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Now here's another unrcasonably oversized issue of CRY (nominally) of the
N e o g b il November 1958

CRY is about as monthly as you can.get. It goes to pcoplc who send acccptable
trades, or rcvicw CRY and prove it, or make, the lettercol, or are allony 6 AN Gl 4 f ;
, Tovicw—~column, or arc in thr good graces of Toskey and romlnd him of it from time
~to time, or subscribe. Subscribers rcceive 12 issucs. for $2, 5 for §l, or single
issucs for 25¢ cach., 0ddly cnough, wc kcep gottlng new and ronowal subscribers,
scnding their ill-gotten loot to Box 92, 920 3rd Avc, Scattle 4, Wash, Beneficiar—
ics of such prodigality include Wally Weber, F If Busby, Burnctt R Toskey, Elinor
Busby, and Otto Pfeifer. We all thank you, gratofully slapping our fat flankss«
hcrels no point in hiding the CONTRENTS :
Front & Back Covers: Photographs by Ilinor, lMultigraphcd Captions by Toskoy,
(thho processing by Pilgrim Press-- a nice job at a friendly rato)

Conduoting this page is . F. M, Busby it's page 3
The S-# Ficld Plowecd Under Renfrew Pcmberton 4
STtk ST Qs -l . P Holocaust (sharcs the pages) 4
Panzinc Revicws Carl Brandon 9
SouthGate 7ally Weber (and others) 12
Who's Who In The WSFS George Nims Raybin 17
I Mct A Vitch . John Berry _ : 18
The Domestic Suburbanites VW Marland Frecnzel 20
Herbic : : I' C Purvis j _ o1
Blasting thc Books .Leslic Gerber ' 22
Shakcspecarc Becomes a Lettcrhack

‘for .the CRY Bruce Peclg; C23H26N204 : 2

The Deeckie—~Boyd Songs '

(6RY of thc Rcaders) - : conducted by Elinor ' 25
concerning Font loomaw : F M Busby 44

Art Dobltsg Adklns 28, ATom 9, 25, 27, 31 33, Garconc 18 Harncss 36
Holocaust 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, Kane 35, Rch 40 Parkor 51

ull rlght—mlndod persons will bo: ovorgoycd to note that thc "Berry to Detroit®
Fand 3is-ofit 1o a-finestarte - [he  Numitse objecti vey - Qf~ coursey*is- to *bring Sfohn
Berry to the 1959 'orld Conventiom, in Detroit., John has given his cnthusiastic
assurancce to thc projcct., rund sponsors'(to datcy; only; more arc oxpoctcd) arc
Iick & Norcen Falasca, Dick Flliigton, F M & Elinor Busby, Stephen F Schultheis,
Boyd Racburn, and the cntirc (Detroit) 17th Vorlds Science-Fiction Convention
Committec. Fund Hoadquaters (stick an "r" in there) .is in carc of William C
Rickhardt (ol' Bill), 21175 Goldsmith, Farmington, NlChlgdn (it's ncar Detroit).

There will be a sav1ngnclauso on this Fund, to tho effect that all contributions
of or aver thc amount of (probably) $2  will be roturnod in the cvent of failurc to
fulfill the Fund's objcctive-— no 'substitute' goal or ”good causc" will be invokeds
all you Big Plungers arc assurcd that your contributions will be uscd as intended,
or rcturncd, Xick in to Bill Rickhardt, 21175 Goldsmith, Farmington, Mich., huh?

RLINOR Carrics The Hosc; typing(& illustrating here & therc) 23 stencils, whilc
vially, Tosk, &I goofed -off with only 7 cach., Thc two extra pages between 16 & 17
arc matcrial that ally forgot about until aftcr the Contents were typcd and page
numbers on all the other stencilss 'So this is actually a 46-page CRY, not counting

he blank inside covers. Tlell, next time we'll hold 4% down, ch Tosk? Eh, Wally?
Ima o TS e R s i 6 o6 o

The Namecless haven't yct choscn a ﬁ{ﬁﬁfﬁ Siter for Seattlels !'59 WesterCon, to
bc held over the July 4th weekend., VWe'll lect you know, when they do, ——FWB
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by Renfrew Pemberton

This is the 40th Pemberton (R.) column. Since starting, in CRY #81 for June
155, it's been monthly with the exception of Aug '55 (which the CRY missed) and Oct
of the same year (which Pemberton missed). So buy me a beer, you there on the end.oo .

TNFIHITY, Nov (now monthly, says the fine print): "Spacerogue', by Webber Martin,

rates both the cover and the blurb as a "short novel'; on the basis of a purely intro-

ductory and disconnected passage., The story itself is straight A¥C*T*I*#0%N with the
exile returnirng to Fight against the Tyrannous Usurper. (Knox, Knoxs who's there?)

Short stories (6 of 'em): Randall Garrett's "Burden the Hand" appears to be an
action vignette salvaged from a longer piece that wouldn't jell to sell, There are
good points, too curtly made to impress the reader as (doubtless) planned.

"Ozymandias" (Jorgensen) reiterates the conflict of far-seeing scientist and
blind militarist, once all-too-often again., Guess who Ivar lets win, again.

Bertram Chandler's "Planet of I1ll Repute" poignantly argues the opposite side
of the "leave those poor unspoiled natives alone, you despoilers" argument. Thinkye.

#Mhere Was an 0ld Yoman-—~" is Bob Silverberg's answer to the Environment—is—ALL
boys, couched in the framework of a rather intriguing line of plot., Agberg also does
the PB reviews. Cogently, he does them, but tastes do vary. :

"Go to Sleep, my Darling®, by Yinston Marks, is a telepathic-baby yarn with a
difference; you may not like it,; but baby--dumpling is rougher'n a cob.

John V Peterson's "The 0ddly Llusive Brunette" is in the same moronic manner as
his "Gently Orbitting Blonde™ a year or so ago in Galaxy. Attentions birds, only.

Panfare gives tasteful farewells to two of Fandom's Lost: McCain, and Laney.
(Too bad Science-Tiction Times was still too juvenile to be able to do~this.)

FUTURE, Dec: Bill Vesley's novelet, "Crash Program", is a modified plague-from-
space gimmick that would have gone GRIAT about 1940, Thesc days, it suffers a 1i'l.

"Gift From The Stars" (Kate "ilheIm) shows that Greed is Blind and No Goods
Tom Scortia begins a scriecs of articles on "The Race Into Space'™ with a bit of pre-
digested math relating to rocket theory, and a discussion of factors in solid fuels.
WPhe lew Science of Astronomy", by (ATTENTION,.all you summer~soldiering Ca¥-letter—
hacks) DONALD FLANSON, is semi-fiction, semi~spcculation, Tun for one and all.

(And pooey on double-spacing between paragraphs, when we're trying %o hold dovm
the size of the CRY, and the lettercol won't get in step) TNditor Lowndes gives us
anothor installment of S-F Past. (1928, this time); so “classic" means "out-of-print'.

Marg St Clair's "Vector" is another fragment that reads like salvage from a
rejocfed longer piece, Littul Peepul rebel against Persccution some more, and will
you move over so's I can puke here in the corner? I need to brace mysclf, more. Noi
just Miz St Clair does thisy I've had it from all over, ;

Somehow, neither of these two zines did

Ll ol Lo too much for me, this time. And that's a bad
SE / Se e : thing, with the ficld shrinking, the way it's
SIC.. - TS S - doing lately. I'%d rather be impolled to sound
"‘Q, o a loud tocsin for all the entries; but nobody
\ ' A has that much benzedrine.
\::,/ﬂ~ *  Shall we then, you and I, go to the next

page,. and seec what may befall us there?

_ ; ILet!se
BT riocver rcad the DLOZIiRCS. s
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SUFZR-5CIENCE, Dec: S-F Times says tlhiat this onc is going fully-monster in the April
1§ o I Clatslie S 55 hasn't doile So as Vet sidyerats HPhe T Aliles e e Hatersittisisiont
of killed decad by the title and blurb; what's with these editors? The tale is not
the most for dcep, but descrves boctcr editorial treatment than was available,
“First Ilan in a Satellite™ ( Chas Runyon) naturally has the titleman ungble to
comc home in one picce, Starting with last month's F&SF, therc'll likely be a rash
of these. This onc won't be the worst.
' Cal Knox' "The Unique and Terrible Compulsion™ is a rcasonably-good go-native
story, but by no means as unique as you (or the cditor) might thinks I'm sure that
Calvin lknew better but was too polite to tell the editor of SSF about it
"the Tast-Moving Ones'", by J F Bone, ingenioudy interspérses known facts about
ictabolism into a disparate-motion plot viceversa to'the "Waitabits'. It figures.
“iich 'atson's "Exiled From larth" Jerks at a tear that doesn't come EILIE Al
Tllison's i'Creature From Spacec” flops badly on the shapo—ohanglng»monstor themes wie
have ‘the utterly incongruous buildup (the F*A%BXU*L*0*U*S ship's crew, almost as
believable as Paul Bunyan except for the lack of motivation); the Monster is treated
perfectly well, for stylec, but against thc background of the Idiotic Crew, who carcs?
Alan Nouruo s '‘quickie "The Utter Strangcr" is slight but good, on the theme of
the alicen socLlng help. Herc There Be (for a change, in this zine) Logick.,

IF, Dec: Rog Phillips' “Rat in the Skull" subordinates a roatty ¥WAE7$5YR128%2 stiia1-

Torn sct of stercotypes whien the ideas must lie down and let the Action occur., This
onc could have becn torrlflc, if it hadn't been for the¢ 1940 cndlng. Tsk, Roge.
"o Vhole Glorious “Jeeks', by 7i11- Worthington (it may be), cxploros a futurc
so checrless that you ‘take a vapcation on thé chain-gang, just for kicks. Consistent,
Tecd Thomas' “Satcllitc Passage"' is-a possible futurc circumstance on the Satel-
lite Circuit;' Ted's thought -on tho'subjoct is certainly of intercst. Any bets?

'"Tho Hight. of Hoggy Darn"”, by R-M Mclcnna, descrves a bit of study. Here's a -
1110nvs lifc piccec: man colonlzcs and gets sct-back on his colonj things arc tough
511~ overs Unfortunatcly, there's: no gquestion but that Man has the Author on His
Sitdie o wOitiErRpSeR i SE a fino bit of: puzzlo~91001ng story. Not so obvious, huh?

Jordwainer Smith's "Jcstern Scicnce is so Jonderful! sccms to have sold on the
author's rcputation and the (bravo, of coursc) anticommunist kick. Otherwisc, ol'
Cordvizginer, that Good Boy, is~ just horsing around. with his usual Dcathless, Prosc.

"Half around Pluto* (Manly Viode Vellman) is a well~written version of the old,
OLD marooncd—iithout-hopc plot. Phil Dick's "Null-0" is still anothcr of these savage
satircs that is supposcd to gct us to shape up and act sensible. It's good; and I
belicve the man's premise—-- 8o what clse can: I''say? _-So, rcadrit. 1F, undcr the
dircction.of damon knight, is becoming damn' good: rcading.

. SATELLIT®, Dcc: Lead novel is E.C.Tubb's "The Resurrected Man"; whosc hero dics
in space and is revivified five ycars later to find a, 20-ycars' war cnded, and no

. market for his space-fighting skills., You'd be surpriscd how rough things gct, so

quickly, for this utterly unique individual. 4nd so, what with radiation, liquor,
gladiatorial combat, and cating too much, hc rcverts to an apc.and has to be shot.
Sidelights doos anyonc remcmber a story '

in Gollicr's, way back in the fall of, may be :%8 -
1932, to wits millionairc named Masterson is STC ..

revived from dcath, gocs into scclusion on a
¥f/cstern ranch, rcverts to ape in privacy and
then is shot becausc people think the Thing
must havc killed Mastcrson? Gimmick was that
lifc was restored to the body, but no soul.
The interesting part of the cqmparison is that
the Collicr's story was a Short-Short— all
the major clecments of Tubb's novcl, on onc The s s it
pagc, Wish I knew who wrotc thate... e ond
Anybody have any clucs??

(]
\n
n
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SATELIITE's short storics: Harlan Lllison's "My Brothcr Paulie' is a paradox-
pieces the switch-cnding converts an All-Action job into a jaw-dropping extrapolat—
ion of the possibilitics of psycho-conditianing. Thc jaw drops at the melting of a
metal door from the sheer strength of the victim's hallucination (killer with a
blaster). Jaw drops cven farther, however, at hallucination's being strong enough
to melt door but not to kill victim (the cvidence of voodoo to the contrary, ctc).

"Pucsday Herc" (Charles Hinstein) is onc of those Barc New Concept picces that
were the backbone of scicnce—fiction in the carly 1930's. Perhaps that's thc answer;
the story may come from onc of the outcr-space backward-Earths postulated by the
author., Therec is noy, how you say, plot? '

Tdward Romns, in his 4-pagc '"Thc Return" abstracts the kicker from "Voyage that
Lasted 600 Yecars" (Wilcox) and "Far Centaurus" (van Vogt), to namc but two of many-—-—
and sclls it once again, all by its little selfy with no supporting plot at all,

Stanlcey Mullen's "Glasshcad! is a sad talc of a stcllar castaway displaycd on .
Larth as a frecak, Somchow, the buildup docsn't bring the ending off as planncd.

Sam Moskowitz discusscs the stfnal contributions of Edgar Allan Poc.

With the Feb (next) issuc, SATELLITE announces monthly publication and larger
(8% by 11) size~— no mention of pagccount. Judging by the bottom—of-the-—barrel
cffcct given by most of this zinels short storics and a fair proportion of its
rpcont noveIs, thc announced cxpansion scems ill-advised at present. Ve'll scc,

ASTOUNDING, Nove an intcresting issuc., Editorially, cons1dorablc crudtion is
uscd to makec Westbrook Pegler's point that a few good tough cops with clubs could
clcan up any JD=-ovcrrun arca in thc country. This may or may not bc corrcct; might
not hurt to try the tlicory out—— the medics wouldn't mind patching thugs' skulls for
awhilc, as a changc from victims', I supposec,

Poul Andcrson begins a 2-part for-fun scrial, "A Bicyclec Built For Brew'", sct
in a group of '"tcrraformed" astcroids ou know—— artificial gravity, and llko that)
scttled by various cxtremist splintcr-groups. In this casc, it's thc all-out Frecec
Irish vs thc Stuart legitimists under King Jamcs IV, with the pcrsonnel of a caught—
in-thc-middlc trading ship as protagonists,; and... that's cnough; rcad it.

Chris Anvil's "Goliath and thc Beanstallk" has pacifists with tho gimmick of the
irresistible wcapon. And in this cascy,; I don't complain of the givecaway by title
and blurb, 3By itsclf, the solution is all too dcus-cx=machinistic. This onc is
well-vritten and would be worthy of a better-reasoncd windup.

"Stimulus", by Andrew Salmonds this clinclics another suspected criterion of
today's Perfcet aSF Story, Not only must it precach that (1)the Universe docs not
forgive mistakcs, however well-intcntioned, and (2)that we humans will win, bccausc
we arc somchow strongor—bottor—smartor~toughor—moaner, and bcsides we're us—— thesc
days, thc aSF Story must show us thc rcversc side of our accepted attltudos, and so
Makc Us Think. ilcll, that's OK; I don't mind a little thinking once in a whilc.

Mr Salmond's novolct utilizes the catspaw theme some more, only with us on the
hot ond of the stick. D[asy to gucss who'll laugh Jast, of coursc, but it rcads well,

MGifts" (Gordon chkson) puts onc avcragc man on tho spot of having to accept
or roject; for the entire human raccj. an offer of Galactic aid which (he rcalizes)
has implications far beyond his undcrstanding. No obvious mishmash about ulterior
motivés: it's just all too damn big for the guy. So, was he right, or was hc wrong?

"Unhuman Sacrificc™, by Kathcrinc MacLecan, is a& fugghcad-missionary story. It's

Svabr s a convincing fug-mis talc, cxccpt that the
SIC b % 3 mis is just too fug to bc true, turncd
SIC {r\x Y £ Toosc in a hlgh—prlcod spaccship to goof
STC ' 2! _” up an cxpensively-locatcd planct. But it
SHLG \\ v #; talzes all kinds to put sufficicnt conflict

into a plote. Anyhow, thc-solution of the
problem . was absolutcly perfect, and the

littlc cpiloguc~items were choice indced.
Miz MacLcan, ma'am, do somc more, pleasc.

"But I rcad Pembertone."



ASTOUNDING is also notable for PSchuyler Millcr's thoughty discussions of book-
simc stf., And Doctor Asimov gives a thorough buildup for a quick oncec—oveT on poSSe
iblec rcasons why wc'rc not rcceiving cnvoys from Galactic Federations.

GALAXY, Dcc 1958: and here is the Big News of the Year. With the next (Feb 59)
issuc, Galaxy gocs bi--monthly, 196 pages, and 50¢. Room for longer stuff, and cven
the ncar-booklength can go as a -two—part scrial. For quick money to tide the zinc
over the transition period, sub-rates arc held to the old lcvel for a limited time.
Personally, ‘I subscribed; this change (in contradistinction to Satcllite's) scems to
bc sound, and I wouldn't likc to scc it fail for the lack of a little risk-capital.

' Tditor ‘Gold points out that Galaxy rcadcrs werc asked, back in the carly days,
to help sct the zine's policics—-— that it was the rcaders who voted down the letter—
col, and ctc. Now, again, rcadcr opinion is askecd; with a ncw format, changes can
bc incorporated. So write! (I votcd for considcrablc usc of longer matcrial as
opposcd to innumcrable forgettablc shorts, for a lcttercoly for cditorials most of
the timec, for scrials of no morc parts than two, for Willy Lcy as nccessary and also
sufficient on the scicnce-fact s1do, with possible rarc additive cxceptions, for a
ncw book-revicwer less allergic to scicnce~fiction~as—such than is Floyd C Gale, and
for bighod-yes-I-said-it-and-I' m-glad: fanzine revicws., Anyhow, I voted.)

If therc arc any Galaxy-despiscrs left over from the hatc-Galaxy fad ofsatiyear
or two ago, I would say that a good time %o drop that kick would bc last summer. IT
any of you arc missing Robert Schocklcy's litime sKeslleniP SN amBsaiddernedy o yEoits &
this (Dec) issuc we have Part 3;-and herc it becomes apparont that Scheckley is doing
somothing that has nccded doing for a }ooong timc—— he is thoroughly and methodically
dcveloping the central idea. of "Time Killer", coxploring all its fascinating faccts.,

_Vlc have a grcat numbcr of stf novels which introduce perfectly intriguing ideas,
play around with them for awhilo,’and then drop them half-cxplorced in order to avoid
holding up the A*C*T*I*0*N, If yow arc, as I am, fcd up with this half-Klass'd ‘way
of wrltlng, I rccommend to you this offering by Herr Scheckley. The gimmick is a
futuro scientific Hercafter; from this; Rob't takes off into a systematic theorizing
on’ cvery aspcet of supcrnatural idcology and superstition. He does this without any
dctracting from thc marching of the plot,; action and all. I choose to belicve that
the man is doing all this on purposc, just to prove that it can be done-- that it is
not neccesgsary to wash out thd Idea to kcep tho continuity rolllng. And I hope to
Ghod that ho succceds in sctting a sort of standard-- that novel-length vriters will
be bound by Scheckley's cxample to czplorc their gimmicks, rather than lcaving them
hanging out to dry in the usual backwash of thud-and-blunder. /And most sinccrcly, I
hopc that Scheckley dodsn't make a complctc ass out of me by dropping his currcnt
approach and going all-out for Action in his final installment. (Actually, I can sce
only onc definitive cnding for this story, and that an cquivocal one in terms of the

valucs of Dadten 1. Tl My abt s fthe ‘carly and major portion of Part 4,that worrics. )

'inn ©'Donncvan's '"Join Now' (novella, 38 pages) gimmicks—out on the paossibility
of spllttlng a mind along Frcudian lincs (supcr-cgo, idy; and libido—- Mr O'Donncvan,
sir, arc you surc you'rc digging Herr Frcud with an unwarpcd spadc?); with the plain
ol! normal body housing the supcr-cgo while the other components go. forth in synthet-
ic bodics to scck their fortuncs on Far Plancts, with no Recturn Guarantce. In fact,
the cntirc story is devoted to the qucst of g

poor ol' supcr-cgo,; to induce his formcr SIC //’>>QJ“\ 4{

brainmates to intcgratc with him, Little EIC ‘ \\

Rock just isn't in it, I toll you. Sl A8 }‘
"Nightmare With Zeppelins' is a-Pohl- \ Z S

{ornbluth rcconstruction of a very carly : i \”“i//(

stylc of S-F talc, with cmphasis on satirc e y

of the "makc war too horrible" school of
thought as attributcd to thc late Nobel.
. lovingly-mpldcd talec, as you might have

cxpccted from thesc master craftsmen. L= "so's I'll know what's wrong with tho

prozines., And I rcad the CRYlctters™
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h Galaxy's Herr Lcy discusscs, dcep-sca lifc, and its stratification, in his piccc
titled "The Strange Planct Hext Doorxrl,
™ “Jack Vancc's novclet (24 pages) "Ullward's Retrcat" is a hydra-hcaded satire:
first he takecs off on the crowdcd-humanity theme a la ""Caves of Stool”, burlcsquing
it to thc utmost; then he frees a character from the ratrace—- and drops the other
shoc. Though rcadable and enjoyablc, this comes ncarcst to justifying the chronic
complaint,that Galaxy cxtends and magnifics the trivial, of anything in thc issuc.
Liot that thé problem is trivial; unfortunately it's not. But it's a casc of too
littlc to say, rcally, sprcad too far,

Fritz Loiber'!'s "The Number of the Beast™ is a nice little 1ntorstollar whodunit
with the proper clucs dutifully displaycd,; if only wec'd pay att sontion.

Floyd C Galc docs a good job of av01d1ng further aggravation of his unfortunatc
allcrgy to scicncc—fiction other than amatcur, juvenile, or. otherwise pscudo-,

Jith 38 pades. ofrtho.Schecklcy sorlal this Galaxy hcid up very well,

F & S F, Dec:hlgis Budrys' "The ~,L)(o and the Lightning" cxzplorcs a spy~ray typc
of socicty, with scmi-rcasonablc paramctcrs. Suspicion is the watchword, and the
barc thought of a Dcicctor to countcract -Scanncrs ‘(which have hcat-ray attachmcnts)
is intolcrablc to thc populaco. Intercsting; but obscurc in spotss ham cnding.

Doctor iASimow /tho good witch doctor) contributcs a much-nceded discussion of

he rclationships bctwoun n the inversquarcly—diminishing farce of grav1tatlon, escapc
velocitics, and why Surfacc Gravity disn't the .entirce story if'n you'rce fixing to
land afd takc off from a ncw planct vath limitced fucl. A rcadablc, intcrcsting
antidotc to the slop you sce in the ncwspapers. ('Boyond the pull of gravity'"-—- ECH)

Spealking of witoh-doctors, Anthony Boucher (in "The Pink Catcrpillar") uscs them
T5(0)  (CNTIE(0) G - ezl aie TLactel MiSONel, (o%E tiHOntranling cxilc, not cntirely cixplained, but. potent,

3 Miriam Allen dclord's ”Tlnoquako“ rumplos sy day ! s—mombhiio i Nraimeist ol cibve AR NlicR
and'ther .chancc,.-t Of coursc, he's noti the only one...

"Tittle Old Miss Macbeth" (Fritz Leibor) is too offcetive for its onding. ‘Tsk.

"Honcysucklc Cottage™ is a. hilarious Yodchousc rcprint from "Mcet: Mr Mullincr".

Judith Mcrril's "ijish Upon a. Star' continuos the spacc—-coloniging -voyagce that
bezan with 4 malc flunkics brpCdlﬂg with. 20 femalc administrator-tcchnicianss this
story 'starts with thc sccond gencration rcaching maturity. It cnds cither ambiguously
or holding out for another soquol I can't tell vhich, for sure. Mostly good.

Boucher's revicw column is shorter than usual, but cvery bit as cogent,

"Dream Girl', by Ron Goulart, is another matorializod—hallucination job. This
un isn!t crosswise in its .own throat likec Ellison's, but it docs pcter out, some.

- #1Somcbody's Clothos—-- Somcbody's Lifc? (Corncll ioolrich) is perhaps a thicker
slicé of lifc than we're accustomed to, herc in the Ficld, Perhaps overdrawn at thc
boglnnlng, it is thoroughly human in thc lattcr half, though onding paradoxically.

Jaltcr Tevis' "Far From Home!" did rcad for awhllo T LAt TaL i i©aete) (eleptialEy, Gb@) Trbhca
out. to be onc of thosc pointless New Yorker bits, but the windup saved its: oh, it
uuroly el Gl Rl * T 1 analytlc about thisaEort of- thing, viithout spoiling 1t.

Oncc acalnq et di sl A rcadlng—rﬁactlons arc not necessarily mirrorcd truly in
the writeup, To “clarifyigigspaciailly liked
IF, ASF, & GALLYY, 'this month. F&SF also,

SIC e e in a mildcr fashion. The rest of the lot did
SIC not have it so well, for this appcarancc.
SIC.. FANTASTIC UNIVERSE is cither cxtremely

latc or has (in thc jargon of S-F Times)
"temporarily suspended", like PLANET, -I'd
say that the rccord proves, now, that.a stf-
zinc can't be salvaged by appcaling to the
Lunatic Fringe, sauccr or otherwisc. The goof
will buy his own astrology or othcer niwitzinc,
bccausc yours is too dilutc for him, Prosite.

_ : DAl Lot's hike up our pants—cufifs and skirts, and
S W - . ((pm)) dancc, huh? Just don't splash so much.

"sols I'll know what's wrong with
Pcmberton!"
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Fijagh ¥, Diek ElIinzton, PO Box 10N, Gooper 3tatiod, How Yorlk 3, New

S Yorle; sent to OMPA members tho a letter of comment will suffice
if you don't belong., Most of the material is rcadable and entertaining,
but. .thisliistandes ‘out for a'little mem of a thing, venied 'I gudss by
Ellington, nurporting to be an account of a Russian consular official

who mcets up with some fans. Tho first bunch arc called the New Yorlk:

S.I'. Squarc, decadent petty bourzeois intellectuals who bssk in the luxury
of Riverside Drive. The sccond proun arc heroic worker-types that run

off underground wmimcoed mags in a ccllar in Greenwich Village, ant the
alttihor mects thom just in time to warn thom of apolice raid initiated by
the Squares. The elowments of fannish allusion and political parody have
been blcnded togather here to form an enjoyable niece that isn't overly
obscurec.

JD/Scurvy ;#31; CiPA, 204 or /%1 from Lynn A, Niclman, 30l N. L6 Site

R S E3T: Vet “Till Inoh 8y SSens,  'I* have no’ objeetion against’ fans
'zines being put out by, for, and about Tans; a lot of intercsting rcading
fall st o Tluiss watEgony J = But, - ElieRe Vs 'a richt- way and a wrong way to zo
about it, anc somchow T don't feel that writing on the samec level as a tcle-
PhomE 0 g CTORy bRt e HT it 0 FordmEta:--1 T o  more’ plet, vhant the yecllow
pages and about as much charactorization as the zeneral listinss with the
bulk of the spacc devoted to a listing of namcs. This is about the sub-
stance: of the dteins penned by JimiHarmen and the cditer: T would cxpect
scmething better than this from Harmon who broke into fannish LS. = 9.0, %00
spcal, via the door to Harlam Ellison's room at the 195l Midwestcon, with
a descriptive articlc cof the scene in Psychotic., Dan lMcPhail's South-
westercon reovort isn't as devoted to nanc dropning, but then hiis mgy be
duc to the fact that not many pcoplec attended the thing. T'd suggest
Ron Bennettt!s Fandircctory; not only arc thc names in alphabctical ader,
but hec also furnishes addrcsses to go along with 'cm,

Whon ;#1, L/50¢, Robert Foster, 2955 Tudor Avenue, Victoria,B,C.,, Canada,
This first issue doesn't get strung up on'a nscudo-pro kicl,
which usgd to bug the cfforts of nowcomors in past ycars, instcad it sccms
to lave pastedsions of being .1itble mag~ish with quality and a4 1. Tt
cocsn't succced too well. Piction, poectry, book revicws, and a chatter
column comprisc the matcerial, all hollow in contont and pporl v dome; Sy Ehc
artvork and gencral lay-out arc lilewisc ill-conceived, Putting out :a
fmz in sideways half-lcgmal is cumbersome, but at I ast the cditor ia de
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rcading ‘a bit casier by using dummicd double colwmns instcad of solid
text i+ Howevegh ST @emiss think thalt justilticd marging are justifiecd-when
1t weurle. Blashe IO HSISNSEsero . PO ¥ 1y « gghat Pull 80 % -1 mag:  suels Lac i Fcg
d ol I's v e e M isEsSeEr e B el 1 47 Whon T thesr cad ing -mat er Is—of Slew e lstome:
Inriviendo, «for instancc, has a wvery rcadable layout that is no hassle at
alil Ge work et isTies 1 1LEos and jle ttewdns arc ‘cut  and: thie s toncdil s

10 11-€ CRalNU o= IIC M aEies s, c.arc 4 talrent-aas ¢ T Lt " THo> pasc - ‘Ao e s lilsd criakich
iTiE o8 Glie. " dFaisme SAC ooy therets enolyeh -white | sDace A Gud-Tiieres
nobining . wrang Sissirspat | il to- put joul: a litUle-mag “typcjol fanzine, SsHiiG
Cllesarorip  Clack-Nsmsi ROl GALl S 0iC (thoy call theiwselves the Tternals) coull
do=much “WOoT. s esBaMrs Teadcthru s file af ‘Skyhook which has~presenteid
squmet'really [SRESIioca#eny.poetry, sifush-literary cripiciSm-ané prezins,
boolt and fanzinc revicws,

Stellar/Gafia/Gambit 4ts 20-2!., froce with Rumble, Ted Whistey * 2712 Nozk

Strcet, “Baltimores18, NaryEFamnd, - 200 s
22 arec one-sheetersvthathave Whiteish chit-chat and the like, For.the
Solacon, Ted made 21 a bit thicker by adding material other than his own,
like, o siortssteony by Allan Wingate.  Now .this is handlgd mueh hét e -Llian
the yarns presentcd in jhen, but it's mired by pointless overwriting of
trivial details and whilc clever and all, it docsn't rcally say anything
The two Gambits (another title chance for the Whitezines) read as if Ted
had run all the way home frowm thc con and, as he lay cxhaustcd on the
floor, was trying to tcll lagnus and Hitchcoclt everything that lanpened
all at oncc, without waiting until he zot his breath back (with a recsul-
ting incoherency,. and a derailed train of thought thruout). Howecver,
Tedrlik has looscned up his writing stylc; goes into.cofiversational. narrae
tive and applies light touches of humor herc and there that should, onee
he has time to sit down and think tiings out, make his mags a lot morec
rcadable.

Inside, Sciense Fiction 453, 307 or lp /91, (Ron Smith, P. Ok Bex=l0ls Bewics
¢cley 1, California. Around fivc years ago, I
guuss, therc werc a numbor of offset mags being put out; today there is
only ongs. JNElde.s s a1ice. to havesa: metont 1lssue, at -hands sinee o Bhers
wisc one mlzht get the idca that I'm one of thesc monsters who's Down
upon Aspiring-Young-~iriters and Doesn't-Apprcciate-Fan-Fiction. I'm not,
really, I tsEinaiE-blnat ‘T dislike mostiofthe fam-fictionswritborns . ks
generally childishly pscudo -pro, or maybe cven a plot outlinc whoerecin the
earth is mcnaced and savcéd in 1500 words. The characters aron!'t real
and the authors gcnerally botch un the wholc scenc by tealzinz thecmsclves a

bit too s criously. For a good dosc of amatcur -- fan-fiction that isn't
necessarily. stfiglh (Tlie - suggest The Incomplcat Burbee., Or, you canr cad
thru an lssue of Inside, lile the current oncd.” "Shadrach, leshach and

Abednigo" by Dave Folecy i5 a biting bit of satire that stands VP HOnE e
own. Tony Bouchcr has a wonderful short-short that's no more than 500
vords wihich!ll probab ly never anncar in a pmz. And Dave Runch's "How
They Did For The Doggie. At The Curbside’ with its two preschool age lkids
cutting up their dog with a butcher knife, comes thru rather wdl 1 as a
comnentary on Amecrican suburbania, It'!'s nicc to know that good, recadablc
Tiction can b¢ written. Badting the storics up arc picces by Tuclker,
Bloch, and Willis, adcquatc book revicws, and some finc cartoons,

Vampire Trader j#7, 5/50#, Stony Brook Barncs, Rt. 1, Box 1102, Grants

. rags, Onsgon, The biec news this issudk’ ' Ehat: VP i
no  Yeng@er ‘be gonthly because putting it olit cosbts too mueh when fthere
aren t enough - ads "to cover cost of mailing it out. Somewherc further

©
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Along in the oditorial, it's intimatecd that the circulation is a groa§
Tig <100, . LeSEec o taal b Sk fnhlieBetas: 3" or ~pos tage )t therimeo panen 1s
oqﬁivalont Eo a local brand knowvm as Fibre=Tint which gocs for 1.75 a
rcam, withg® sheets.tivics e hundmediwill make. tiic papei eXpense:less
thanss2ehbalfEar qidres of s sigilessy widl ~be  qro-undjlablgsiand, all *that s
left are tho *stancs and tho hectoed cover run off on newsprint, 50 I

£Ue SISk et ot Seadii B0 Ei Do CRELE , i el nut e Bk sas s i o 2tare aillds
el tulisic Sved T Selngoe S B0 rehgwnthabn gt t ingl qut [a. Tanziiei¥do es) cosib’ 2
little memey Jroswans forta motlefueltont that laynostly, dds.

Innuendo #8,  trade, lettcr of comment, Terry Carr, 2315 Dwight ‘ay, Room
TR TAF rays 10lsmBerkcley Y, Califewnia:: ~And, lfordgentrast, herelds-h
56 wEaoc-ranginasthar lhes, ne: dinc g pomn. a ds oy subberssard 4 eligek=1ull
of Hglia LIk fuie aamiesly matd@ial . y ARTer. an,issue.is completed, - allran, of f
and copics asgembld. for loecal friends, the satigfactisnief holding she
fimishcd* product sig siuch: that It ustifies dthe wholg -expierrde yar)e trouble'
that was gonc into. ‘Perhaps Stony Broolk- Barnes should soond moresrine. |
gotting tosother some rcadable matorial for his fand ne and -maybe the. -,
rotupn. (subs , ¢golbo; etcid will sbeisuch that. he wombtimind: thelcxprense
.00 98N enrad s e and, ven !t sweidraround nt il thepesare -cnoughiads 5o
conerypottage!. SIsihor. a kS fan Gapld s¥jus t.a. goddan habbgEs G0 you wahtito.
malge mondyys your mimeo. can be.put«to more profitable;use by runnihgl-~off,
andupgddidiing Jpornegraphy Flilke «tlg ¢things  they peddls int Tiajuana,

Bem ;#6, last issue from lal Ashworth, 10 Malzin St., Tong St., Bradford i
Yorkshire, England. Itts only been three-yoars ' ‘sircc ‘Hiand Herco

is the annish, Tor awhilc, thert was a whole monstrous pils. of fmz coming

firom pnglond, tho this has tgpered off somewhat, save .for ;apac 4 nes. A =

superficials tliumbing thrued Bom eaves ' the impressden that . it Ssmwit.a

Par tihelrlag lean sd: stlnfulchoc fwz;- iiond vis ig bheforcigetting dowmn tosmad

the mapcnhia ls V1n¢ Clarkc tells the story of the heax ncofar the London
¢irclc foisted upern- ‘fali fllWLs. BRcER Calltins. hasery Meabiil] t tile Mihagettc,
and thore're itoms. by Ralt s Fn cveishs “*\Ol and ITigel Lindsay, and Christovher

YVEO 1 At @pciuinltal ORaABmIGN @ s 1F SIS k@

Yandro #0609, 15¢ or'12/51,50, Bob Conlson, 1058 Shistb s Tl Wabash, Indiana.
ThuPOYS notlln* antlcularly outstonding: auout Yanoro, cven thish
Lpyinds s o that way, «espite the drcsenta ‘tion ol Bob Bloch's Solacon
Spggch. ”hbn I first’ saw.that there was a pideco of .fan=fiction by Dave
Jehrctte, I sa d to myseli, oh-oh, not another of those stl-ized jokcs-
that-overryonc-has-hcord, padded owt. to a thousand or so words. It-turncd
owfadio“biewng mic. et tH o Shony, ThuEadenin, ‘het oubstanding,., Singlelissues
of thHisg fmz scem to'possess. a Lack, ® methins thai, aipears not to be .
missing when gQdng -thrura file conSnsthg (@) TE el @ AlAE O7E EVo) ! output.

I have the September SP-Times on hand, which like a lot of the other fmz
hat T reviewed herc, wcre loancd £o me by Ron ELLElkS Peiianiicll T “thanl:
himi They!ro fhessame ol!)SF TimgseWith the writers skillfully -sidc-step-
ping things:faasasnisgh asrmuch as pos Slblo and ‘pickihz up on cveryslitl "ol
proish detail that comcs by, About the only ncws worth'“onoatinr is"that
The ninz: wobetes burgst elrbiiel  tlie: ke Eligye: foel mhdypds dmsairith-thne 855,
Price tagz, with IFESE being tHeée wanamrd by orlcln” copics 1in somec arecas at
OIS S Olalesvie LT o ali® Rl and “Track-ean Mjumpi f¥om 35 to Op (veith¥eop, Lin-

crcascd from 68 to 76), I gucss s-f maps shouléd be able to do i 5
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Carl Brandon, October 18, 1953
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as viewed by Wally Weber

No convention has ever had quite the build-up as South Gate. For a complete decade
the world of fandom had been besieged with the convention cry of the Outlanders, "South
Gate in '58!" By 1957 Rick Sneary and his cohorts could not have avoided the responsi-
bility of the 1958 convention if they had departed to the far side of the Galaxy, or
even The Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction. Their persistent slogan had conguered
space, time, and the Atlantic Ocean, The vote taken at London was a mere formality; it
had actually been decided long years ago that it would be South Gate in '58.

The convention-goers would have been cheated but for the Solacon convention Commit-
tee's brilliant manipulation of South Gate real estate. Having discovered that no hotels
in South Gate were adequate sites for the Solacon, they managed to have The Alexandria
Hotel and some surrounding property become a part of South Gate for the duration of the
convention. This feat should be regarded with awe for it is probably without equal both
within and without the microcosm of Fandcm.

Altogether, it was a more-fabulous-than-usual convention I attended. The progress
reports that came to me in the mail were not particularly indicative of anything unusual-
ly remarkable, but if I had given much thought to the matter I could have been better
prepared for the fabulous nature of the Solacon. After all, it was being held in an area
containing the highest density of fabulous-fan population in the entire known universe,
But such considerations had been neglected while I busily worried about finances, trans-
portation, vacation, and a dozen equally insignificant problems that would have taken
care of themselves just as well without all the fretting.

The trip from Seattle {o Los Angeles was to ve made in my tired Chevrolet (four
tires to be exact; with a fifth buried inaccessibly ‘under the luggage in the trunk).
Three adventurous Seattle fans were to accompany me; Bill Austin, who would get off at
Sacremento on his way to San Francisco, Geneva Wyman, treasurer of our Seattle club,
and Wally Gonser, vice president of the club., Wally Gonser and I had planned to trade
off driving. We had planned this, that is, until I saw the picture postcard. "How
odd," I had remarked upon seeing it. 'Imagine anyone making a picture postcard from a
photograph of a bowl of pretzels and tangled spaghetti,” Wally Gonser wanted to see it
so I handed it to him. "You idiot;" he commented sweetly. "That's an aerial view of
the Los Angeles freeways!'" Flattery got him nowhere. IExcept for a short stretch of
impossible curves where Bill fustin took the controls, Wally Gonser drove the whole trip
straight through without sleep. : :

Despite our maps and the fact that Geneva had been to Los Angeles before, the three
of us arrived at the Alexandria Hotel early Thursday afternoon. After stowing things in
the room we two Wally's were sharing on the 1lhth floor, I went down to the lobby to look
for fannish things, It was there that an unbelievable experience was in store for me.
Terry Carr acknowledged me by name! Having been recognized by the publishing giant, I
knew I must at last be a BNF. The Solacon could not possibly be a faiiure to me after
that.

Ron Bennett, the TAFF representative from jolly ol' England was present and accoun-
ting for many friendly handshakes., He was aware of my efforts to have John Berry in his
place and how I had gcne through the Seattle phone directory to aquire names and addres-
ses for the TAFF ballots I had run off on my mimeo, so I had to keep a wary eye on him
for fear of reprisal. You can tell I'm not used to dealing with these Englishmen. His
method of reprisal was so typically subtle that only now, after considerable deliberate
thought on the matter, have I been able to determine that a retaliation had actually
been committed. That sneaky Bennett made himself so likable that I completely forgot
to regret the fact that Berry hadn't won!

Well, I won't let this happen again. CONTRIBUTE NOW TO THE "BRING BERRY OVER"
FUND., Wilh but a single candidate, we can't possibly lose,

From somevwhere I learned that Forrest J. Ackerman (you may have heard of him --
he's a Cry subscriber or something) was inviting all fans over to his place Thursday
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" night. I had to be there because it was the fannish thing to do. Unfertunately Forry!s
place was quite a distance from the Alexandria Hotel. The memory of that picture post-
card showing the los Angeles freeways was still fresh, so I searched for and found Wally
Gonser. He still hadn't slept after driving all the way from Seattle, but he agreed to
drive me out to the Ackerman household.

Wally went down to the basement to get the car. Meanwhile I rounded up Geneva and
a few other fans to accompany us. A few did I say? Well, my Chevrolet looked pretty
small ‘to the eleven of us as we crowded around it. Even at that things would not have
been quite so impossible if sowe theory hadn't taken hold to the effect that having more
than three adults in the front seat would mean inmediate arrest and iamprisonment.

There were exactly two females in the crowd. These two, along will Waliy Gonser who
claimed he could drive better from the front seat, made up the quota. There remained
eight fans and a total of one back seat. It was my car so all eyes turned %o me for .
judgement. I had to be stern. "We'll squeeze everyone in that we can get in, and the
rest will have to stay here or arrange for other transportation," I declared. We then
began the squeezing. Three got in and sat on the seat. Three more worked their way in
and occupied laps. The back seat was obviously as full as it could get, and there were
still two left outside. We found, however, that by impaling Ron Bennett on one door
handle, there was room to squeeze one more person in by operating the opposite door
similarly to the handle on an orange juicer. The door finally latched, although the
sound of it could barely be heard for the noise of crushing bodies and pitiful groans
that issued from the back seat. We had got ail but one person in. It suddenly came to
wme that I was that person!

I entered the car throcugh the open window much as a diving swimmer enters the water,
I had the feeling all the way out to Ackerman's house that a very important part of me
was still outside the car and I cautioned Wally not to drive toc close to anything on
that side. The trip seemed to last an eternity, and the fact that one of the crushed
fans who was directing us would keep repeating, "It's just another couple blocks," at
intervals of one mile did little to make the trip shorter. When at last we did arrive
at the street Forry's house was on, we found the way blocked by another house that was
parked in the middle of the street. It hardly seemed possible that we had arrived
alive when the block was finally. circumnavigated and we scraped into Forirty‘’s driveway.

The experience of seeing the place was well worth the effort of getting there.
Forry's place is less a house than it is a combination of library and museum.’ All rooms
have shelves of books and magazines and displays of artwork. One haliway has the walls
papered with the design of bookshelves filled with untitled books. Guests are invited
tc title the books to suit themselves, Behind the house is a large building, probacly
intended at one “ime to serve as a double garage, which holds fantastlcs stackb of un=- -
sorted magezines, books, artwork, and fans.

I don't really know how many fans were there. Well over & hundred I would say.
They fingered, drooled over, admired, and talked about the smazing collection of every-
thing that had to do with fantasy or sScience fiction; and I can't imagine how Forry
could trust such a collection to such a large group.of unknown fans. Wondering about
this kept we from adding to my own collection., Perhaps ‘it worked that way with every-
body,

The two main features of the evening were the meeting of the LAGFS and the color
slides shown by Morris Dollens. Dollens' slides were of scme of his paintings, and they
were beautiful things. The amount of painting he does and the fact that he sells so
cheaply will never cease to amaze me.

During the showing of the slides, Wally Gonser finally succumbed to his long time
without sleep. Although he was still seated cn the piano bench with his head pr.pped
up on the music rack, he was ro longer with us. Who in the everlovirg world would drive
me back to the Alexandria Hotel? :

Eventually it came to the point where I had to face up to driving back myself, The
only passengers I dared take were Wally, who slept peacefully in the bacxk seat, and
Geneva, who was being either brave or desperate. By some miraculous manlpuLatlon eoffthe
laws cf random chance I found the correct route to the right hotel. Wally and Geneva
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ch, out, .and Jerry Franm gob dg. Jerry was another Seattliz fan wio had coine to the
convention by plane through the courtesy of his ex-employer, West Coast Airlines. - :
Jerry was willing to see Forry's place so, with the confidence of having made one.
successful trip, I headed the car back in what I fondly believed to be the correct
direction. Scme of the streets had evidentally been taken away for cleaning, or per-
haps the city had heen revised about that time to provide for the annexation of the
Alexandria Hotel by South Gate. Whatever the reason, I became hopelessly lost. Jerry
finally had to get out and ask a policeman the way, after which he directed me out to-

Forry's. It turned out that T would never have found the place if he hadn't., The house .

in the middle of the street was no longer there, and I had been depending upon it for
a landmarK. The original name of Ios Angeles must have been Lost Angeles; this I
Be L ieyEee

I was up early, if not bright, Friday morning in order not to miss a thing. Honey
Graham and Rick Sneary were getting things arranged for registration on the balcony.
Tables were also being set up in the adjoining display room. It was the wish of the
Solacon committee that the doors be opened to the balcony so that fans could register
before being distracted by the displays. 4n enmployee of the hotel who was in charge of
such things argued for a while why it would be better to leave the doors to the balcony
closed, but he was hopelessly outnumbered by committee members and other fans. The
real reason for his reluctance to open balcony doors was revealed some time later
when another hotel employee appeared with a hacksaw 1nstead of a padlock key. After :
that those doors were opened for good. : -

It's no use trying to maintain any form of time-sense for the remainder of: the
conventlon. A great number of things happened -~ upon reflection I find it difficult

to believe all of them could have happened in only four days -- but the order of their
occufgeriee is unrememoered and probably unlmportanta The events described below just
nappened and if they ‘are not described 1n the proper orde;, I refuse to worry about
it. ; 7
Ordlnarlly the  first scheduled program-at science fiction conventions begins l&ate.
The Solacon outdid them all. The first scheduled program of thé Solacon didn't happen -
at all. A futile effort was made by scme of the Solacorn.committee to attract fans into
the main convention meeting rocm, but' after looking out. over a vast audience of  perhaps
ten individuals, the effort was abandoned. ©Stan Woolston filled in with interviews ;
which took place on the balcony and was broadcast through the P.A. system to the empty
meeting hall.

The dlsplay rooun featured Morris Dollens more than anybody. He had an arrangement
by which wusic was traisposed to colored lights. Whenever his gadget was working, all
the peoplie in the room tended to gravitate toward his cormer. In addition-he had a
number of his excellent paintings for sale at very low prices.  But I have already
gushed over this crazy Doliens character. On to something else.

Ono table on the balcony was set up for selling banquet tickets and propeller
beanies. I resisted as long as possible, but within an hour I had purchased one of
each., With the exception of a minute. or so at Pershing Square, a short trip outside
of the South Gate temporary city limits for food, and the infrequent times when I was
sleeping, my newly aquired propeller bemnie did not leave my head during the entire
convention. :

I might as well mention the Pershing Square incicent before you hear it from Welly
Gonser., His version is probably grossiy ex&dgerated and much too lurid. Wally insisted
that, despite my mania for staying within the confines of & ¢onvention hotel and never
seeing any part of the rest of the city, I should at least lét him 'show me Pershing
Square., Hoping to keep him in good humor so that he would be willing to drive all the
way back to Seettle, and knowing the place was only a block or twoaway, I told him to
lead the way. By that time, of course, my propeller beanie had become so much a part of
we that I didn't think to take it off. As soon as we had gone 150 feet: from the hotel,
people on the street began looking in my direction with rather strange expressions, and
I realized my headgear was no longer conforming to the surrounding:society. ' Still, I
figured I was still a fan, and I heard that the citizens of Los Angeles were'on the
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whole inured to the unordinary. In all likeiihood, the strange expressions belonged to
tourists who were mistaking me for a native of Los Angelesa With thcse thoughts as armor
I proceeded on with Wally.

Looking back, I can be relieved that our eypedltlon took place during the daytime.
If my information on the character of Pershing Square during the evening hours is at all
accurate, my problems would have been multiplied considerably. As it happened, Wally
and I followed the sounds of a heated religious discussion until we found a small crowd
around two individuals who were grimly intent upon out-shouting each other. My . appear-
ance distracted a portion of the’audieﬁqe, however; and one gentleman finally asked me
if he might borrow my headpiece for a moment. Curiosity prompted me to allow him to
take the beanie., He took it tenderly,'llxe the precious crown it was, and made his way
through the crowd until he was within reaching distance of one of the arguing men. At
an opportune moment, he placed my propeller beanie on that man®s head. The arguement
paused while the man exawined his newly aquired headgear. Then, replacing it on his
head, the man began to flap his arms foollshly while yeliing at his opponent, "Whee!l
I'm going into orbit to see Jesus Christ!". For a moment his opponent looked on in
horror, but it was soon apparent by the way his hands weres beccming fists that he had
an answer coming up. My beanie was returned before physical harm could befall it, and
Wally and I -went on our way.

In the trip around the Square on the way back to the Hotel, remarks were directed
at me such as, "When are you going into orbit, son}" and, "He‘ll be a big help to his
Mommy when he grows up,'" thus making my day complete.

. Aside frcm that, onliy one other thing bothered me about my propeller beanie. It
had three propellers on it that were suppesed to be contrarotating. Which way does
that third propeller go?? : ;

There were a number of interesting bcheduled.programs atv the So]acona Ray Bradbury
gave an interesting view of what a person must expect to do in order to succeed in his.
work. Rog Phillips had considerable trouble adjusting the microphone for Ray, which
gave Ray the opportunity .o triumphantly remark, "I hate machines!" John Campbell di-
vided his time between describing the latest proven unscientific method for locating
gas pipes and deploring the quality and content of the stories he has been printing
the last few years. In regard to the latter, John felt that modetn science fiction is
living on its, laurels, if any, and that the writers were no longer willing to take the
chance of looking foolish ir corder to tiry out. a new idea. Mr. Campbell brainwashed me.
completely,-as usual, so if any of you who attended the convention noticed me acting
a bit foolish, I was:only trying to see what it felt like to try out a new idea even
though I didn't have a néw idea to try oub.

Probably the most interesting and 1nfurmat1ve speech at the convention was Rlchard
Matheson's at the banquet. Unfortunately I had forgotten to go to bed the night before
and kept -dozing off during the banquet speeches, with the result that I came to some-
where . in the middle of his. I wonder if Frank Dietz has a zecordlng of it so I ean
fird out where he started from.

And while we're on the subject of banquets, I have a case to present to the GDA.
Last year at London I'was skipped when the food was being handed ocut, and it was only
the outcriesg of the surrounding guests as I tried to sneak = little something to eat
frem their plates that finally axroused the curiosity among the waitresses that at.
length resulted in my obtaining scmething to eats-.This year at the Solacon was much
the same thing, only moreso. The waitress ran out of food after seVV1ng Flora Jones,
who was seated at my right. When she came back with more food, she started out with
G. M., Carr, who ‘was Seated on my left, and continued on into the distance. In time a
waitress appeared on the other side of the table. She saw my sad plight but explained
that she was unable to help me out because she was only responsible for serving the
people on her side of the table, Finally, with the last bit of wmy waning strength, I
succeeded in summoning the waitress for my side of the table. I will say that she made
up for her oversight, The plate she came staggering back with was laden with more meat
than three normal servings. I ate it all, even though my conscience bothered me about
the other twc people who must have gone without being served in order for me to have so
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wuch, My troubles were not over; hcwever. Jean Bogert nad given me her portion of
squash in order that my vegetables would be in balance with the amount of meat on my
plate, but all the food had developed within me a terrible thirst. Unfortunately I
do not consider coffee to be fit for a neofan, and had turned my cup upside-down to
make it impossible for the waitress to give me any by mistake. It finally became clear
that I would have to make an issue over the milk, too. This time I was fooled, because
the dear girl finally noticed on her own and brought me not one, but two glasses of
milk, Jean Bogert gave me her dessert which, along with my own dessert (whlch was
miraculously delivered on schedule with the rest) made my double meal complete.

The frustrating part of all this is I have no real ccmplaint coming, due to the
fact that eventually I do get served and generally the extra service more than makes
up for the original oversight. Yet there is a peculiar niggling feeling that behind
this strained coincidence is a sinister something that needs investigation. I've never
had any such trouble before London:. But by ghod if something goes awry w1th my serving

:at the Detention banquet, I'm going straight to the GDA}

Early in the conventjon a tea’drinking contest was held. This is a follow-up on
the tea drinking contest planned at the London convention, but it turned out to be more

'_ of a travesty of it. The rules for the London contest had been extremelyﬁprecise; great

care was exercised that all contestants received tea of equal strength and temperature,
and ‘that only a certain amount of additional substances could be added to the tea by the

dindividual contestants. At the Solacon, practically all of these rules went by the

board. Mike Hinge, an Australian representative, was selected to brew the tea because

of his famlllarlty with the art, but he was provided with tea bags, which he considered

to be barbaric. Being an idealist, Mike ripped open fifty tea bags in order to brew

tea in the manner in which he was accustomed. His equipment had no provisions for fil.

tering out:the loose tea once the brew was completed, however, with the results that

the contestants had to contend with a sediment of tealeaves in their first few cupfulls.
Mike'!s brutal behavior with the first batch of teabags had other effects. It used

up the teabag supply, so that in a short while the contest was out of tea. The situa-

tion was ccmplicated by the fact that the official Solacon teabag procurer, Ted John-
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