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This is page ==3== of C*R¥Y #132, Oct 1959-~ the Confused Issue, in at least
four pun-packed meanings of the term.

Box 92, 920 3rd Ave, Seattle 4, Washs cling to that as the one fixed point of
reference in a time of howling chaos-- like, we're all changing jobs again around
here, and are getting New Blood in the Business, too. Oh, yeh-- CRY is still 25¢ oxr
5/$1 or 12/$2 (and John Berry takes UK subs at 1/9, 5 for 7/-, 12 for 14/-}, still
holding to monthly schedule, and next due out Nov 1st, y'hear? '
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The Crank is mostly being turned this time by Jim Webbert, D.D.(Doctor of Duplicat—
ion), who interned at the Gregg Calkins Institute. Tosk broke out with a bad case of
relatives who are throwing a family-style housewarming for him today, so Jim and I
laid violent hands on the Gestetner last night and today. Wally will probably get
ink all over himself, too, as soon as he finishes writing the Minutes. Pages 5-11
(the odd numbers) and 22-27 suffer from being first in line while we were getting the
bugs out of our technique. Pages 16-18 suffer from Wally cutting them on his port-—
able before we caught him. The rest of the pages just suffer because we're sadists,

Yes, there are changes: Effective next month, Wally Vieber takes over the letter-—
col, besides the Minutes, Effective last month, Elinor became the Circulation and
Mailing Dep't (just when we'd convinced you to send subs to Tosk); dunno just what
policy changes she has in mind, if any. Tosk is going to relax back to cutting some
stencils and (except for special occasions like today's Toskey-housewarming) keeping
his hand in at the Gestetner & Multigraph, for awhile. Jim Webbert has joined the .
publishing staff, and Wally Gonser expects to get in on that and a bit of the stenciil
work, also, in the near future. And does anyone want a nice stack of page 15 with
page 8 on the back of it? We have one available—- cheap.

"The Goon Goes West" will be running in rather large installments, in future--
there'd've been about 10 pages this month if the P.O. had turned up with the ATom-"
illoes to go with it (don't worry, John & Arthur; this first part will be restencil'd
for the bdok version). S*0*! Except for the 10th Annish (#135, Jan '60), the next
several months of CRY are going to have to lay out about like this: "Goon Goes Vest",
"Fandom Harvest", Minutes, a shorter lettercol than usual (but longer than this tine)
and one-page gems of wit-&-wisdom to cope with the embarrassing situation where "the
previous item ends on an even-numbered page, and the next item wants to start on a.
nspread". This policy is not exactly iron-clad, of course, but as a general rule we
will figure that longer contributions are aimed for the Annish. After that, we'll
see how it's going, and re-evaluate if possible. OK??

(There are 60 lines to a page, before knocking off space for headings and with-
out allowing for space between paragraphs. Phere are a maximum of about 80 charact-
ers to a line, using elite typers on the stencils, as we do. Bless you, one & all.)

Congratulations and thanks to all who helped Bring Berry to Detroit (among dier
places) and put him once again in the saddle of a typer. Hope you all-got to meet

John, and-- maan, wasn't it great, though? __,17 for this month-- -Buz.
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Ti#tde 1-d 1o o 5
by Renfrew Pemberton £ ; i 10 7o L= 5e
It's a small patch for plowing, tliese days;_where's TheIMan With The Hoe?

If, Novs Johnnie Pederson on the cover, with a neat Hallowe'en twist. Leadoff-picce
is John Rackham's novelet, "If You Wish". Here's a slightly’'different look at the
question of what makes a human : differ from a robot, as seen in the attitudes .of a guy
who can't stand humans. Of course, there's a trick to it... a cute trick, even. OK-
type reading, if predictable, like most "surprise" endings.

Miriam deFord!s "Not Snow Nor Rain' is one of these deals where the dedicated
worker follows up a discrepancy and thus uncovers The Aliens, I did think this
Boojum-type ending was out—of-date by now, but maybe it's a revival or something.

"Goodbye, Gloria" (Ted Bain) is an odd one—~ first we have the buildup, and then
we skip immediately to the aftermath-- Ted don't mess with Mister In-Between at all,
eXuept in sketchy retrospect.. I wonder if this was for effect, by the author, or
whether the editor carved this out of a longer submission because the. demonstratlon—
part was not as convincingly done as what appears. Not bad except for that feelln'r
that the filler was left out of the pie.

"Return of a Prodigal", by J.T.McIntosh: Uneven. This gal is one of very few
Luna-born folks who are not "viaphobic" (subject to near-fatal space-sickness), and
she thinks the whole viaphobe routine is all in your mind, and says so right out in
print-- gets run out of Luna City for it, she does. Comes back, though. And from
here, the author flipflops the attitudes of the heroine. and the reader a couple of
times, before coming up with his answers. I think he flipped a 001n, for those,
though the whole thiag keeps you interested.

Tynne Vhiteford's "The Gelzek Business" has a beautlful but willful a11en glrl
putting local businessmen through hoops, but it comes up a re—do of "Mewhu's Jet"
except that Sturgeon's ending was much more poignant.

Book-reviewers certainly vary: here, Fred Pohl labels Budrys' ."The Falllng orch"
a Definitive Work. In F&SF, dknight tabs it a transplanted Lithuanian-underground
story. DNeither of them mention the way the paback-edition fouled up the crucial
scene with the Classifier by what appears to be a goof in the Printing Dep't.

Jerry Sohl's "Counterweight" tries a new attack on the problem of space-fever
on long tripssg best thing I've seen by Sohl he should do more shorts; not novels.

"Orange" (E C Tubb) is on the "Hunting Season" theme, but on an alien planet
and with new weird-and-interesting background, which spices up the Action.

Science-Fantasy (subscrlptlons available through Ben Stark, 113 Ardmore Rd, Berkeley,
Calif, as well as directly from the publisher ((see back CRYs)) ), #36, Aug:

John Brunner's "Echo in the Skull" (short novel)(74pp): Recurring "impossible
memories" drive girl to penultimate stage of alcoholism; not only that, the couple-
“owning the fleabag where she's behind on her rent, have Evil Designs on her. Like,
this kid is .lacking in security and happiness, and it gets worse, While the solution
is straight s—f and simply rife with Scope, the treatment is Unknownlsh. Choice.

"The Long Eureka" (Arthur Sellings) is a well-done tale ‘of the guy who diséovers
Immortality (long since) but can't get anyone to believe him or test his claim. 000g..

- Ted Tubb's "Somebody Wants You" is an early-Scheckleylike ironic bit about a guy
who can't even make the scene by se111ng himself for Spare Parts. Predictable in
overall flavor of windup, but not in detail. =

SaMoskowitz on the s—f side of A:Conan Doyle, including the howcomes.

I like this zine, including the ease of reviewing a 3-title contents-page.

Harvey Kurzman's Jungle Book (paperback, 35¢3 I haven't brought it home yet from my
‘desk down at work, and forget who publishes it, but you'll find it O0K) will be
prowled by all who dig the.earlier (comlc—book) lads-— including Renfrew Your Host.

- = - = - = . e = -— =" -— = - = -— =] -— = = = - = - = - =

Terry Carr (for TAFF) announces that while he apDreclates Ted Whlte's p1a01ng a ad
in the Detroit Program Book, Terry himself didn't. see the copy until it appeared, and
deplores the pitch therein. Seems he wasn't planning on, mahlng a Pederal Case of ites
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Astounding, Oct: Part Two-and-Last of Mark Phillips! "That Sweet Little O0ld Lady"
indicates that the major impact of this story will be that of giving Randall Garrett
a good costume for the Detention, based on last month's cover (Henry VIII). It's
still a mixture of absurdity and suspense, with the former predominating; but the
laughs are fewer as the climax approaches, and the plotline just isn't up to taking
over. Owerall, this one (both parts) is an unhomogenized mixture of Russellesque
gaglines (that's LF, of course), and Taut Drama which comes out on the short end.

"The Law Breakers", by Chris Anvil: here the Alien Invaders have the LFR slant
also, but with a twist. This one would be more fun, though, if Russell and Anvil-
would just once write one of these with a different ending (JWC wouldn't print it, of
course, but while we're dreaming, let's Dream Big), so we'd be more surprised-like,
now and then. Well, this one is some different... and well done, viewed separately.

"Unspecialist", a short by Murray F Yaco (whom I somehow doubt), is an interesting
if amateurish item. Lots of good lines, but put together with the jagged edges not
matcuing too well. Heavy on coincidence, light on rationale. But like I said (having
licstened to one too many Vinston commercials), interesting. It appears here (GngaSEl,
I suppose, because it Has Got a Moral To It. A couple of 'em, in fact, and bearing,
the Campbell Seal of Approval, Nice gimmick at the taper-offy; though.

Jack Vance is back, with "Dodkin's Job". This one is as if Vance has set out to
do a Campbell-slanted satire on the setup that bugs people by too-frequent appearance
in Galaxy-- the ubiquitous Lit-tul Pee-~pul, ground down by a remorseless impersonal
system of Classification plus the usual inane and inordinate Red Tape Machine. But
Vance plays fair with his protagonist—— if he can find the Handle, he gets to pull it.

Wn C Boyd (no, not ol! Hoppy, but hubby of Boyd Ellanby and maybe part of the act
that shows up in F&SF now and then) interests me with his article, "Blood From Turnips
...Almost", It seems that while vegetables don't exactly have blood-types, they do
contain the substances that distinguish blood-types. O1°F ﬁﬁﬁﬁf Wm C Boyd gives a good
rundown on howcome this should be, survivalwise, and how it came to be known., Yeh, I
lilte a good factual piece now and then, when it tells me something I don't know, in a
way I can understand. But I'm not so sure I dig paying 15¢ more for this zine for a

' 32--page injection of mundane ol' facts. Campbell himself isn't too sure the supply

of readable articles will fill the space each and every month; his editorial hollers
for fact-type material. Anybody got a good specialty to write up? Now's your chance,

Fantastic Universe, Oct: Ordinarily, sigze-changes bug me the most, but this one (to
approx “pulpsize") is accompanied by enough other constructive changes as to win my
bitter ol' heart. Like, when editor Satesson says he's going monthly, he goes that

_way right now-— we reviewed a "Sept" issue awhile ago (quite awhile), but this editor

takes his chances on the distributors' short-display routine in order to get the new

. monthly sked on the read. I hope this works out.

And: FU will carry the firé%?fg%iﬁne—rev1ew column to be started in the past
4-5 years (1955 saw Bob Madle, Rog Phillips, and "Roger de Soto'" in this field, witir
varying degrees of longevity. Guy Terwilleger had one column in Other Worlds before
OW went all the way under the flying cup), if it comes out longterm, and I hope it
‘does. Kidding aside, friends, fanzine-fandom is in a bad way when it has no field ~
for recruiting excepting the faneds' non-fan buddies.

This Santesson gentleman, by the way, is not only figuring to run Belle Dietz'
fanzine-review column (like, send her some more zines, huh?): he is also tentatively
committed to running Detention Reports from various fans, including CRY's own Ph.Da.,
.Burnett R Toskey. ]
> here are other reasons for lauding the changes in TU. F'rinstance, the printing
job is highly superior to that fobbed—off by the former publisher . And the contents-
page isn't quite so unghodly long as it used to be, either. (And you'll never know

what a comfort that ié). On the next page, we'll get into that aspectos.

= = - -— — = - = - = - = - = - = - = _ = —
- = - = -— =] =] - = =

Remember: it's B*0*I*S*E for the 1960 WesterCon--— and we even welcome Basterners. .nd
San Diego is a lead-pipe cinch for TesterCon the following yearj being as they're
le:ting Seattle walk off with the 161 WorldCon, we gotta help 'em back, you lnow,..



page 6, and we'll get into the content of FU, yet
&) 9

"Mine Host, Mine Adversary": Lester del Rey does a telling commatary on this cr
any other war, Cold or not. The philosophy doesn't always mesh precisely with the
ictiony but the message is apparent. Good tale, basically, but somewhat goofed.

Poul inderson's "(ondemned to Death" (oh please—- let us have titles from soiicoie
other than good ol' L. O. Botomy).appears to be one step away from the polished vecrsion
that Poul could produce. We have all kinds human interest and up-to-the-minute Solid
Science-- I dunno exactly why this one doesn't quite ring the bell, but I think maybe
it's the continuity, which doesn't quite flow. Otherwise upper—grade.

Harlan Ellison's "Friend to lMan", with the faithful robot awaiting the return of
post-Blowup mankind, is typically heavy & ironic; Harlan is a gloomy cuss, storywise.

There now arises the slight matter of editorial balance. 32 pages of "articles"
may not be too much for JWCjr in an enlarged aSF, but all in one lump in the middle,
it's a mite rich for this FU reader. There's Ivan Sanderson on "The Abominable Snov/-
man" (with strong overtones of Vercors' "Ye Shall Know Them"); Van Rowe on the human
aura from Annis>Besant on down the line; Marla Baxter with one of the wpy—outest
"contact cases" in all UFOlogy(I just don't dig this riprap from the Space People
when they all sound quite a bit like Shaver); and SaMosk yet, once, again, he never
gets tited of it, recapitulating the fictional history of space travel from the days
when our heroes were harnessing a flock of pigeons, Ever try getting off the ground
that way? Me, either. It would be a splattery sort of space-conquest at best,.

Anyhow° Sanderson is interesting, if a bit heavy-handed, on possible semi—hunans.

of some of the people who beat the drum for it. I see no reason whatsoever for the
printing of the Ilarla Baxter piece, or that of SalMosk's minimum-rephrasing of that
which he's written s> often before. But mainly-- that's just too many "articles'" to
swallow all in one big soggy lump in the middle of any zine,

OK-- "Bell, Book, and Candle'" is a hitherto-unpublished Gavagan's Bar story by
deCamp & (the late) Pratt. Good enough, although to me the later items of this
series didn't have the Whammy of the first two or three,

John Ruland!s "Planet of Heavenly Joy" is a light piece'on the old theme of Boy
from Prudish Culture who is all shaken up when dumped into a society of quite differ—
ent mores. An old plot, but sprightly for its age...

"Too Robot To Marry" (Geo H Smith), is two pages, and hilarious,

Bob Silverberg's ‘‘Counterpart" considers the possibility of strengthening a
personality by infusing part of someone else's: two people in an exchange, that is,
The implications march along with veritable Padgettlike remorselessness. Powerful,

Before leaving FU, I'd like to recommend the next (Nov) issue to you—- it will
feature John Brunner's "City of the Tiger", and if you didn't catch this in Science-
TFantasy #32 (Dec '58), get it now, On first-reviewing, I allowed my dlsapp01ntment
With what seemed a deflating ending to spoil my enjoyment of the richness and origin-—
ality of this story. Having since read the sequel (hope FU prints that, also), I'm
strong for both stories.

I' & S F; Novs The second and final installment of Heinlein's "Starship Soldier" brings
us face-to-face with the croggling conclusion that there is no plot to this tale; it's
purely a series of well-written, interesting connected—eplsodes, each with its owm
little subplot (situation, conflict, solution), but with no overall-plot as suche. It
is a narrative of the prdagonist's Army career from pre-enlistment days to the start
of his. job as a unit commander-- there is no ending (like the war movies that ended
with the hero kissing his girl goodbye to head out for another combat tour). I find
more than a surface similarity to the parenthesized war movies—- here, too, the main
thing is the Message; Heinlein feels that today's youth is insufficiently enthusiastic
about the glory of dying in battle, and of undergoing grim-type training so as to able
to do so not-ineffectively., I agree with his yen for a well-muscled U S of A, but I
think he's one war too late, and overlooks the implications of the H-bomb, to boot.

We note that his Enemy is not even the villain of the piece (there is none); the
Inemy is a batch of Big Spiders with Communal Intelligence—- just Things That Must Be
Killed, is all. We note that IHeinlein will if necessary be found wearing his very owmn
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(under the liushroom Banner with Ilr Heinlein, here on page ==7==) (lastpaze——

"I Like Fallout" button (see Jules Feiffer's 'iPassionella'"), viz the poor little ~-RP)

planet whose life—-forms were inhibited from evolving very much, due to lack of bacl~
ground radiation. Somehow, Heinlein either fails to grasp the difference-in-kind
between the A-bomb and the H-bomb (one has an effective upper-limit for size and
power, and the other hasn't, dammit), or else he really feels that humanity would be
better off, extinct, than to go through another Dark-Ages era. (Personally, I don't
feel that we're stuck between two alternatives of Var or Surrender; it appeafg to be
increasingly probable that by playing it Firm-bait-Cool, we can wait 1t out while the
Russians civilize themselves, slowly but surely.) ;

OK, Heinlein propagandizes in his story, and I do the drum-beating bit also, in
trying to review it., But at least I don't use up over 100 pages with my Message. Of
course, I don't make it as interesting as Heinlein does, either. g

And, also—— Howard Fast ("The Martian Shop") does a beautiful job on an old, old
gimmick—- the Alien Threat that Really Wasn't, in the interests of Peace. It would
be interesting to see what this writer could do, if he had a good solid background in
The S-F Field, so as to know when he had a Wew Twist and when he didn't.

G.C.Edmonson's "From Caribou to Carry Nation" (sic as blazes; friends; that's
"Carrie" in most references) is great grand verbal horseplay to no great point.

"Plenitude" (Will Worthington) carries a really old-time theme (degeneration
through over-dependence on machines, with a shot of "Wine of the Dreamers") much
better for making the setup a mystery to the reader while laying out a fascinating
environment for the characters, and by keeping the conflict mysterious, also. And
leave us give the man some points for characterization, while we're at it.

"Frritt-Flacc", a Jules Verne translation, has been reprinted somewhere else in
the past 5 years-— SF+, maybe? Possibly it's not the same exact translation, but I've
seen this tale of fﬁgﬁhapacious Doctor and his comeuppance somewhere, 6 of recent ycars,
Anyhow, it's one of these mystic—-paradox jobs with unexplained contradictions & etc.

"I Inow a Good Hand Trick" (Vade Uiller, by-line on some '"tough" mysteries, at
least one of which I remember liking)s Well, what do you know? . The wicked prevail
at last, and the sharpie outsharps everybody else and winds up.-with a Good Deal fron
a low and lascivious point of view(like mine, for instance). Sophisticated, like.

Blish's "The Masks" is a taut, grim job about one small incident in a program ox
Overthrowing the (alien) Dictator. Reminiscent of aSF, '42-5, on that theme.

nAfter the Ball" (John Collier, 1933) certainly should have rendered the great
bulk of the demons-after—one's-soul stories entirely unnecessary, that we've been
plagued with in recent years. Why dian't someone print this ten years ago in zine-
type format, and spare us the corny imitaticns?

Feghoot is better this time, with new blood (Victor Papanek) contributing the
idea, and Briarton the buildup-

dknight dissects books, but not with the full-arm slash he used in Columbia Pubs,
in the articles that later went into "In Search of Vonder". ; ]

And Isaac Asimov, the leading New York doctor who disagrees with the other 4
simplifies a discussion of units (in discussing matter-energy conversion) until here
T'm all confused for a minute about stuff I already knew. Nice try, though, especial-
ly since he doesn't live in New York at all, but in Massachusetts or suchlike.

Galaxy, Dec, didn't make it to the stands this week, so that's the Field for Plowing,

o furrow unturned. May I also recommend a couple of outside-the—fence items? First
" there's Bob Bloch's novel "Psycho" ($3, Simon & Schuster, % I hope you get your copy

with less delay than we had): this one is creepy but different. Then there's the (oh

“hell, I already mentioned the Kurtzman last night)--1#$%&()*+=¢@@ and oh, pooty.

OK, This malkes 50 "Plowing". columns, 48 of which have been monthly-conseoutive:
the Plow showed in tine CRYs of July & Sept 55 (there weren't no Aug 55 CRY) and then
solidly from Nov 55 to (now) Oct 59. Somewhere between 240 and 250 pages have lit—
tered the FMeld, depending on how the partial-pages are counteds imagine 240 pages of

.strictly-ephemeral ‘comment, banged out hurriedly (mostly) In lear Of Deadline. 43 or

50 deadlines. Thank you one and all for the upbeat friendly commerrts, but I figure I

~can_get back to enjoying the Field, more, without having to dissect it ‘so regularly.



ANOTHFR
PYGMALIO

by Tewry Cane

Ray Norworth was somewhat of an institution in
fandom by his twenty-fifth birthday. He published
three of the most popular fanzines of all time, and 5
was an artist of consummate skill in all media, and tyipa
a writer of such ability that he had been disqualified from all fannish popularity polls
on the grounds of unfair competition. He had attended practically every convention in
the U.S., had held important posts on the committees of five of them, had participated
as speaker, auctioneer, and toastmaster on countless occasions, and had contributed to
fannish culture the Egoboo Cocktail, which produced a pleasant euphoria equal to receiving
unsolicited manuscripts from Willis, Grennell, Tucker, Bloch, Burbee, Meredith, Leman,
Berry, and Boggs on the same day, plus a postcard of comment from Norworth himself.

Norworth regarded his fannish achievements with both pride and frustration. More and
more of late he felt that there were no more roads open to him, no more challenges in fan-
dom. Each article he wrote, each brilliant fannish story, seemed only a variation on a
theme which he had handled ten times before. He always managed to come up with a new
twist, just as his drawings continued to explore some new technique, just as he managed
original on-the-spot puns at conventions--but he was deriving less and less enjoyment
from his talents these days. There had to be something else that ae could do to revive
his fannish enthusiasm before Final Gafiation set il

Thinking thus, on his twenty-fifth birthday he shooed fifty admiring fans from his
home, complaining of a sudden attack of aching engrams. ("I washed my head today, and now
I can't do a thing with it," he said.) Then he went slowly up into his Fan Attic and sat
morosely before his typewriter, his eyes running slowly over the rows of his fanzine col-
lection. Perhaps here he could get some inspiration.

His eyes 1it on the blue taped spine of the first BEST OF FANDOM anthology. Yes,
perhaps something in there--wasn't Carl Brandon's "My Fair Femmefan" reprinted in that
volume? He took it down from the shelf and leafed through its pages. Yes, here it was--
perhaps the only piece of fannish literature he had ever wished he'd written himself. He
began to read it for the thirty-seventh time.

Half an hour later, he put the volume down and stared dreamily at the wall in front
of him. .His eyes rested on a point two inches above and one inch to the right of his
1964 Fan Calendar, with its full-color photograph of John ‘Berry in the nude, but his
thoughts were far away.

The theme of Brandon's masterpiece, the age-old theme of Pygmalion, had suddenly
struck him. The idea of taking a rank neofan, teaching him all about fandom, and making
a BNF of him overnight through sheer tutelage, had caught his fancy, fired his imagina-
tion. Here, by Roscoe, was a challenge worthy of him!

He thought back to the party that afternoon. . Several neos had attended; surely one
of them could make a good subject for the experiment. Let's see...there was Scott




Alding, who had come along after seeing and admiring Norworth's cartoons in HYPHEN :#40.
No, he wouldn't do--he hadn't even asked why the cartoons had had nothing to do with

" science fiction. A complete neofan was what he needed, Norworth decided. Harvey Lehman?
--he'd discussed stf all the time he'd been there.
But come to think of it, he'd been engrossed in the
political implications of Robert A. Heinlein's
stories. So much for him. There'd been a man named
Klaus Obrecht who'd talked about space travel--no

no no, he wasn't a neofan at all; he'd come to offer
Norworth a position as public-relations man for a
new missile center.

Abruptly Norworth's head jerked up from his
meditations and a smile broke over his face. Larry
Vaughan! Norworth had run onto him just the day
before at a newsstand, reading Belle Dietz's column
in Fantastic Universe. Said he only bought the mag
to read the fanzine reviews, because the idea of
amateur publications struck him as being far more
fantastic and whimsical than any of the stories
he'd read. Now there was a promising neofan!

In five minutes Norworth had him on the phone.
"Larry my boy, this is Norworth! ...Oh, the engrams
are much better. Just a slight headache from
reading too much, I guess. Called a friend of mine
who's an ‘accountant and had him come over and audit
my books. “Worked like a charm...listen, I'm feeling

T T AR much better. Can you come back over? Want to talk
JANUARY | to you." '

M e - And within the hour Norworth and Larry Vaughan
1 l 1 f I l " were sitting comfortably in the Fan Attic, and

| - Norworth was turning on the famed Norworth charm.

"Fandom is a hell of an enjoyable pastime," he was saying. "It's a creative hobby,
iarry--gives you free rein to develop your talents. You want to be a writer,: don't you,
arry?" {

"Sure," said Larry Vaughen. "But I don‘t think I'm good enough yet..."

Yy

- "Nonsense!" said Korworth amiably. "See here, I heard that remark you made this
‘afternoon about Astounding's stories being so weak these days they ought to change the
name to Campbell's Soup. You've got a fine sense of humor...not to mention good criti-

cal insight, obviously. You'd make a fine fan, and I'd like to help you."

"Help me?" s&id Vaughan. "Gee, Mr. Norworth, that would be swell."

"Good, good!" said Norworth. '"Now, take this file of QUANDRYs home with you and
read ‘em. And here's a copy of FANCYCLOPEDIA II--it's & bit outdated by now, but that
can't be helped; it will do. Read this stuff, and call me when you're finished. You go
on home right now and get busy." :

Together they went downstairs. As he ushered Vaughan out the door, Norworth clapped
him oa the back and 'said, "And don't call me 'Mr. Norworth,' eh? ‘The name is Ray. Lis-
ten, within a year you'll be voted the Best New Fan of the Year, and I'll want to be on

‘2 first-neme basis with you! Now go on, and have fun with that stuff.”

"Tim sure I will, uh, Ray," said Vaughan. "I think I'll enjoy being a fan. You
see, wy father was a printer, and I'm merely reverting to type." £

Norworth's chuckle stopped when he ‘shut the door. "Oh,.brother!" he said to himself.
“T7 { don't watch this guy he'll be inventing Ackexmanese within two weeks!" And shaking
hic ncad he went off to bed, muttering something dbout Campbell's Soup as he went.

During the next several weeks Norworth kept loaning fanzines to:young Vaughen--GRUE,
PYYCHOTIC, SPACEWARP, Burbeezines, “Jan Hendricks' TOUCHSTONE, all six.BEST OF FANDOM
. volumes, CRY OF THE NAMELESS, OUTWORLDS, and even his personal files of his own fanzines,
' FANFORAH, SATURNALIA, and NORWORTH'S FOLLIES. He explained in detail ‘just how Tucker
- ha¢ nanaged to die so many times, why fans were always worrying about the eggplant over
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there, the story behind the Bheercan Tower Cataclysm of 1961, why dapper and distinguished
Burnett R. Toskey, PhD, was considered evial, and many, many more such things. Larry
Vaughan listened, nodded, tucked fanzines under his arm, and went home to read some more.

In two months Norworth decided that his protege was ready to contribute to the fan-
zines. He said, "Larry, you've got to be very careful of the things you write at the
beginning of your fan career, because no matter how big a name you get to be later, the
fans will still keep digging up what you've said in years past and laughing at you. For
example, when you wére reading those old issues of CRY, remember, you laughed yourself
silly at the part where Busby said he was tired of writing a review column. Well,maybe
you'll-never get to be a steady reviewer for The Saturday Review like him, but the things
you write now will be' dug up and quoted years from now when you're a big name."

MI111 be careful, Ray," said the young man. "Look, I've already got some ideas.

I'm going to write this story about a guy who's marooned on a mining asteroid when his
supply ship gets hit by a meteor. He's got supplies to last him for another month, and
another supply ship can maybe--" :

" "Fine, fine!" said Norworth. "And to while away the time until the next ship gets
there he joins fandom, eh? Of course, you might have trouble making it convincing, be-
cause if he's marooned how does he mail his stuff? But I guess you could call it 'One-
Shot Found In A Vacuum Bottle' or something..."

"No no," said young Vaughan. "This won't be a fannish story, but straight science
fiction. See, this supply ship may be able to reach him in time, but--"

Norworth laid a hand on Vaughan's shoulder. "Don't write science fiction for fan-
zines," he said. He shook his head gravely.  "Just not done," he said.

“Oh," said Vaughan. "Well then, how about a fantasy? I have this real neat idea
about a vampire who joins this bloodbank..."

"Nor fantasy, either," said Norworth. '"Just write fannish stuff, Larry. You see,
if you write stf or fantasy for the fanmags they'll all say you're just not good enough
to sell, whereas if you write fannish stuff they won't even stop to consider if it's
amateurish.  After all, where would I be today if I'd been writing science fiction for
the fanzines? Fans would compare me with the pros...Poul Anderson, Robert Silverbersg,
Isaac Asimov. And my stuff wouldn't stack up, naturally. They'd call me The Horse's
Asimov and so forth. Or the impoverished man's Poul Anderson. You see?"

"I guess you're right," said Vaughan. "Then how about a story about a very young
fan who never knew what fandom it was, because he didn't know how to count past ten yet?"
"Good, zood!" enthused Norworth. And together they talked of other possibilities
for larry Vaughan's fannish writing. Norworth suggested humorous touches here and there,
told Vaughan when a pun or witticism he planned to use had been used before, and gave him

a few ideas of his own for stories and articles. It was one in the morning before
Vaughan left Norworth's house, but he had enough ideas to keep him busy writing for
months. - :

~ And for the next several months he did keep busy writing. Under the older fan's

" expert guidance, Vaughan's writing skill proved to be considerable. His writings were
extremely popular right from the beginning, and as he learned more and more from Norworth
they got better and better. He wrote "I talked With A Fan From Two Hundredth Fandom, "
“"The Poo Will Get You," "Mortimer Eggplant Saves Fandom," and such articles as "Conven-
tions Are Fun If You Can Stand 'Em" and "Fans I'm Glad I've Never Known."

Seven months after Norworth first took on Larry Vaughan as his protege he decided

it was time the young man published a fanzine.
i "Now look, Larry, the most important thing is neat repro," said Norworth. "If the
zine is well-produced the top writers will contribute, but if it's messy and hard to
read you won't stand a chance. Just remember that a mimeograph is an unruly beast which
will overink, misfeed, or jam up at the slightest provocation. When you're running a
mimeo, anything that can go wrong very definitely will. It's the nature of the beast.

So be careful, and be prepared. Get yourself a big spiked club to threaten it with--it
won't do any good, but it'll make you feel better. ILearn some really violent cusswords~-
you'll need 'em. And above all, learn never to turn your back on a mimeo, because the
_moment you do it'll drip ink on your shoe."
' And with such advice as this, including some choice words on stencils and correction
) fluid'and an anecdote about a fan who had tried to use fountain-pen ink in his mimeo and
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was blue in the face for weeks, Norworth sent Vaughan home to start publishing his first
fanzine.

Vaughan titled it NEOGLYPHICS and, in typical fashion, filled the first issue with
his own writings. Norworth had taught him how to construct a fannish article, how to
plot a story well, how to lead up to a punchline, how to use interlineations to best ad-
vantage--all the things a good fan had to know--and Vaughan had learned well. The letters
of comment all registered amazement at the quality of the zine.

It wasn't long before the top writers were writing for NEOGLYPHICS. Norworth him-
self did a cover for the second issue and contributed an article to the third. The fan-
zine was becoming quite popular.

Vaughan visited Norworth again eleven months after that first night. Norworth,
having invited him over, met him at the door, a slight frown furrowing his forehead.

"Come in, come in," he said. "Ah, upstairs. Have something to show you, Larry."

Upstairs, Norworth sai., "Larry, you remember that when I started teaching you about
fandom, I said that within a year you'd be voted Best New Fan Of The Year."

"Sure," said Vaughan. "I guess you meant in les Nirenberg's yearly poll. That
seems to be the main one these days." :

"Yes; in hié two-pager, ATNTFWP. That stands for All The News That Fits, We Print--
but I guess you know that."

"Yes," said Vaughan. "I know just about everything one person can know about fandom,
I guess, thanks to you. And of course I know a lot about science fiction, too, on my
own."

"Not important," szid Norworth, waving a hand in brief dismissal of science fiction.
"The Point is, larry, that I got an advance ccpy of ATNIFWP today, the issue with the
poll results."

"Did you win some award?" Vaughan asked. "I thought they'd disqualified you because
you were too good."
"Well, they have, of course," said Norworth. '"That's why I was surprised when this

came today, airmail, with a note written on the envelope saying 'Congratulations!'"

"Then you did win something!" said Vaughan. :

For answer, Norworth just shook his head and handed the younger man Nirenberg's fan-
zine. "Read that," he said, and sat back in his chair to watch Vaughan unfold the fanzine
and read it, thinking to himself of his last birthday, when he'd read a piece by Carl
Brandon and had first got the idea of tutoring young Vaughan. How ironic, he thought:

a piece by Carl Brandon! i

" In awhile, Vaughan put the fanzine down and looked at Norworth. "That's quite an
award," he said. And then he burst out in a full-throated laugh. "Quite an award!" he
managed to say between guffaws. "I'm the Best Hoax Of The Year!"

"I'm sorry," said Horworth. "I didn't even think of this. I just wanted to see
how gocd a fan you could be. I figured you'd enjoy it, and there'd be no harm done."

To Norworth's surprise, Vaughan did not seem at all upset. "Oh, there: was no harm
done," he said. "I was coming over tonight to thank you anyway. You've taught me a lot
about writing, and I appreciate it. I even brought over some beer." He reached into a
sack he was carrying and drew out two cans from a-sixpak and opened them.. "What the
hell, Ray, I don't care if fans thought I was a hoax of yours. Drink upt" i -

Norworth smiled weakly. '"Shall we drink a toast to hoaxes?" he said laconically.

"No no," said Vaughan.. "Iet's have a toast to the craft of writing. You remember

that story I was going to write about the guy marooned on a mining asteroid? Well, I
expanded it to 20,000 words, and damon knight -just bought it for F&S % b

- And as Ray Norworth stared blankly at him, Vaughan raised his can of beer and 'said,
"Me and Asimov, Silverberg, and Anderson. Caeers." 5

--Terry Carr
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CHAFTER ONE: PRELUDE TO B- DAY

One Sunday morning in September 1958, I had two visitors.

I was sitting in a chair, unshaven, unwashed, pensive, and when the door was knocked,
my young son answered it. E

£ film star and a Big Business Tycoon walked in.

What's more, they had soft Northern American accents.: A

I got to my feet, ran fingers through my hair, and tried to get the ends. of my mous-
tache out of my mouth. (I get some lovely plots, sucking on my moustache.) o

Somehow, the visitors looked familiar. I tried to think what films I'd seen recently.

"Hello, John," said the young woman very sweetly.

"Hi, John;" said the stout man. _

I stuck my chest out. I didn't know who they were; but being so well dressed and

smart and actually knowing me did my prestige a power of good. I flung open the windows
- so that the neighbours would hear. :

"I'm back," said the man.

"Very nice," I said. "You couldn't have come to a better place.”

I sneaked a look at my wife. I raised my eyebrows in query. She did the same to me.

"You haven't changed,” said the film star. Her long slim fingers with red polished
nails straightened her skirt. I looked at her face again. Where had I...?

""Nor have you?" I suggested. I gave them both a strained smile.

"Could I have the latest RETRIBUTION?" asked the man.

I breathed a-sigh. That explained it. A couple of American socialites were touring
Europe, and had called to sub to my genzine. ;

"Oh well," I grinned. I rushed into the fromtroom and sorted through my publications.

Ah.....I gripped the RETRIBUTION and rushed back.

They were talking to my children.

"You're a big girl, Kathleen," the film star said. "You were only two when I saw you
lasits

Daaahhhh. Could it just be...COULD IT BE....I looked again, and it was..



Page 13

SUFFERING CATFISH.

"Bob and Sadie Shaw back from Canada," I screamed.

I rushed over and shook hands with them. Crikey. So that's what wealth did to a
couple of fans in just over two years. I flung the RETRIBUTION over my shoulder, and
just looked at them, and pleaded with them to tell me about their experiences. They did
so for some time, and it was wonderful and entrancing, as those of you who have met this
talented couple will realise. Eventually, they told me about going by 'bus from Canada
to South Gate for the Convention there. I felt a pang of dismay as they told me about
all the fans they'd met, because I had fondly hoped a few months previously that I would
be there too. I'd been a TAFF nominee, and had failed by about 4O points. Ron Bennett
won the ballot by getting a total of 280, and he'd gone to South Gate instead. I was
philosophical about the whole thing (I'd always thought Bennett would win, and I'd told
him-se-a -long.-time. before the result was announced), and tried not to feel really unhappy
about it. But I must confess that as Bob and Sadie unfolded their story, I really did
feel that I'd never again get a chance to meet American fans,- execept..for _the odd ones who
took their life in their hands and came to Belfast...as Steve Schulthies, Rory Faulkner,
Larry Shaw and Boyd Raeburn had done, and as Robert Heinlein had almost done. I expressed
- these sentiments to Bob and Sadie.

Sadie looked reflective.

"I heard some fans talking when I was at South Gate, she said. "I don't want to
build up any hopes, and perhaps I shouldn't really say anything, but I heard them dis-
cussing the possibilities of getting you to the United States in 1959."

My heart beat faster for a moment. Could there just be a chance......?

Bob looked at Sadie, then at me.

"John, I wouldn't think about it," he said softly. '"You've just had a big disappoint-
ment with TAFF....and I wouldn't like to build up your hopes again. It was only just a
general discussion....nothing more really than a kind thought. If I were you I wouldn't
think about it." ;

I took his advice. I've thought about dozens of projects myself, and -few of them
ever really came to fruition, and even though it was a balm to know that fans in America
_.would like to see me, I realised that such an undertaking would be so vast as to be
almost impossible....s. HEn b6
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Some weeks went by, and rumours began to circulate. I had a letter from Buz Busby
in October outlining the possibilities, but on the 25th of October my wifé telephoned
through to my office to tell me of an amazing develorment. (My wife reads my mail, you
see; we have a fine old democratic system...and I was always under the impression that
I read hers. You'll read in Chapter Five that the system fell down somewhat.) She told
me a letter had arrived from people called the Falascas asking could I come to America
if the fund to get the fare succeeded.

Normally I stop in my office at lunch time to .cut stencils for RETRIBUTION, but on -
this particular day I sneaked out early and raced home to see all the details.

Without printing the letter in full, I must give portions of it, so that you can
share the thrill I had at this wonderful fannish project:-

. Dear John,

It seems like it's about time you were told that there is a movement
afoot to bring you over to the Detention next year. After all<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>