andablast from the past, to 

read George Metzger’s writings. Didn’t George



teachJack Kerouaceverythingheneededtoknow 
about confessional run-on prose? Or maybe it 
wastheotherway around. Y’know, Iwouldn’tbe 
surprised if George knew Jack, if not as a friend 
then perhaps as an acquaintance. 

Ifound Greg Benford’s piece to be hilarious. 
I did know that in Hollywood writers are 
considered onestep below janitors. (Trent Center 
West, 465 Greenwood Ave. #1104, Trenton, NJ 
08609-2131) 

JOND. SWARTZ 
Loved my first issue of Trap Door, and 

enjoyedallof Steve Stiles’ artwork, especially the 
cover. L hope he’s aregular. Trap Door had all 
thethingsIlikeinafanzine: interesting editorial, 
lively features, thought-provoking letters, and 
clever artwork. 

“Harmony” by Jim Harmon was my favorite 
feature. I have been a friend of his for years 
(through correspondence) and still own and 
cherish copies of his Radiohero, a fanzine he 
published way back when. I have all his OTR 
books, and he was very helpful when I was 
writing my OTR book. His comments about 
publishers were right on target. My experiences 
have been similar, no matter the publisher. One 
can change publishers, but not the attitude that 
exists in the industry. No wonder some authors 
looktothesmallspecialty presses, especially ones 
run by fans. (1704 Vine St., Georgetown, TX 
78626) 

MARTY CANTOR 
Jim Harmon writes about a family friend he 

considers a contemporary being taken as his 
second daughter. Reminds me of something 
which happened to me recently. Even after 
Robbie and I separated, we continued to g0 
shopping together on Sunday mornings. Now, 
with Robbie having moved to England a few 
yearsago, Istillgoto the same marketon Sunday 
mornings. A few weeksagoaclerk who has been 
there for some years asked me, “Where is your 
daughter?” Robbie may be seventeen years 
younger than me; however, both of us look 
younger than our ages. Or, maybe, I no longer 
look younger than my chronological age, as my 
hair(andmy beard) have been showing morethan 
somegrey. Still, it wasabit ofashock to hearmy 
ex-wife called my daughter. 

Fred Smith writes about how Highway One 

down the Big Sur coast is scary. I took several 
vacationsthere (once whenmy transportation was 
amotorcycle) back when I drove MGs. I did not 
finditscary; butthen, in those days, I wasabit of 
awild driverand did not mind taking chances in 
my driving. Of course, they only seemed like 
“takingchances”and “wild”inretrospect. Still, in 
my relatively limited experience, the Big Sur 
coastis one of the mostbeautiful places on Earth. 

John Baxter writes of visiting Bill Rotsler at 
his Van Nuys house, commenting about his 
physical declinecorresponding with the decline of 
neatnessinthehouse, witheverythingisdisarray. 
Indeed, thiswasthe case when I last visited Billat 
his house. At that point, Bill lay on his couch 
during my whole visit (he directed me to pick up 
an envelope on a desk in another room—and I 
managed to find it—wherein he had placed 
various items for me). I spent some time talking 
with Bill (whilst standing as there was no 
unoccupied flat surface in the room). Bill’s 
decline was evident in everything except his 
mind. Bill was the same Bill most of us have 
known and loved forall these years. Which made 
it all so sad, the essential Bill Rotsler being 
betrayed by adecaying body. Within months, he 
wasdead. Helivesinmemory, and Iwill continue 
to keep the memory fresh by using my volumi- 
nous collection of Rotsler art in my fanzines. 
(11825 Gilmore #105, North Hollywood, CA 
91606-2844) 

JIM HARMON 

lappreciatetheegobool got fromsuch people 
as Noreen Shaw. I believe I did invent radio 
fandombutInevergotany suchrecognition from 
an old time radio club. I gotasmile out of Steve 
Stiles’ illo for my article. It looks like Rex 
Morgan attending a character out of Gasoline 
Alley—Uncle Walt, maybe. Fatmen are jealous 
of their dignity—the only fat man ever to be 
treated with dignity on TV was Raymond Burr. 
ButI'mnotso fatanymore. Arecentradiofanzine 
hasaphoto of mein Western gear, looking pretty 
damn heroic. I hope Steve won't mind my 
preferring that—although it isn't as clever as his 
work. (634 S. Orchard Drive, Burbank, CA 
91506) 

JERRY KNIGHT 
I never thought I’d see “Beside the Ardis 

Waters” again! My recollection is that Avram 

= = e o =



wrote it for Andy Main when Ardis moved to the 
Bay Area (along with Ron Hoffman and Dick & 
Sharon Karpinski). Is that right? Oh, wait, her 

sisters came here too. And shortly after that we 
splitfor Poughkeepsie for my six months in IBM 
computer school. It seems like an awfully long 
time ago. 

It was fascinating to read about James 
Cameron and the movie business in Greg 
Benford’s article. I loved hearing about Avram 

from Carol. ’'m about halfway through the 
George Metzger piece (George Metzger!?!), and 
just felt like writing you. This isn’t the sort of 
feeling thatstrikes me often, soI thoughtIshould 

take advantage of it. (2732 Shasta Road, 
Berkeley, CA 94708-1924) 

A.LANGLEY SEARLES 
I enjoyed the latest Trap Door very much, 

particularly theclever verses confirming the ever- 
increasing ubiquity of the lovable Mrs. R. These 
are too good not to continue, so I am doing my 
partby makingacontributiontothecanon. Thave 

carefully preserved theapproved anapesticmeter, 
but have ventured to expand my verses a bit, in 
keeping with the majestic character of her latest 
territorial incursion: 

On the top of Mount Everest once 
did appear 

A stone on which someone scrawled, 

“Kilroy was here.” 
But a recent explorer found this 

was erased 
At some recent time, and is 

now replaced 
With a legend he read, by the light 

of the moon, 

As “This mountain is owned now by 
Mrs. Ravoon.” 

The lady’s family name is unusual. It does not 
appearinany ofthetelephonedirectories forNew 
York City, but on checking the listings for 
Westchester County, the suburb just north of 
where I live, what did I find, just after “Ravon, 

Zvi-Henri, 45 Ridge Road, Larchmont,” but 
“Ravoon, Caroline, Milton Point, Rye”! So 
perhaps the old girl is not just a figment of the 
imaginations of some inventive British fans after 

all. (48 Highland Circle, Bronxville, NY 10708) 

WM. BREIDING 
Iknow fromviewingyourownaestheticsand 

knowingyourloccersthatyouarearealeditor, so 
it was with great appreciation that I egoscanned 
the locsand there were so many commentsonmy 
brief piece. Thanks for that. 

Iwasamused by George Metzger’s mentions 
of Steve Gaskin. Iwenttomostofhis“classes”at 
the Family Dog, and remember what a big deal it 

waswhenhewentontheroadandthenstarted his 
utopia down in Tennessee. (Remember, I was 
maybe 13-14yearsold.) Many yearslaterThad to 
agree with Danielle when she said of hippie 
culture, “I couldn’t be a real hippie. They had 
way toomany rules; they were very strict.” That’s 
apretty accurate statement, at least from my life 
view. The whole culture of political correctness 
evolved from a wing of hippiedom that I just 
couldn’t “grok,” although I sure did try. (P. O. 
Box 170486, San Francisco, CA 94117—CoA) 

DALE SPEIRS 
Your zine statistics are most interesting. I’'ve 

only been keeping track of mine for a couple of 

years. What mattersis not the absolute numbers, 

since neither of us (or anyone) can receive more 

than a tiny percentage of the thousands of zines 
beingpublished, buttherelative change fromyear 
toyear. You have the best data, and the long run 

from 1987 indicates that zines are not on their 

deathbed just yet. Between 1998 and 1999 we 

bothreportdeclinesintheUSA and Australia, but 

increasesin Canada. I getaboutone-third mailart 

and punk zines, but they seem to hold the same 

proportions as SF. 

I’d like to see more people keeping count of 

their zines, using your categories to allow 

consistent comparison. There is a need for more 

objective analysis of zinedom, instead of “in my 

opinion” remarks. The first year I kept track 

(1998) I tried to categorize zines by theme, but 

this quickly failed because so many of them blur 

the lines between perzine/genzine/sercon/ 

reviewzineor SF/mailart/punk/political. Sonow 

I just call them zines. Period. (Box 6830, 

Calgary, Alberta T2P 2E7, Canada) 

GARY MATTINGLY 
I have this problem. There are too many 

things in which I am interested. There are too 

many books, too many movies, too many TV 

shows, too many Web pages, too many toys, too 

many catalogs, too many knives, too many odd 

occult practices. I will admit that one might 



seriously question my choices at times. Who in 
their right mind, would watch “Sabrina, The 
Teenage Witch,” when they had several issues of 
Trap Door sitting unread? Okay, I would. 
Admittedly Trap Door isalotbetter butitisalot 
easierwatching Sabrina. Trap Doorissomething 
youneedtoactually takesometime with, tosavor 
overanextended period oftime, notsomethingto 
guffaw over one minute and then forget the next. 

Anyway, Ididit. Tjust finished reading Trap 
DoorNo.20and I enjoyed it. Admittedly I’mat 
work sol can't watch Sabrina (or Buffy or Angel 
or Dark Angel or Level Nineor-. ..) 

Enjoyable artwork throughout although I 
must admit to enjoying the Steve Stiles' illo for 
“AliceinBanialand” the mostand the one by him 
for “Harmony” running a close second. 

Sorrytoreadaboutyouraccident. Admittedly 
I had heard about it shortly after it happened but 
not with the same amount of information you 
provided. Ireally hope I never have such a bad 
accident. I have had quite a few small accidents 
but I’ve never been very severely physically 
injured. My most interesting one was when I ran 
into a telephone pole. Of course, I have no 
recollection of running into the telephone pole, 
having imbibed more than I should have which 
causedreally poordrivingand some memory loss. 
Ofcourse, maybe it was only sort of poor driving 
since if I hadn’t hit the telephone pole I would 
havegoneintothelake. Ididn'treally realize Ihit 
something until several miles later when I heard 
this horrible noise. Hm, what is that horrible 
noise? I getoutofthe vanand notice thatthere is 
this large sort of rounded dent pushing in the 
middleofthefrontofthevan, pushing the fanand 
fanhousingintotheradiator. Oh, thefanishitting 
the fan housing and radiator. Hm. Then I realize 
Idon’treally know where I’mat. Iwalk a ways, 
figure out the location of the trailer of the fellow 
employee whohasgraciously providedmeaplace 
tosleep until I get settled. Walk back to the van. 
Drive back. Go to sleep. Next day comes along 
and another fellow at work comments about the 
skid marks he has seen leading to the tilting 
telephone pole where the road bends around the 
lake. That is to say, if you continue in the 
direction the road was going you leave the road 
andfindthe lake. Whereas, ifyoumakealeftora 
right, you will find the continuation of the road. 
He remarks that the dent in the front of my fan 
would seem to be perfectly molded to the 

telephone pole. Together we make this 
assumption as to what must have happened. 

Thiswasnotnecessarily the best period of my 
life, living by myself in Storm Lake, lowa, 
employed at my first job out of college. It has, 
um, memorable bad moments, well, bad hours, 
bad days. Like, I wouldn’t reccommend taking 
acid while you’re alone, slightly depressed and 
living in a one-room residential motel that has 
obviously seen better days. Would not recom- 
mend that; however it can leave interesting 
memories, sort of. 

Death. Idon’tthink I’m too fond of it. Nota 
comment from personal experience. Well, since 
I suppose there is always this reincarnation 
possibility I suppose it could be a personal 
experience but it fits into another one of those 
memory loss periods. No personal memories 
appear to come into my brain. The bad part, of 
whichIspeak, is other people’s deaths (so far). I 
justdon’tdeal with it very well. Nottoo good on 
the commiseration part. Not too good at all. 

Enjoyed reading all of your experiences. I 
guess it all relates to my voyeuristic tendencies. 
Will always remember Peter Sellers’ line, “I like 
to watch,” in Being There. 

JeffSchalleswritesinamostentertainingand 
interesting fashionabout hisexperiences, too. So 
many people seem to have so many more 
interesting life experiencesthanI do. Admittedly 
there are those other 20,000 or 30,000 other 
people who haven’t had more interesting life 
experiences but I don't read their articles, since 
eitherthey haven’t written them or they re really 
boring. 

Thave goneto various clubsin San Francisco 
and the Bay Area and seen bands. I'suppose the 
mostinteresting oneswerefifteen ortwenty years 
ago though, like going to see punk bands at the 
DeafClubandlearning tosign BUD or getting my 
nosebroken whilewatchingthe PsychedelicFurs 
in Berkeley. Nothing like crawling away with 
blood flowing on to the floor while some maniac 
follows you with great expectations of beating 
youtoapulp (hm, makesme think of Astounding 
covers). Fortunately as I advanced toward my 
table all my friends stood up, particularly the 
rathertall Lynn Kuehl, along with Rich Coad and 
Larry Rehse. Okay, maybe I was drinking that 
time, too, soI don'treally recall whoall wasatthe 
table. Patty also wasn’t very pleased with this 
fellow’s behavior. So, fortunately, he retreated



and later the bar staff escorted him from the 

premises. Patty probably caused a number of 

fellows an inability to relieve themselves of their 

accumulated beer content when she followed me 

intothemen’srestroomtocheck onmy condition 
and help me find someadditional papertowelsto 

soak up the blood. A definitely interesting 

experience butonetime wasmore thansufficient. 
Alice Sanvito’s article was also most 

entertaining and informative. Another person 

with quite interesting life experiences. 
Greg Benford’s article was also interesting 

(must find thesaurus and another word for 

interesting). Ifrequently wonder why changesare 

made to books which are really quite interesting 

and then become much less interesting and 
coherent when they become movies. Of course 

thissortofreturnsmeto Sabrinaand an easy false 

reality that so much of the population, including 

me, falls into. Why analyze? Just sit there and 

have your mind numbed. Easy. 
Also enjoyed Carol Carr’s “Stuff.” Always 

fun to read about the occasionally strange way 

people view life. Was Avram Davidson just 

attempting to be entertaining or was his reality 

really likethat? Everyone’sreality may notbethe 

same, I do believe, at least how their view of 

reality appears in their mind. 
Another truly interesting life appears in 

George Metzger’s article. I had one girlfriend 

who wasn’t a fan and we really didn’t have that 
much in common. I much prefer having 
something totalkabout, eventhoughIdon'treally 
talk that much. Maybe I'm lazy and don’treally 
feel like “educating” them. I have enjoyed or at 

leastexperiencedanumber of periodsoflife when 
Iwasrelativelyalone, eventhoughIwasn’toutin 

the country. There was a summer in Manhattan, 
Kansas, when I took one class, worked as a 

switchboard operator and went to cheap Sunday 

kids’ matinees. It was a most calm period. It 
didn’t really feel boring but I didn’t really do 
much creatively. Well, okay, maybe I did a few 

fanzines/apazines but nothing huge. It still felt 
good though. I’m not sure I have enough energy 

toliveasinterestingalifeas Georgeseemsto live 
now. 

Talsohaveneverhadanosebleed assevereas 
Jim Harmon’s. Again, another entertaining 

article. Evenmy brokennose, notedabove, didn’t 

bleed as long as his nose did. Idid haveto goto 
thehospital foralittleinpatientnose-rearranging. 

1 think that hurt more. Of course, most of the 

alcohol had left my system by that time. 
Charles Burbee’s article was also enjoyable 

and interesting (I just cannot write good LoCs. I 
have a horrible time saying over and over how 

goodeverythingis. IguessIcouldlimitmyselfto 

afew cursory remarks or one long ramble related 
to one article but I feel so obligated to comment 
oneverything whenI've enjoyed reading it. Now 

if the article was boring I can fairly easily skip 
right over it. Sometimes I am driven to say how 

loathsomesomeone’s viewis, atleastas portrayed 

inthearticle, butmore oftenthan not, Ijustwon’t 
say anything.). His description of the encounter 

of the half-witted girl reminds me of visiting the 

psychiatric ward at S.F. General and having one 

womansayingoverandoverhowshejust wanted 

akiss. Idon’t think she was half-witted but she 

did havesome severeproblems plusjustbet that 

my employer, the Social Security Administration, 

wouldn’t have understood at all if I had tried to 

comply. I also have a feeling it wasn’tjust me. It 

probably was any male thatwalked in. I've often 

heard the phrase “starved for affection” but she 

seemed to be the most exact realization, the near 

epitome of that phrase, not counting puppiesI've 

seen at the animal shelter. Ihope she found what 

sheneeded. (7501 Honey Ct., Dublin, CA94568) 

LLOYD PENNEY 
Ialwayslikelookingatyourfanzinesreceived 

chart. I daresay that the lion's share of Canadian 

fanzines come from Dale Speirs, with one or two 

coming from Andrew Murdoch and Murray 

Moore. I'd like to pubmy ish again, but time and 

money never allow. And as you say about 

yourself, I am a paperzine devotee. 

Jeff Schalles proves tome, with afine article, 

that T could never live in New York City. I 

consider Toronto more than crazy enough forme. 

I’m sure that should the Worldcon vote in 

Chicago go our way, fans going to the Worldcon 

in Toronto in 2003 will find the city fairly tame. 

Thisreally meansthatit’ssafe, and you can enjoy 

life in downtown with nothing to worry about. 

0 The bania sounds great, good for you and 

quite relaxing once you get over the heat. This 

article also illustratesthe West’s repressive ideas 

about casual nudity. Obviously, the Russian 

woman in the bania wasn’t repressed. Being 

unclothedinsuchafacility probably provided her 

not only with amore comfortable atmosphere in 



which to work in, but also with the healthful 

benefits of the baniaall through her working day. 

GeorgeMetzger’sarticleisagreatread, butas 

some people would have it, Canada is this large 

unlabeled land mass north of the USA. What 

placesin Canadadidyougoto, George? Yousure 

crossed that border often enough. What year did 

you go to VCon? You still live in Vancouver 

...Yvonneand I were FanGoHs at VCon this past 

May. 
Another great Burbeesstory. I think it’sanice 

touch to add commentary from his children. I 

know I’m one of many who never met him, but 

the moreI read thesearticles, the more I feel I did 

know him. I hope Linda, Ed and John are happy 
thatBurbisstill entertaininghisaudienceafterhis 

passing. 
Chris Priest’s father is 92 years old, and has 

lived long enough to outlive all of his friends. I 
think aside-benefitto all this fannish folly is that 
we have friends of all ages. Should I ever reach 

my92ndyear, Ipray thatIshallhavefriendsupto 

twenty yearsyounger (asIdonow)tohelpfillmy 

days until my passing. (1706-24 Eva Rd., 

Etobicoke, Ont., Canada M9C 2B2) 

LUCY HUNTZINGER 
Iwasalittlebothered by the people who were 

put offby my conversion to online fandom, but 

remember feelingmuchthesame way aboutother 
fansback in, oh, 1992.1’m certainly sympathetic 

tothatfeeling of being leftout. And Icansee why 
someone might feel dubious about my claim to 
notespecially care about letters of comment, but 

truthfully, although I love feedback (I'm not 

claiming to write in a vacuum) I’ve never been 
deeply intoapas, lettercolumns, news groupsand 
soforth. Pmnotaterribly social writer, [suppose. 

It seems to me at this point in my life Ino longer 

derivemy senseof community primarily fromthe 
written word. Now it’s personal contact, a social 

life, thatdoesthatforme. Of course thatsocial life 

was made possible through my original contact 
with fanzine fandom via letter columns and 

trades. I’'m aware of the irony. 
I was baffled by Irwin Hirsh deciding there 

was no reason to read my online diary/fanzine as 

I'had the capability to revise what I’d written. T 
can’t understand that being a deterrent to 

revisiting the site. It’s not like I rewrite whatI’ve 

already posted. If I’ve changed my mind about 

entry 111 I write a new entry, 112, explaining 

why I’'ve changed my mind or what my new 

thoughtsare onthetopic. [dooccasionally revise 

spelling errors and grammatical booboos, much 

like a second edition of a book. I wonder if this 

means Irwin refuses to read anything but first 

editions? 
Tracy Benton seems to be my biggest fan. 

Gosh, she’s enthusiastic. I enjoyed that bit. 
Aside from my interest in the lettercol I 

particularly enjoyed reading your editorial about 

the accident and the aftermath. I remember 
visitingyoulastJuly and being sohappy youwere 

onthe mend. I also liked Greg Benford’s take on 

Hollywoodscreenplaysand moviemaking. [have 

friends trying to break into screenwriting (don’t 
weall?) and itsounds like such astrange gameto 
play. The lingo is nearly as bad as business 
English. Sucking the juice from a moment? Get 

away from me. 

Tamcrazy about Steve Stiles’ illustrations. He 

andDan Steffanare my absolute favoriteartistsin 

SF fandom. 

Carol was terrific. No caveats. Love her 

writing, her sense of humor, her wit, her bite. 

(473 Linden Avenue, San Bruno CA 94066) 

EARL KEMP 

AsIreadthroughtheissueand finally reached 

the letter column, I encountered a number of 

references to Tijuana. And, as in all cases, the 

reviews were pretty mixed. There was a time, in 
the mid-*60s, when I thought I knew Tijuana 

ratherwellindeed, and loved herdearly. Thereare 

afew outofthisworld eventsrunning throughmy 

memories that will eventually appear in my 

rough-draft autobiography. Don't hold your 

breath but do expect something you've never 

encountered before. 
Finally I reach the letter, in the very back of 

the issue, from John Baxter, and appreciated it 

very muchindeed. My period with Rotslerreally 

ended in early 1980, and John’s picked up after 

that. Inawaylamglad thatImissed thatperiod of 

Rotsler. I had the unique privilege of knowing 

Billandsharinginhisworkand his funduring the 

very peak of his personal perfection. Ireally need 
to remember him that way. But I want to thank 
John for sharing what he did; it was a masterful 
job of memory at work...he should be proud of 

himself. (P. O. Box 6642, Kingman, AZ 

86402-6642)



KENRUDOLPH 
I hope this reaches you in time...before the 

dreaded X becomesapermanentbanishmentfrom 

the kingdom of Trap Door. I haven't been in 

much ofa letterhacking space the past few years. 

I'mhooked on the instant gratification of Usenet, 

which is sort of a 24/7 APA-L. Somehow the 

stately cadence of a fanzine lettercol just doesn't 

have the same juice. 

Butthearticlesand columnsin 7rap Door! I'd 

hate to miss even one issue. The other day I 

gathered about me my collection of Trap 

Doors—an unbroken continuum from No. 3 to 

No. 20. Such a wealth of good writing. As I 

perused issues at random, I felt like Scrooge 

McDuck diving through his money locker. 

Trap Door is also my last vestige of contact 

with fandom, where Ireadaboutthetragicdeaths 

ofreal life faanish characterswhich haveenriched 

my life and keep up with the history of this 

amazing cult of fanzine fans. Somehow, I never 

manage to makeitto cons (or whenIdo, asatthe 

L.A. worldcon acouple of yearsago, I feel likea 

fish out of water and flee). But, my abiding 

interest in fan history...abides. 

So, pleasedon'tremovemefromyourmailing 

list. One day I'll overcome my reticence and 

writingblockandactually comethroughwiththat 

article about Sylvia Dees, or my point of view of 

the barbarian invasion of L.A. fandom by the 

druggies in the late '60s. 

In the meantime, keep sending Trap Door. 

Mylifeisinyourhands. (1450N. Vista#203, Los 

Angeles, CA 90046) 

KIMHUETT 
Icanunderstand Ron Bennettbeing at Lucy's 

confession about not caring about letters. I think 
there is more about than he realizes; it's just that 

people don't mention it. I know that I was 

surprised yearsagowhen Jack Hermantoldmehe 

much preferred to receive fanzines to LoCs. It 
seemedbasically wrong tomebackthenbutinthe 

years since I've come around to his way of 
thinking. Now I would be more interested in 

reading in ten fanzines than twenty letters of 
commentsenttomeinreturnforafanzine. Ithink 
the problem is that despite some very good letter 
writers there is too much uninspired commentary 

in LoCs. It's hard to be inspired all the time and 

the temptation is there to write something, 

anything toensure thenextissueissenttoyou. Of 

course the tendency of most LoCs to be single 

draft might have an even greater bearing on this. 

Anyway I would rather read anicely edited letter 

column with all the dull bits cut out. (29/63 

Pearson Street, Holder, ACT 2611, Australia) 

LINDA MARKSTROM 
1 am glad that people have enjoyed our 

comments about our dad. I'm sure we probably 

havetotally differentopinionsofhimthenmostof 
hisfriendsinthesciencefictionworld. Ofcourse, 

for a long period in our lives we looked at him 

fromthestandpointofchildren. Afterwegrewup 

we didn't spend that much time with him. My 

perspective of him is mostly from my childhood 

and the last 10-15 years of his life. {It's exactly 

thatperspective that interests me and, Ithink, the 

readers who commented on your, Ed's & John's 

observations.} 

A correction to Cora's story about my Dad's 

Fathercallinghim Tom. Itwasmy Dad's paternal 

grandmother who called him petit homme (little 

man) not his father. His paternal grandmother 

didn't speak English, only French. My 

grandparents always called my Dad “Sonny,” 

neverTom. (11940 GrovelandAve., Whittier, CA 

90604) 

MIKE DECKINGER 

1 have a copy of The Bosses’ Songbook, 

purchased at the Pittcon in 1960 from Sandy 

Cutrell. The lines that LeeH quotes sound very 

similar to “The Twelve Days of Marxmas”: “On 

the firstday of Marxmas, my true lovegavetome 

/ A picture of Leon Trotsky....” 

Alllknow aboutthe I ChingiswhatI’veread 

in The Man in the High Castle and various other 

scholarlyjournals. GeorgeMetzgervery entertain 

ingly discusses how he consulted it. More and 

more it sounds like the magic eight-ball, which 

alsorespondedtoall questions withashake anda 

swirl of the ball, and thenthe answerwould swim 

into view, in that transparent window, written in 

minuscule script. 

Milt Stevens’ recounting of the man who 

accidentally killed himself while attempting 

suicide brings to mind some recent “Darwin 

Award” winners you may have read about. The 

Darwin Award is an accolade earned by 

someone who kills himself in an exceedingly 

stupid way. During a Headlands logging protest 

one hapless demonstrator, known as “Chain,” in 



a burst of formidable but misdirected bravado, 

dared a tree to fall on him. It did. But my 
favorite is the skydiver who chose to 
aggressively demonstrate against Yosemite’s 
policy of restricting skydiving within its borders 

by parachuting off a mountain top. She 
conclusively proved the wisdom of the ban when 

she crashed to earth after the parachute refused to 
open. Divine intervention? You be the judge. 
(649 — 16™ Ave., San Francisco, CA 94118) 

ANDY SAWYER 

I’m quite astounded at Chris Priest’s LoC of 
thelasteightissues. Eightyears of fandomislike 
alifetime: itkind oftemptsmeto pull outsomeof 
the zines that I never actually got round to 
respondingtoand writingaletterofcomment out 
of the blue. It might be fun.... 

Greg Benford has it absolutely right. “It was 
likeafilmbeingmadeby childrenwithmoney....” 

That’s exactly the movie industry— hoping that 
twenty seconds withthe Big Effect will outweigh 
ninety minutes of utter boredom. But then, so 

many timestheaudiencelapsitupordoesn'teven 

notice that the storytelling is crap, so what can 
youdo? 

I’m sure you have been deluged with notes 
from British fans of a Certain Age responding to 
Bob Leman’s request for an explanation of the 
provenanceoftheexpression “asany fuleno.”It’s 
from the Molesworth books of the 1950s written 
by Geoffrey Willans and illustrated by Ronald 
Searle: Down withSkool!, Howto be Topp, Whizz 
Jor Atomms and Back in the Jug Agane. 
Molesworth’sreflections on English prep school 
life are searing social documents of our 
time—hem hem—and eventhose of us who have 
not had the experience of minor English public 
schoolsinthe 1950s recognizethe surreality of it 
all: being British just at that time when the value 
of being British was changing from Ruling the 
World to Fuck All, the class system was at least 
being recognized as a class system and given the 
choice between Latin and Dan Dare Kennedy's 
Shorter Latin Primer goes up in smoke. None of 
all that is actually in the books much (except 
maybe the last bit) but they *are* wonderfully 
funny send-ups of the school system of the time, 
alas dead and gone except for those whose “little 
place in the country” is actually Shropshire. 

(Sorry aboutthat, butscratch any English fan 
and you will find aMolesworth. As any fule no. 

Whether the humor translates across the Atlantic 

I have no idea, but Monty Python did, so who 

knows?) 

I was rather amazed to see John Baxter’s 
referencetothejournalist Simon Hoggart (whose 
technique for his “Parliamentary Sketches” for 
The Guardian 1 have shamelessly plagiarized 

above), asThad justbeen in contact with him. In 
hisweekly columninthepaper's Saturday edition 

he had mentioned (not for the first time) reading 

W. H. Hodgson: apparently he had lost his copy 

of Carnacki the Ghost-Finder and there didn’t 
seem to be any copies available viathe Web or if 
they were they were incredibly expensive. I e- 
mailed him to suggest that he was looking in the 

wrong places (I'd just had a copy of a catalogue 
which offered a paperback reprint at £1.50), but 

apparently he’d had quite a few similar suggest- 
ions and at least two outright offers of the book. 

So, is Hoggart a fan? I think we should be told. 
ShameThadn'tread John's LoC beforeIe-mailed 
him, orIcouldhaveasked hisopinionaboutporn 
as well.... (I The Flaxyard — Woodfall Lane, 
Little Neston, South Wirral L64 4BT, UK) ‘ 

SID BIRCHBY ] 
I received Trap Door No. 20 and read it with 

so much pleasure that I put it aside for another 
chortle and haven’t replied until now. It was 1 
only recently when I held the door open in the 
local Tesco for a person coming out of a little 
room and noticed his red gown and white hair. 
Yes! it was Father Xmas as large as life, leaving 

ajolly “ho-ho-ho!” floating in the air. In actual 
fact, I noticed that he had lost his false beard, 
which was still hanging on the handle of the 
condom machine. I betcha he is still making a 
fervent wish. ‘ 

As a matter of interest, this is all rubbish! I 

mentionitasanaside. Reindeer, of course. The 

happy reindeer, companion to the well-known 

Santawho,aswehavejustseen, attending sundry 
calls of Nature, is actually one of the grumpiest 
animals in the world. How often do you encoun- 
terreindeerinthekiddies’ pants? Letmetell you, 
notvery often! These earthy beastsarenot fit for 
children. They gruntlikecamels. They bite, smell 
awful and, what is more, they are prone to 

flatulence of the jumbo scale. It’s the moss, 
mainly. Theirstaple dietisreindeermoss, which 

grows under the snow and they have to grub 
around forit, whichaccounts fortheir bad temper. 



Iseeby thepapersthattheRussianshavetheir 

own version of Santa, namely the raffish 

Grandfather Frost. Quote: “He smokes, swills 

vodka continuously, and is always seen on the 

arm of his nubile young female companion 

Smegurichka [Snow Maiden].” 

Exactly so. Justlike—no, Imustn’ttell tales! 

KEN CHESLIN 

Many thanks for 7rap Door No. 20. Steve 

Stiles’ cover is damn good. 

Yourchartoffanzinesreceived isinteresting. 

Pity we haven’t got a few other folks’ charts to 

compare it to. I guess people never think to add 
up or chart them, or are not really bothered to. I 

couldn’t tell you how many I’ve had over the 
same period, though possibly I might be able to 

figure out how many this year. I am pretty 

amazed by the 69 U K. zines you list for 1999. 
I’msureI’ve notseen as many as that; Idoubt, in 

fact, thatI’ve seenthat many “reviewed”orlisted. 

I'wonder if you’re getting U.K. fanzines from a 

parallel-world U.K.? 

“AdventuresinH’wood” didnotsurpriseme, 

though it made me wince several times. The 
remark “likeafilmmadeby children withmoney” 
coincidentally echoes remarks I made in another 
publication quiterecently, thoughIwas onabout 
things on the TV—which I guess includes 

films—to the effect that some programs are so 
shallow—dumbed down—that they could have 
been made by a bunch of 12-year olds. TV isa 
visualmediumbutalotofwhatI’veseen, evenon 

supposedly “serious” programs, could have been 

done as well on the radio. There are constantly 

repeating shotsofthe same objects/scenes/illos, as 
if “they” couldn’t find—or be bothered to look 

for—more illustrative material, and there is this 
damned intrusive music shoved in, quite 

inappropriately and too loud, and flashing lights 
and “wobbly” bits. “Serious” programs are no 
more than “shows,” and pretty unskillful and 
shallow, too—*“special effects” butno substance. 

George Metzger! I'll be croggled! Haven’t 
heard of or from him for years. We did exchange 
afew (very few) letters years ago, but somehow 
we losttouch. He did wonderful illustrations on 

hisenvelopes, whichI treasured for yearsthough 
regrettably they seemto have vanishednow. (We 

have moved house a few times.) 

Is that supposed to be Jim Harmon in the 

Steve Stilesillo? Well, he should beall right—it 

lookslikehe’sgotthathandsome, young, brilliant 

Dr. Kildare to look after him. 

Asacompletenon-expertonpoetry, naturally 

I'have an opinion. Folk who consider humor in 
poetry (orinprose)tobe, axiomatically, inferiorto 
Serious Poetry (or prose) are, in my opinion, 
Deficient Humans. Life, the universe and 
everythingistooimportant/seriousnottolaughat. 

“Other people seem to have noticed things 

I’ve missed” I opine is more common than Chris 
Priest seems to suppose. Even things in one’s 
ownwriting/fanzinescanbeoverlooked,and then 

pointed outbyaLoC writerorwhoever. Isay this 

having in mind comments made to me (by John 

Berry over the phone) this very morning 

regarding charactersI’d named after guns (inone 

instance) and fans’ names in other stories. 

WE ALSO HEARD FROM: 

DON ANDERSON, SHERYL BIRK- 

HEAD,PAMBOAL,NED BROOKS,RANDY 

BYERS, AVEDON CAROL, GRANIA 

DAVIS, MOG DECARNIN (“I particularly 

enjoyed Alice Sanvito’s description of what a 

Russian baniaislike. Wishwe had thosehere!”), 

CALVIN DEMMON, BRAD FOSTER, 

CYNTHIA GOLDSTONE, JOHN HERTZ, 

TERRY JEEVES, SUE JONES, DAVE 

LANGFORD, GUY LILLIAN IIl, ANDREW 

MAIN, MIKE McINERNEY (mostly on No. 

19), DEREK PICKLES, MARK PROSKEY, 

DAVID L. RUSSELL, FRED SMITH, BO 

STENFORS, DAVID THAYER and HENRY 

WELCH. 



WEIRD WHAT'’s THE OH, IT's A 

PHOTOS FAT GULY DOING ? SOUTHERN FANDOM 

RITE OF PASSAGE 
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YOu PROVE YOUR 

MANHOOD BY 
LIFTING THE 

DUPLICATOR 
ABOVE YOUR HERD — 
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—AND THEN You LR 
DROP IT ON 
TED WHITE'S / elEa 

' FOR EVERYONE 


