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Yes, it is now Box 92, 507 3rd Ave, as of April 10th. Quite a jolt, isn't it?
So anyhow, this unforeseen wrenching of our ancestral roots notwithstanding, CRY
(from its new address at Box 92, 507 3rd Ave) will continue to appear. about the
first of nearly every month, will continue to sell for 25¢ or l/9.each vl tonne
or 7/—, IS RO SO 14/—) with the sterling payable to John Berry, 31 Campbell IParlk:
Ave, Belmont, Belfast 4, N.Ireland, and checks sent to Seattle for CRY helpfully
made payable to Elinor Busby. CRY will continue to be free to contributors includ-
ing the lettercol if you make the grade there, will continue %o be exasperatingly
inconsistently available for trades, and will continue to bug people who feel we
are not taking this furshlugginer hobby SERIOUSLY enough. From Box 92, 907 3rd Ave,
we shall cortinue, then, to be the same feckless rabble you've come to know and lovcs

Through Box 92, 507 3rd Ave, come these C ont ent s :

Cover by Holocaust (lst time since #1073 next, Garcone?); Multigraph by Tosk: pagel
Page Three Buz 3
llinutes _ ; wally weber 4
Anatomy of a Fan Feud (Conclusion) John Berry 6
from The Case of the Doped-Up Doctor Avram Davidson 9
. A Purther Inquiry Into "Little Lulu" Rob Viilliams 10
. BoyCon or Bust?! (Conclusion) Terry Carr : i
Serconsville .- J Les Piper - 2l
Hvy 1 Elinor Busby 0o
Inquiry into the Thsory of Recurring Cycles ... Donald A V/ollheim 24
Fillersville Rob Villiams ; 4 g,
The Science-Fiction Plowed Under Renfrew Pemberton 26
CRY of ‘the Readers . conducted by wally weber ‘i 26=44

Pictorial-type material is by: pH 1, Nirenberg 21, weber 28lf "Box 192, 0 . 3EdAves
People who cut stencils, and how many: wallyw Ok ] e At Bz Joping 177653

The hand at the crank of the Gestetner is the hand of Jjames C Vebbert, bridegroon.
He will be chcered on by our new CRYstaffer, Doreen 'lebbert, girl bride. The CI¥-
staff now consists of 2 wallys, 2 T/ebberts, 2 Busbys, and Burnett R Toskey, Ph.D.

.o. just in case you were running out of things to worry about... 507 3rd Ave...ll

SeaCon Progress Report: llembership was around 23@@35 the last time Jim mentioncd iv.
Toul Anderson and Hans Santesson are latest additions to the program; Hans will also
legal-becagle the guardhouse lawyers at the business session, as Parliamentarian

backing up Jack Speer in the chair for that meeting. Things are perking along, lilic.

Progress Report Report: ProgRep/2 has gone out to our members; the copy-deadline for
PRA3 is liay 15, 1961 and like we need some more ads, fellas! The rates are{cash

(Space) (Fan Rate) (Pro rate) (Vidth & height of copy) with copy)s

rrull page $8 e 65" x 10" These copy sizes dc not include
Half page %5 $8 s R £ o marginss you can run your ''blacl: sm»ace"
1/3 page A o 6%”wx 3%” to the sizes given, and the margins'll
1/6 page b2 — 320 x 3 be added around the edges OK. Copy
1/16 page il - v x 11 will be photgraphed and litho'd as

received, so watch those ol' typocst
This is the easy way to make yourself and/or your fanzine known to the membershid
of the SeaCon-— or you may wish just to circulate grcetings with a punchlinel’ 3o
be a Public Figure in fandom-- live it up big with an ad in PR#3 (by Hay 15th, T3kl )

CRY-progress Report: CRY #150, for liay 1961, will be published Sunday, April 30th.
CRY#151, for June, will likely be published Sunday, June 4th. Then we skip the July
issue and crystal ball gets a little cloudy after that, but I expect that #152 for
August will be cranked-out Sunday July 30th, with luck. Further, deponent says nil,.
===1961-model slaves available now, in color! Help build America; buy one todayi==
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. BY HON. SEC. wally weber
MARCH 2, 1961 MEETING:

The meeting was not opened by Flora Jones, who had grown impatient with studying
widely divergent theories on Life-after-death and had gone to get some first-hand informa-
tion. Depending on what she found out, she may or may not have been present.

In an effort to keep the conversation from becoming too concentrated on science fic-
tion, G. M. Carr and John Swearingen began a discussion of a form of fantasy known as
"politics." It soon became apparent that the two did not share the same viewpoint on the
subject. Since Mr. Swearingen outweighed Mrs. Carr by a dangerous margin, other members of
the club rushed to her defense. F. M. Busby agreed with G. M. that an additional tax bur-
.den would be more than justified by the increased government services that would be made
available as a result. Walt Willis admitted he knew very little about American politics,
but sided in with Mrs. Carr because of his respect for her judgement and the soundness of
the ideas she presented. '

Unfortunately, the discussion was soon diverted from one of logical debate to one of
prejudice and personalities. OSince Walt was in the States as a voluntary witness against
Shelby Vick on espionage charges concerning Shelby's activities in 1952, there had been a
certain tension in the room with the two of them there, and it was a matter of moments for
the two of them to come to blows when Shelby began supporting Mr. Swearingen's arguments.
Bob Reid tried to separate the two when his display of health foods became endangered by
the struggle, but succeeded only in drawing other attendees into the fight when they
thought Bob was interfering unfairly.

The police eventually arrived and hauled everyone off for a night in jail except
Gordon Eklund, who had been sitting so quietly on the top shelf of food displays that the
officers had failed to notice him. There was no official adjournment of the meeting.

: Accurate and Hon. SEC-Treas, Wally Weber
((Secretary's footnote: ' The preceding report may contain minor factual errors since the

SEC-Treas had not been in attendance and nobody told him anything about what went on at
the meeting.))

MARCH 16, 1961 MEETING:

Bob Reid was not there to open the meeting room for the Nameless Ones, but his wife
arrived to do the honors. Mrs. Reid politely informed the SEC-Treas that 'she and her hus-
band were planning to close the health club and the Nameless Ones would have to find some
other place to meet. She carefully refrained from mentioning anything about the events of
the previous meeting.

Without formally calling a meeting to order, the members discussed the plan of meeting
March 30 at Hyatt House, and decided to go ahead with the proposed meeting. Wally Weber
offered his home as the site of the April 6 meeting, and G. M. Carr offered her house as
the place to meet on April 20. The Nameless have turned nomad once again.

Gordon Eklund revealed that he had seen the movie on communism, "Operation Abolition."
G. M. Carr immediately tried to pry information out of him as to what he thought of it, but
aside from observing that the movie had not been entirely impartial in its viewpoint, he
kept his opinions mysterious as usual.

: An article from Daphne Buckmaster's fanzine, whatever its name is, in which it was
suggested that geneology so carefully recorded by the Bible could be evidence that man's
development was and is the result of mysterious interference from outside the race, led to
.2 discussion of genetics and strange mutant strains. Even counting alien interference,
‘nothing came up that could explain the development of the Nameless Ones.

Switching from science fiction to horror, the club eagerly went over, the details of
the recent "witchcraft" murder in Seattle. It seems the closer the Convention approaches,
the stranger Seattle news becomes. Possibly this is nature's way of preparing non-fan

.residents of the city for what will happen over Labor Day weekend. Or pAF31bly it is only
another example of common, everyday alien influence.

The Nameless left roem 212 of the Fisher Studio Building for the last time.

Influenced but Hon SEC-Treas, Wally Veber
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MARCH 30, 1961 MEETING:

Since no formal arrangements had been made with Hyatt House for holding the Nameless
meeting, the members were very much on their own. Jim and Doreen Webbert, F. w. and E.
Busby, Wally Gonser, and Gordon Eklund arrived very early with the intention of eating
dinner. A booth in the Coffee Shop was taken over for tihis purpose, and the group
nourished itself on fine food and fabulous fannish chatter. :

The meal was well in progress when Wally Weber arrived to loom over the seated
feasters: Somehow, the long, thin, starving shadow of Wally lWeber falling across the
table had an upsetting effect on the members' appetites, and individually and in various
combinations they requested the Sec-Treas to sit among them. The looming officer refused
to sit down, apparently enjoying his lofty view of the meeting. Polite requests having
been of no avail, Doreen resorted to stern measurers:

"Sit down or I will tell all of fandom what you did in the grocery store," she said,
and Wally dropped into the booth like the dead duck he was. Even worldly F. M. Busby
paled at the nature of the threat. ' i

The conversation then went to lighter subjects, beginning with cannibalism and pro-
ceeding to a recapitulation of local murders.

Unbeknownst to the group, John Swearingen was trying to locate fellow Nameless Ones,
and was having very little success. The man at the desk had never heard of us. The
employees in the dining room had no idea who or where we were. Even the cashier in the
Coffee Shop said she knew of no science fiction club. John's wife, Kathleen, was with
him at Hyatt House under the impression that he had stopped "to see a friend and make a
phone call," so his search had to be made without her knowledge; his furtive manner was
. no encouraging the hotel employees to help him any more than necessary.

At last John located the group, and the Sec-Treas was shamed for not having made more
formal arrangements for the meeting. Since the Nameless booth was already filled to maxi-
mum capacity and no other booths were empty, Wally Weber led the Swearingen's on a short
tour of the Convention site. The main meeting hall was in use that night, but the tour
. was able to include the. display room and the swimming pool. There was a bit of a problem
with John when he spied one of the waitresses from the bar in what little there was of her
costume, but Kathleen managed to restrain him without too much effort; evidentally John
has made mistakes in grocery stores, too.

The tour was joined at the swimming pool by the rest of the Nameless from the Coffee
Shop. The thought of everyone going in for a dip naturally came up, but since John was
the only one who had brought a swimming suit, the club decided it was too early in the
convention season to test the hotel's tolerance.

Construction of the final wing of the hotel was far enough along for F. li. Busby and
“.ally Gonser to disagree on the size of the new lounge, which will be one of the conven-
tion's accommodations. Tally ended up pacing it off, arriving at compromise dimensions.

After the tour, the Busbys and Webberts went home, and Jerry Frahmand Ed Viyman
arrived. The party returned to the Coffee Shop, spreading out into two booths, where they
were soon joined by Vernard, Smokey, and Cary Thomas.

Vernard mentioned his appearance on TV with regard to his hobby of bee-keeping, and
announced that his group would appear again on TV the following Saturday morning. (Elinor
Busby had reported earlier that she had seen his first appearance and thought he was ex-
cellent. A star has been born!) .

Vernard also mentioned a plot for a science fiction story that had occurred to him one
day when he was counting up his honey. In a way, it tied in with a discussion at the pre-
vious meeting where it was speculated that the evolution of human beings had been the
result of alien interference. Vernard's story was basically just that, except he had pro-
vided the sinister purpose behind this interference; the aliens were keeping humans for
the sole purpose of providing them with ear-wax.

That was probably as close as the club came to discussing science fiction that evening.
The meeting dispersed between 9:30 and 10:00 o'clock sometime, and peace descended on Hyatt
House like fallout after the blast.

Very Honorable SECRLTARY-Treasurer 7. Weber
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Anatomy of a Fan-Feud
(part 3; conclusion) ~— by John Berry s

({5aul Bugler, laywer and fan, is defending Bill Fleming, FAPA-presidential-"
candidate, against a charge of slander brought by Frank Jamison, another fan,
vhose atforreyis being aided by Sam Wilmont, who is Fleming's opposition for the
TAFA presidency. Bugler refused Fleming's offer of a $500 feej; he has never had
any of his material published in a fangine, and he forces Fleming to agree, if
acguitted, to publish a Bugler story in his fanzine TRENCHARD, the zine that had
contained the slanderous attack on Jamison.

Bugler's defense is that while Fleming was drunk, someone else used his
typer and duper to produce the offending zine. It's a good defense, conducted
with considerable dramatics and pyrotechnics, but Bugler would be happier about
this line of defense if it contained a grain or two of truth—- the fact is that 2
Fleming is guilty as hell and Bugler knows it. N :

ST e . .o the %fgect. : o

Consequently, when a fingerprint expert testifies/tha Ieming's prints
appear at the bottom of each and every sheet of paper in the offending zineo..)) -

* * * * * *

T couldn't eat any lunch. Even Pat had left me. Fleming said nothing, Jjust gave me
dirty looks. I had thought I had been prepared for any contingency, Buite Gphadinevens
occurred-to me that fingerprints would be brought up...and the evidence was damning. I had
done all T could...I had proved that the expert didn't know if Fleming had wade them, but
the inference was there for all to see. The prints were not made by Jamison...but the
same prints were on the 22nd and the fatal 23rd issue. I returned to court in the after-

noon in a dejected state. And as I've told you before, it certainly wasn't a new feeling.
FRERKKRH HHHHHHH KHRHKKKRK

Back in court, just as the judge came in, Pat swayed into court, and ambled toward me,
and dropped a piece of paper on my desk. I read it, and could hardly resist screaming
"TPHANK YOU, ROSCOE" at the top of my voice.

This case certainly swayed one-way and then the other...now, I hoped, it was my turn.

"Your Honor, T know this is not the correct procedure, but could I have your permis-
sion to ask for the return of the last witness?"

Wilmont leapt to his feet and vigorously objected.

"Why, Mr. Bugler?"

"Your Honor, some additional evidence has come to hand, and as this witness was in
any case an extra prosecution one, I feel that I am entitled to question him again, al-
though I admit I have already had my...er...stab at him."

"I will grant this request. The prosecution was allowed to call him as extra evi-
dence, and I feel it is only fair that the defense should have a similar opportunity to
hand in additional evidence."

I had to play for time until Pat came back with the O ERCRE 3

Elmer went to the box. He was still confident. I wondered what he'd be like in ten :
minutes. : :

As I stood up, I saw the CRY drop on my desk. Good old Pat...he was an old fan, but
not as tired as I had thought. : :

"Elmer, were your parents divorced:"

Wilmont shot up, and shouted the loudest OBJECTION! I ever did hear.

"Mr. Bugler?"

"All this is pertinent, your Honor...in fact, I think I may surprise you and the
jury, and the worthy attorney biting his lips. over there."

"Objection overruled. Pray continue, Mr. Bugler." - :

"Thank you, your Honor. Er...I wish to hand in a copy of CRY OF THE NAMELESS for 1958."

Another inevitable objection. Lo

I explained that this was a case concerning fandom, that CRY was an established fan-

zine, and that it was direct evidence. .
' The judge permitted it, and I handed it to him. He looked keenly at it, passed it to
Wilmont, who literally flung it across to the jury. He was purple with rage.
"Now then, Mr. Bogtwitch, were your parents divorced?"
"Y—yes M



"And you stayed with your mother?"

"YeS ."

"And she remarried?"

”Yes s "

He was biting his lips now.

"And, of course, her (and your) new name was Bogtwitch?"

"Obviously."

"Good...now then....what was... :

Wilmont crossed the courtroom and looked at me, his lips, working wildly, three
inches from mine. He turned to the judge.

"Your: Hener’, what is this? This..:BhiS ‘charade? What has this got to do with
fingerprints, or the case in general? Why, my parents were divorced. What difference
does that make?"

"Ah," I said. My moment of glory. "BUT YOUR PATERNAL PARENT'S NAME WASN'T JAMISON'"

Another rush by the press, and Terry and Miriam were crushed underfoot again.

The judge ordered silence.

"Ask your question, Mr. Bugler," he said, smiling at me.

"Elmer, what was your father's name?"

He paused, but he had to say it.

"Jamison."

"Thank you...you are in fact, Frank Jamison's brother?"

"Yes."

"Members of the jury, please notice the photosheet on the front page of CRY.  The
picture was taken when Elmer here was fourteen, but I'm sure you'll have no trouble in
recognizing him or his BROTHER." I stressed BROTHER.

" "Mr. Wilmont?"

"No questions, your Honor.'"

KHRKHH KK KRHHRHH ERRREHK

After another recess, Wilmont and I addressed the jury. He had the last address, as
was the prosecutor's right, but I gave my all in my speech to the jury. My own favorite
Juryman was coy and smiling.

"...and in conclusion, members of the jury, I feel that I have proved to you beyond a
doubt that the prosecution has failed to prove my client posted the fanzine, or even
issued it. True, it was posted in Peanutville, but wasn't a letter of mine posted in
England posted when I was in court here? The chambermaid confirmed that my client was
drunk for two days, and anyone could have had access to the typer...and I feel I must point

out' that Jamison was at the convention, too, and don't lose sight of the fact that he
could have sent out this issue, slandering himself, hoping to ruin my client. The dup-
licating paper can be bought anywhere in America...but I want to finally deal with the
fingerprint evidence. The prosecution cleverly brought out the fact that the same finger-
prints were on the 22nd issue, which my client published, and the 23rd, which he didn't.
This infers that my client published both, and fingerprint evidence being what it is, at
first sight this seems conclusive. But how about the men who made the paper, and stacked
it in reams? Couldn't they have made the fingerprints? But this is my main point. Granted
that the fingerprint evidence is good, and I admit that, isn't it strange that the person
who produces this damning evidence is the brother of the man WHO BROUGHT THIS SLANDER CASE
TO COURT? I thank you for your kind attention." :

Wilmont concluded his address very shrewdly. He dwelt on the fingerprint evidence,
and on the fact that, well, Elmer and his client were brothers, but they hadn't lived
together for three years...what difference did that make? He spoke for three hours, and
he used the sledgehammer technlque. By clever inference he brought out important things
he hadn't proved. He was good. Very good. At last he finished his dramatic act, and the
judge addressed the jury for a further hour and a half. He was neutral. He didn't veer on
one side or the other...he dealt with each item of evidence and let the jury make up their
own minds. He concluded with, of course, the conventional observation that if there was
any doubt at all my client should get the benefit. Then he sent them out to make their
decision. I tried to catch my juror's eye, but he seemed to be in a‘hurry to cast his vote.

I didn't know what to think.....
FEEVSVEVER TS KR HKERF . KRHKK KK

"



I couldn't wait for the verdict. I wegi back to my office. At first, I planned to
write my article for Bill, but that was surely presumptuous. The case hung in the balance,
and it could go either way....I smoked cigarette after cigarette. My mind roved over the
'whole case, trying to see if I could have done better. It was superb luck that Pat had -
recognized the Jamison brothers from an old CRY photosheet...it didn't detract from the
fingerprint evidence as such...but it raised a doubt as to the wiseness of taking note of
"such evidence when it was given by the brother of the prosecuting fan. I mentally kicked
wyself, because, looking back, it was plain that I missed the boat. Wilmont, in his
endeavor to press the fingerprint advantage home as far as he could, had brought out the
fact that Elmer had duplicated, and knew all the jargon connected with fanzine work. I
had missed that. Thank Chu Pat had noticed it, and had looked back through his old files
to make sure of his hunch.

I thought about the tit warbler, and its robbed nest...and...

The brakes of the Thunderbird screeched outside...I waited...the footsteps paused
outside the door...hell...which way had it gone, and as soon as Bill and Pat came in...

I knew...I'd won my first case.

"You were superb, Saul," said Bill. "...wonderful...how can I ever thank you...You'll
come to my party tonight..." He danced around, shook hands with Pat and myself about ten
times, and ran out, his Thunderbird whizzing down the high street.

"I knew you'd do it, Saul," said good old faithful Pat, pouring me a tumblerful of
damson home brew from his flask. :

"And I couldn't have done it but for you, Pat," I said. How proud I was to have this

old man with me..."but now, if you'll leave me, I want to work on that story for Bill
tonight." i ;
KRKHKKRK ' KRXKXHKK KAKKKKRH

It was my masterpiece. All about a dragonfly and a toad who started an apa...it was
only about seven pages long, but I put all I had into it. I walked down to Bill's hotel,
feeling mighty proud.

: Wilmont and Jamison and Elmer were there. They stood around Bill and slapped his
shoulders in comraderie...they said they'd known he hadn't done it, but it looked so bad
at the time. il :

. Wilmont and deHavilland came over to me and congratulated me on my case. De Havilland
intimated that my clever sobbing that I'd never won a case had surely swayed the jury, but
the thing was that I had won my first case...and as Bill hadn't sued for counter-damages,
he was quite happy...the best man hadn't won, but still, juries were unpredictable.

I tried to give Bill my mss, but he said that would do in the morning, now was the
time for rejoicing...so I just naturally JOlned in with the rest, and got myself a little
drunk, and Bill had to take Pat and myself home.

FEHHKRRH HRRKKHKR KHRKHKRH

Pat called for me in his old Ford, and we chuffed round to Bill's hotel.

The clerk looked surprised.

"Mr. Fleming left last night," he said, "... but he left this note for you."

Ghod.

T walked sadly outside the hotel into the hot sunshine with Pat, my old fannish friend.
I knew what was to happen. Ve sat in the Ford, and I rlpped open the envelope. Inside was
a check for $500...and a short note.

Dear Bugler,

Sorry I couldn't stop but I've got to work on TRENCHARD ﬁEh, giving the write-up
of the trial, which you handled in a masterly fashion.
Saul, I just cannot accept material from you. I know I promised, but I was
desperate...so here's the cash instead. It was money well spent.
Regards,
Fleming
. "See that, Pat," I said. "He's working on #2L...that means he DID publish #23....
and he didn't want my material, after promising."

"It's not so badj son," said Pat. "It's not so bad. You have $500; that will buy a
mass of fannish equipment. Why not start a fanzine of your own? FANAC will give coverage
to the trial, and everyone will want to sub...and that young man on the jury...he's a
neofan if ever T saw one...why, if you like, I'll be joint editor..how's that...cheer up,



Ocii...you're in BNFdom range if you-take advantage of it now." 9

"You really mean that, Pat?"

U des+. "

It was true.

At least, my material would be published, even if I had to do it myself.

It would have been nice to have sat back and waited for the postman with a fanzine
with my first story in it...but, well, I had a big file of rejects, and they would fill

several issues, and like Pat said, my very own fanzine.....
Pat started up the old Ford, and stopped outside the shop which sold Gestetners.....
John Berry
1961
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from THE CASE OF THE DOPED-UP DOCTOR by Avram Davidson

The famous Jezail bullet which Watson, by his own account, received during what he
oddly terms "the fatal Battle of Maiwand" ("Sure, it's killed I am, entirely!") is one of
the most mysterious missiles in the annals of military medicine. In "A Study in Scarlet"
it throbs in Watson's shoulder; in "The Sign of (the) Four" it throbs in Watson's leg;
in "The Adventure of the Noble Bachelor" Watson is able to tell only that the throbbing
is going on in "one of Lhi§7 limbs." Now, as a Jezail bullet is no mere splinter of shrap-
nel, able to drift erratically about the body, but a sizeable chunk of lead, which would
surely have become encapsulated and stayed put, Watson's uncertainty as to its location
admits of but one conclusion, viz. there was no Jezail bullet: But, oh, boy, what a love-
ly excuse it offered!

Excuse for what? Why, for Watson's being a cocaine-addict. It wasn't Holmes at all,
it was Watson!

* ¥ ¥ :

One can see the sordid scene clearly: Mrs. W., who by now knows that something is
wrong, and has a pretty good idea of what, trails Watson into his dispensary just as he
is about to take a nice refreshing dose of nose-candy, or schmeck. '"Oh, John!" she
says. '"Not that dreadful med'cine agayn?" "It's the Jezail bullet, me dear," says
Watson, groaning piteously. '"Demned thing gives me no rest--throb, throb, throb, morning
till night, harumph." '"Let me make you a nice hot cup of tea;" she says, swishing out in
her nightie; and while she is filling the kettle and blowing up the fire, Watson pulls
out his works and takes the badly-needed fix. Oh, how lucky for him there was no
Harrison Act and that dope was easy to get as moustache-wax: Viva Victoria Regina!

* * *

Holmes's task in dragging Watson off on a case at a moment's notice--ostensibly in
order to employ his assistance; actually, of course, to try and keep him from the habit
which he so ungallantly (and ungratefully!) ascribed to Holmes--was made easy by the
willingness of nearbye Drs. Anstruther and Jackson to take over Watson's practice (what
there was Of it) at any time. This willingness presents no real mystery. The medical
profession is, after all, the last of the medieval guilds, the greatest of the secret

' societies. It is almost impossible, in the eyes of physicians, for one of their number
to do wrong. They will look on blandly for years while the inept practitioner murders
his patients by the score, and regard with the utmost placidity his diagnosing cancer of
the liver as 'yellow Jjaundice,' his giving cathartics strong enough to purge cart-horses
to appendicitis victims... Dr. Watson addicted to cocaine, is he? Why, bless you,
‘that's just his little weakness... You may safely wager, however, that if Watson had
been guilty of Unethical and Infamous Conduct--say, removing a gall-stone for a guinea
under the regular fee--Jackson and Anstruth would have had his name in no time: '"Struck
off the Register," by gad; and we all know what that would have meant--the glass of rum
and the pistol with one bullet in it; or else perpetual exile in the remoter colonies or
the Treaty Ports. From this dreadful fate the unfortunate Watson was saved only by the
unremitting efforts and care of the best friend a man ever had: MR. SHERLOCK HOIMES.

Avram Davidson
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A FURTHER IN9UIRY INTO "LITTLE LuLy" 1

by Rob Williams

"Of Human Bondage" is similar to "Little Lulu" in that both of the leading characters
» suffer physical afflictions. Philip has his limp; Lulu has no neck nor knees. But there
the similarity ends. Philip is supremely conscious of his defect, it colors his every
action. Lulu, on the other hand, has never mentioned nor called attention to her dis-
ability. In fact, she bravely seems unaware of it.

"Little ILulu" is a work of such grandeur and scope that all other works of literature
must be judged by this one. It is a thinly disguised Morality Play and its subject is
one of importance--sex. Her bold outlook at the sexual nature of life is what first
attracts readers to her. Certainly she is one of the most erotic of all fictional
heroines. : it

Lulu herself is, of course, based ona -character in the Greek Drama--Medea. To any-
one even superficially acquainted with both Medea and Lulu this is so obvious as to call
for no further comment. ,

A genesis of the other characters in "Little Lulu" is not within the bounds of this
present article. Here it can only be stated that 4Alvin is clearly patterned after Alyosha
Karamasov.

For those interested in the genealogical lineage of Tubby, Wilbur, Willie, Annie,
Gloria, The West Side Gang, Mom, Pop, et al; I can do no better than to refer them to a
book by Lailard and Pendergast. My generally astute colleagues Wilson Lailard and Crompton
Pendergast2 correctly surmise the identity of Gloria as of ...In Excelsis Deo and that of
Annie as ... Doesn't Live Here Anymore fame. I hasten to add my concurrence with their
judgement. However on the subject of Iggy they make the generally prevalent assumption
that he is taken from an obscure Balzac vignette. In such an otherwise admirable volume
this: is all too glaring an error. I feel that this is the place to correct this common
canard. ;
T Iggy is truly an original creation and has no precedent in our entire literary heritage.
- If you will but follow "Little Lulu" from month to month you will see that this at first
simple person is in reality of a complexity so unfathomable that other literary enigmas
become puerile by contrast.

+ It is my belief, .soundly anchored on fact, that Iggy is the pivotal character on which
the whole edifice of "Little Lulu" centers. Without him the whole structure would collapse
like so much multi-hued poppycock.

Here are my reasons for believing this:

Somebody is keeping Lulu happy--you will notice that ninety per cent of the time she
is, by the look on her face, in the throes of sublimest ecstacy.

Alvin seems to me too holy, too young; yes, altogether too unworldly to be engendering
this condition in Lulu. Some of you may think it is precisely this spirituality of Alvin's
that has led Lulu to such a blissful state-- If so, listen to the following quotation,
which I believe will change your point of view. _

Lulu has just run into Alvin in front of her house and she says: "I'll give you such
a smack!" ;

Lulu, in her slavish concern for young Alvin, displays a maternal instinct of over-
whelming intensity. The great tragedy of Lulu's life is her inability to conceive and
bear children. (Whether this is due to her age=-six or seven, or to some feminine disorder
is not discernible.) Alvin functions as a child substitute for the one Lulu needs so
badly.

- To suggest Tubby as the cause of Lulu's happiness would be most ignorant: TLulu
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If any reader is unschooled in "Little Lulu" may I suggest they study an issue or two of
that remarkable work before reading this articee. "Little Lulu" by Marge (Marjorie
Henderson Buell) Volume One, Numbers one through one-hundred and forty two.
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c.f. Marge's "Little Lulu" and Proust's "Remembrance of Things Past,'" A Comparative
Criticism by Lailard and Pendergast. Nome PreESISHamliO Silk




plainly regards him with repugnance. (Tubbgjis also rejected by Gloria--who bears a
striking resemblance to his mother. Tubby's only outlet is food. He consumes eatables
in such astonishing quantities that one can only be thankful his super-normal appetite
is so channeled. If ever Lulu or Gloria were to relent, theirs would be an unsettling
surprise. His voraciousness if guided toward its true goal would only result in an ex-
treme case of satyriasis. This facet of his personality puts one in mind of Dickens'
Oliver Twist. You will recall his pleas for more food were likewise merely a subterfuge
for more earthy appetites.)

Neither Willie nor Wilbur can be cited for Lulu's quixotic behavior.

Muite simply, what it is is this: ILulu is having an affair with Iggy.

Notice the haggard look on Iggy's face, his furtive movements, his reluctance to look
his mother or sister in the eye--all symptoms brought on by his involvement with Lulu.

It is true that he may occasionally stick out his tongue and loudly S g o A
Lulu, but this is a pathetically unsuccessful attempt to hide the depth and passion of
his real feelings. ;

Her secret affair with Iggy accounts for her cheerful nature. But now we must exam-
ine Lulu's other side, the gloomy Lulu-

In tandem with her cheerfulness she has, at times, a manner of despair that is
frightening. Her character is of such duality as to be disconcerting to the faithful
reader; confusing to those approaching Lulu for the first time. When, in the midst of
her happiest moments, a darkness passes over her merry features, it is as disturbing to
the reader as sudden lightning on a sunny day. When Lulu drops her carefree joy and
youthfulness to utter "Baw!" or "Waw'" we are struck to our cores with a feeling of hope-
less abandcrment that seems unalleviable. It is at these times that she seeks solace in
her dream world. : '

Lulu's phantasy world is worthy of closer scrutiny than any of my colleagues have
given or, indeed, any that I have time for in the present article. I should like to men-
tion, however, Witch Hazel and Little Itch. These creatures of Lulu's fancy are person-
ifications of her schizoid tendencies.

The sight of Witch Hazel as she flys through the air on her broomstick is a form of
wish fulfillment significant to any Freudian. ILittle Itch, by virtue of her double
entendre name, opens up myriad vistas of speculatian.

I hope that in his brief discussion I have touched upon a few points of interest to
the general reader. This has not been meant as a comprehensive study of "Little Lulu."
That would be a futile undersaking for any critic due to the endless variety of interpreta-
tions that may be put on this work. To my knowledge only "Hamle t'" approaches "Little
Lulu" in offering a choice of so many differing conclusions.

Naturally I have touched only a few highlights concerning Lulu. I fervently hope
that the readers' interest has been stimulated enough to make them delve into "Little Lulu"
for themselves.

In closing, I should lkke to remark that if Lulu's scatological value is what first
draws the reader, then it is Lulu's concern with the important issues of life that holds
the reader. The problems that confront her are the problems that confront each of us:

Does a yo-yo travel faster going down or coming up; what would it be like to be a snowman..
Her valiant persistence to unearth the answers to these and other such problems assures
her a place with the immortals.

But her warmth, compassion and genuine concern for others is what guarantees her posi-
tion as a cornerstone of world literature. For hers is essentially a message betokening

love in a lonely world: "I'll give you such a smack!"

--Rob Williams

S e Chatterley, Amber, Toffeeand Twist, A Study in Image Replacement by Norman Kall
which appeared in a recent issue of READER'S DIGEST.
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BOYCON OR BUST! (Part 2)

by Terry Carr

SATURDAY

Saturday morning, late, we went down to the lobby and ran into Bill Donaho and Jim

Caughran, who had driven up overnight in Jim's car; they were completely beat and immedi-

ately retired for several hours. We wandered into the con suite up on the second floor,
where all sorts of posters and auction material and such were on display. Copies of the
current CRY and SHAGGY were available there, and there was a big display of photos of the
week before's Midwescon, where the Chicago crew had thrown a party sponsored by the
Seattle group to get people drunk enough to promise to support the Seattle worldcon bid.
Miri borrowed some felt pens and made up some signs plugging our bid for the next Wester-
con (“Bring Home The Baycon" was the slogan--it had been suggested years before by local
fan Bill Collins, when San Francisco had been bidding for the 'Sl worldcon, but he hadn't
thought of it till everyone had left for the Philcon so it had never been used.)

After a little socializing in the con suite we wandered out for breakfast, and when
we came back we went to the pool, which was in back of the hotel; the motel connected with
the hotel (the Owyhee) was just beyond the pool. There were several fans there, including
the Busbys and Calkinses, and we immediately invited them to the bar for a drink, as per
arrangement. Comehow on the way to the bar we picked up a few more fans, like Donaho and
Ronel and Elmer Perdue and Barbara Gratz and Jean Bogert; some of these joined us at the
table. An extremely enjoyable time was had by all for a couple of hours, talking of FAPA
matters and the handiness of having a swimming pool at a consite and standard subjects
such as foreign beers and sex. The Gwyhee bar served an extremely good beer, as Buz men-
tioned later on, toward the end of the con, when we realized that that afternoon was the
only zathering in the bar; it seemed strange that that gathering was unique, considering
the excellence of the beer. But then, there was good booze elsewhere too, most of the
time.

The session in the bar gradually broke up as people wandered off to lunch or to the
pool or to catch an afternocn nap. The next gathering was that afternoon, in the coffee
shop, where a batch of us congregated over coffee and orange juice and such light liquid
refreshment - We pushed three tables together and gathered around them and chatted quietly.

I don't remember just what the subject was, but at one point during this session Bill
Donaho maintained that he was evil and debased. No one from Berkeley tried to refute
thls, but Sid Coleman argued with him that he might be good and true and beautiful.

"T am evil and debased!" rumbled Bill.
"Well, do something evil and debased for me," said Sid.

Bill kicked him in the shins under the table.

The afternoon wore on and our stomachs started to growl, and we were all looking
forward to the banquet that evening. The gathering in the coffee shop broke up as most
everybody went off to change for dinner and shower and such (it was quite warm in Boise
that July 4 weekend). Miri and I got to the banquet room a little later than most of
the others, and found ourselves sitting quite a way back down the table from the speakers.
" I commented that this might not bother, because Rog, who was Guest of Honor, had been
working intermittently on his speech for the past month, and we'd heard most of it
three or four times already as he tried out various lines for laugh-value. And just as
they were getting ready to serve the fried chicken, Miri remembered that she didn't have
her camera, so I went up to the room to get it.

Coming back through the hall I passed a porter carrying someone's luggage, and
striding behind him in bermuda shorts and teeshirt was someone who looked familiar as we
passed. .
Three steps later I wheeled and said, "Jack!"

Jack Speer turned around, recognized me, waved, and said he was in a hurry to change
in time for the banquet. I went on down and stopped to tell Guy that Jack had Jjust
arrived, but he'd heard it himself just a few minutes before. I went back to my seat,
and discovered that the banquet table was almost completely full; fortunately I'd had a



wife to save my seat. Forty-two people regigiered at the Boycon, and forty-one of them
were at the banquet--the missing member didn't arrive at the con till later that evening,
which means that the Boycon banquet had a 100% turnout--undoubtedly a record that has
never been matched by any previous stfcon.

The fried chicken was excellent, and when I finished my first helping I decided
selfishly to finish off the rest of the chicken on the plate allotted to our section of
the table. As I emptied it, a waitress came along and filled it full again. Eyebrows
went up all around the table at this, and some other plates were emptied. They were
promptly filled. :

Ron Ellik likes to think he is a champion eater or something, so he dived into the
second plate in front of him and polished it off, then looked up brightly to see if he
could get any more. "I want more chicken," he muttered; "what kind of a hotel is this,
only giving us two huge servings? That's not enough to feed a growing squirrel!"

A waitress refilled the huge plate at Ron's end of the table.

Goggle-eyed, Ron attacked this plate too, with the help of such as Andy Main and
Chuck Devine. They polished it off and as Ron was wiping his fingers on a napkin the
waitress refilled the plate for the third time (the third refill, that is).

Undaunted, Ron and crew set to and worked their way through this plate too, though

a bit slowly, I thought. (I smiled superiorly at Ron and his cohorts as I finished my
third helping; I wasn't trying to set any records.) And when the plate was again empty
it was refilled.

Ron frowned and lifted the plate to look under it. "Has this thing got a false bot-
?" he muttered. :

It was great fun, but of course, the waitress won. The hotel had provided enough
chicken for fourths, fifths, and sixths if necessary, and from the confident look on the
faces of the waitresses I felt certain they were prepared to keep on serving fried chicken
unto the twentieth helping if necessary. However Ron Ellik is a sensible person, and he
knew when he was licked. He loosened his belt and said to the tablefull of people hushed
and watching, "I guess I'm done." And then we all turned to the other end of the table,
where Forry Ackerman, the m.c., was getting ready to rise and give greetings to all us
fans of sci-fi and fried chicken.

While we were waiting, Chuck Devine, who was sitting next to me, leaned over and
said right out of the blue, "You're the best fannish writer in the world, aren't you?"

Now, I'd be the last person to deny that I often like my own writings more than is
probably warranted, and in fact I've often kidded myself in print about my little con-
ceits. But there are times when even the most godawful bigheads among us get stopped,
and this was one of the times for me. My head jerked up and I stared at Chuck for a few
moments and at length decided that he'd been perfectly serious. (My first reaction had
been to say, "What kind of a crack is that?"--which may seem an inappropriate rejoinder
to such heady egoboo, but you'd understand better if someone were to say that to you.)

I said, "No, I'm not the best fannish writer in the world." I really couldn't think
of anything else to say.

"Guy said you were," said Chuck. (This wasn't strictly true; Guy told me later that
Chuck had been asking for suggestions as to who to ask for material for his fanzine, and
Guy had suggested me first.)

Fortunately, at that point Forry began his opening remarks, so I didn't have to wrack
my brains to say something modest and unassuming to Chuck. Forry began by mentioning that
while he'd been sitting next to the Guest of Honor during the meal he'd stolen all of
Rog's notes: "I'll be using his gags, so you'd better laugh!" He went on to chitter-
chatter about movies and such. "I see we have the star of 'The Ten Commandments' with us
this evening," said 4e. "--Elmer, would you rise?"

Among forthcoming movies he mentioned, "Ma and Pa Kettle Meet Jim Webbert."

He went on with various newsnotes from L.A., including a mention that Ray Bradbury
was working on the Shirley Temple Show for tv. Sid Coleman said brightly, "Ah--is he
doing 'Small Assassin'?"

There was more potpourri of news and gags, of course. Forry mentioned that J. B.
Priestley's "Doomsday Men", a story of the moon falling to earth, had been bought for the
movies. "They're filming it in Collide-o-scope," he said. On the magazine front, he said,
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things were looking up, with new concepts and new magazines galore: "I understand they're
coming out now with a Jewish version of Playboy...to be call Sin Agog."

"No no," called out Sid Coleman, "it'1ll be called Playsoy:!"

Forry and Sid would have made a wonderful vaudeville team, I'll bet.

Anyhow, Forry introduced Rog eventually, and Rog stood and launched into his talk.
"I have a wonderful room here at the hotel," he said. "It has an unlisted number. And
I slept like a top last night--standing up with my head spinning. I was standing because
I'd got one of the brooms stuck under my shirt, and my head was spinning because the
janitors forgot to put the cap back on the ammonia bottle. But it's a real nice room."

After the preliminary jokes Rog launched into a rather more serious speech on s-f,
which went down as easily as the fried chicken had. And when he came to the end of his
notes he was enjoying himself so much (Rog loves to talk) that he went on for ten or fif-
teen minutes more, extemporameously. "I know most of you here," he said, looking over
the faces at the table. "For instance, I know Jack Speer...we're old enemies. Come to
think of it, we never made friends, did we, Jack?" Speer grinned, stood up and shook
hands with Rog. Rog went on to tell at length about the big feud in the middle forties
between Rog and Ziff-Davis on one hand and Forry and Jack on the other. It's an inter-
esting and amusing story, but for some reason--probably so as not to embarrass Jack or
Forry or get into any arguments with them anew--he left out most of the funny parts he
usually told. As it was, when he finished he turned to Speer and said, "Isn't that about
how it happened?" and Jack smiled his inscrutable smile and said quietly, "not exactly."

Well, after Rog's talk the session broke up, only to be reconvened a few minutes
later in the Seattle suite, where there was a party thrown by Earl Kemp on behalf of the
Chicago in '52 bid. The bathtub was loaded with mix, the table was loaded with potables
and glasses, and the chairs, bed and floor were loaded with fans--some of whom eventually
matched the condition of the bathtub, table, and room.

I was sitting at Forry's feet talking with Gregg Calkinsend Elinor Busby about art-
work-stencilling when all of a sudden during a lull I heard Sid Coleman in the second
conversation to our right saying, "I'm writing a story about the crew of a Dean Drive
spaceship...they're looking at their full-color visiscanner, which works by the Land
process--when suddenly they notice the dials are sticky!"

Well, that conversation seemed a bit toc silly for a high-type fan like me, so I
turned back to our own group, only to hear Gregg chattering gaily about how he was coming
down with some Dread Disease and would die at the convention. "AZl I ask," he said as he
waved a can of beer grandiosely, "is that you bury me in the FAPA plot. Cremate my mor-
tal remains and scatter my ashes through the next FAPA mailing!"

"You'd need sixty-eight identical ashes," said Elinor.

"Egad," I said, "can't you just see it in the listing of surplus stock a few mailings
hence? 'One ash of Gregg Calliins--1/4. A bargain!"

"Yes!" said Gregg, "--and then I could write an article called 'I Was A Piece of Ash
For "FAPA LY

As you might surmise by the brilliant intellectuality of the conversation, the party
was in full swing and the alcohol was having its effects. In fact, just about then Gregg
stood up to go get another beer and almost fell over. "Goddam, an earthquake!" he
hollered.

Gregg is a real funny fellow--I really think he's terrific.

Well, eventually the party-room began to thin out--the entire convention had been in
it that night, but people started going off to bed around 1:00 or 2:00. Also, we ran
out of liquor and mix. It was a horrible state of affairs, so Gregg and Joanne and Miri
and I and a few others decided to go out for more. We moved the base of operations down
to the convention suite at the other end of the hall--the consuite was open all night,
since no one was sleeping there. We went out and got some goodies and continued the
party for a short time, being joined by the Busbys and Wally Weber in the consuite. But
eventually I tuckered out and went off to bed.

SUNDAY _

I awoke to find myself alone in our room; apparently Miri had stayed up all night.

It was nine o'clock. I dressed and shaved and went down to the lobby, where Miri and
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Barbara Gratz and Wally Weber were sitting and talking.
"We're on a convention Marathon!' said Miri, looking disgustingly wide-awake. These
people who stay up all night are always more chipper in the morning than peop¥ 1like me
who zo to sleep at night.

We went out to breakfast, and I confess I don't remember a thing about it; I still
wasn't awake. But my notes say that Barbara quoth, apropos of something or other, IR
was an exotic room--when you walked in you thought you'd be shot."

The auction was convening back at the hotel, so bacl: we went. Al Lewis was auc-
tioneer--apparently Guy had planned on having Daugherty or somebody like that as auc-
tioneer, but none of conventiondom's experienced auctioneers showed up at the con. So
Al Iewis, an extremely competent and obliging guy, consented to step in and handle it.

Al had never auctioned anything before in his life--but then, neither had most of the
REISt ‘ofisusi

Al turned out to be great. He was a born auctioneer--chattering incessantly, crack-
ing jokes, almost literally pulling the bids from people. He held up an original illo
and chattered, "This is a good one...this is a good one...what's your bid?...take a look
at some of the others and you'll see that this is a good one!" He had the original
manuscript of Mildred Clingerman'EHWStair Trick" up for bid, and both Jean Bogert and
Ed Wyman were after it. "Jean," he said, "you don't want to go back East without this,
do you?" he said. She raised the bid. "Ed," said Al, wheeling to the other side of the
room, "you're not going to let this get away from the coast, are you?" Ed raised it again.

And so it went. Al displayed an amazing talent in getting bids from people and making
them like it. On occasions he even bid for them, which was so ridiculous that nobody
could stop laughing long enough to proteEET And they paid for the stuff too. It was
probably Al's auctioneering that lkept the Boycon from going into the red.

Miri and I even bought some stuff. We picked up nine early-forties Startlings for
$2.50--we're nuts for old pulps. (I like to read 'em and Miri gets a sense of wonder
Just from their musty odor.) And at another point Al was auctioning two issues of
Science Fiction and the first issue of Comet--both mags from the early forties, our weak-
ness. Nobody was bidding for them, so Miri shrugged and bid 20¢. Al was horrorstruck;
he grimaced and looked so pitiful that I raised the bid to 25¢ myself. Everything thought
that was terrific--Miri and me bidding against each other--but the fact was that I would
have been ashamed to buy the three mags for 20¢. But nobody seemed to want to raise it
above a quarter, so Miri raised it to 30¢ and that was the price we finally paid for themn.

After the auction came the business meeting of the con. I made the bid for Berkeley,

managing between flashes from cameras to blurt out some stuff about how we had a great
committee that was all set to put on a fine con and how we really wanted the con and so
forth--the standard stuff. It was all true, too. When I got finished with the bid I
called on Rog to second the nomination and tell a little about the hotel we'd chosen.
But Rog was in one of his Puckish moods, since it was obvious that nobody was going to
bid against us, so when he got up to the rostrum he reeled off what must have been the
inost outrageous nomination speech ever given at a con.

"le've chosen a real fine hotel," he said. "I forzget the name of it, but I may have
written it down somewhere. Anyway, we've checked it out thoroughly, and it's the perfect
hotel for a convention. We went down there and there were bums and winos and shady char-
acters sprawled all over the lobby=--the manager said they wouldn't mind at all having
science fiction fans staying there. At least, one of the managers did--there are two
managers at the hotel, and the other one told us to go to hell. But I don't think we'll

pay any attention to him."

He went on in that manner for what seemed an eternity, while Honey slumped down
further and further in her seat and intermittently squeaked, "Roger, stop it! Roger,
wait'll I get you alone! Roger!" R

But Rog enjoyed himself. ' After he finished I went bacli to the rostrum again myself
~ and gave the assemblage the real story on the hotel--how the 1956 Westercon had been
held there and we'd told the manager to check his bar receipts for that weekend, and when
he'd done so he suddenly became enthusiastic over the prospects of having another s-f con
at his hotel. Honey came up and said a few words on what terrific cooperation we were
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already getting from the management and so %grth. Then we both glared at Rog and sat
down. '

Guy called for any other bids, and after a brief pause Elmer Perdue stood and put
in a bid for Hawaii. Everybody craned their necks to stare awestruck at him, and Guy
asked him if he was moving to Hawaii or something.

"No, I don't even know anybody in Hawaii," Elmer admitted. "I just think it'd be a
nice idea to hold a convention there."

"I'm afraid I'1ll have to rule the bid out of order," said Guy, smiling.

Then Chuck Devine stood and bid for Boise again in 'O1.

Guy fixed him with a glare. "Are you planning on running the convention yourself?"
he asked.

Chucik withdrew his bid.

So the vote was held, and it was unanimous for Berkeley--except for Chuck Devine,
who abstained.

"I think this should be a unanimous vote,'
Chuck--vote for Berkeley this time!"

Chuck gave up and voted for Berkeley, and it was unanimous.

After that we all took a break for lunch before the Fanzine Editors' Panel was to
begin; we all went down to the coffee shop. The panel consisted of Elinor Busby, Gregg
Calkins, me, and Earl Kemp, with Ron Ellik as woderator. Earl had been rung in at the
last minute as a replacement for John Trimble, I think it was. Andy Main had at first
been considered as a replacement, but when Earl had shown up Guy figured he had more ex-
perience, so Andy was out. Anyway, Ron assembled the panel members in the coffee shop and
we discussed plans for the panel vhile we waited for lunch. What with everyone trooping
into the coffee shop at once, the service was a bit delayed. Considerably so, in fact.
We had so much time to talk that we practically ended up holding the panel discussion
risht there while waiting for our food.

Ron was getting nervous because of the delay. At the table next to us sat Guy and
Diane. and some others, and their orders were taken and they were served before we could
even flag down a waitress to get menus. About the time our orders came Guy's party got
up to leave, and .Ron noticed with horror that it was time for the program to start.

"Eat your food quick!" he said, "or we'll 'be late!"

"We can't be late," I said. "We're the program.”

That stopped him; he quit chomping so furiously on his cheeseburger.

"Besides," I said, "I get hiccups when I eat burgers too fast, and you don't want a
panel member with hiccups, do you?"

So we ate at a comparatively leisurely pace. When we got upstairs everybody was
waiting, so we started the panel immediately. It was slow starting; Ron had prepared a
list of questions comparing activity in the apas with general fandom activity, and we
chattered on in turn about personality in fanzines and friendship via the printed page
and how much deadlines are to be feared, and other such semi-esoteric stuff. We would
have felt pretty bad about going on at such length about such stuff were it not for the
fact that most everybody at the con was an active fan, well-acquainted with what we were
talking about.

But there was one fellow there who had never heard of fandom before. He'd arrived
the night before, just at the tail-end of the big party; seemed he'd heard there was an
sf con in town and he wanted to meet Bradbury. Unfortunately, Bradbury wasn't there, but
he was intrigued by the fannish types and stuck around for the rest of the sessions. I
never did catch his name. ((Bob Wilson)) But anyway, after the fan-panel had been going
for half an hour or so he raised his hand and asked, "What is this thing called FANZINE

ot

and how do I get a copy®
The natural reaction was of course forthcoming: everybody in the room laughed, and
someone said that Sylvia White published it. When the noise had subsided Ron ruefully
gave a brief, polite explanation of fandom in fifty words or less. The explanation prob-
ably only served to confuse the poor fellow more, I'm afraid.
At any rate, the conversation thereafter veered to where it usually does on fan-panels:
What's Wrong With Science Fiction. Earl Kemp, who had just published "Who Killed Science

said Guy. "I'll call for another vote.
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Fiction?", started it, but it wasn't long before everybody on the panel and many members
of the audience were getting in their licks too.

It was during this discussion that Gregg Calkins, sitting on my right, made the mis-
take of saying, "...for instance, nobody comes up to me anymore and says, 'Who was that
stf writer I saw you reading last night?'"

Before I could stop myself, I blurted out, "That was no stf author, that was my
wife!" ;

Ghod but I hate myself when I do things like that.

Ron Ellik turned to me during the ensuing dead silence and said, "You can be replaced
by Andy Main, you know." -

But the discussion of stf went on. I went into some pretty.fancy orations myself,
and enjoyed myself hugely. As I remarked in an aisde to Gregg, it was a strange and won-
derful feeling to sit at a table on a platform with all these faces turned up to you
waiting for your pronouncements. "Just as if we knew what we were talking about!" I
said.. . It, was lotsef fun.

At one point while I was talking Miri raised her hand in the audience to ask me to
clarify a point or something, and we discussed some point or other back and forth for
about five minutes. And everybody sat and listened respectfully and apparently even
interestedly. At last the humor of the situation struck me, though:

"My wife and I are holding a panel discussion," I remarked.

Eventually Guy stood up and called the proceedings to a halt, suggesting that we all
take a break and gather round the pool for awhile. So there was a general scurrying
about as people went up to their rooms to get their swimming suits, and in fifteen minutes
there we were, all of us out at the poal.

That was the great thing about the Boycon: there were only 42 people there, but they
were all good people and the number was Jjust small enough that we could all congregate in
one place for a party or a swimming session. This particular afternoon found most all of
us in the pool, a situation which struck us all so funny that we got quite silly, really.

The water was a bit cold, and we were shivering as we stood waist-deep in the water
talking and joking. Andy Main started bouncing up and down to keep warm, the water pro-
viding buoyancy enough to make it comparatively effortless and fun. Elinor and I and Ron
and Miri and a whole bunch of others soon joined in the game, and pretty quick half the
goddam convention was in the pool,blithély bouncing up and down and discussing fandom. It
was the silliest damn thing I've ever seen at a convention, and I wish I had a picture of
it. It struck us so funny that we got to talking of founding a whole fandom -- Water-
Bouncing Fandom. We could have our own fanzines on the subject --WATER-BOUNCING TIMES and
BOUNCEAC and BOUNCE OF THE NAMELESS. We could have Serious Articles like "Whither Bounce
Fandom?" and "Bouncing is Just a Goddam Hobly and such. Lventually, when we all got tired
of the game and people started gafiating from our little splinter fandom, we could wind
everything up with a massive volume called "Who Killed Water-Bouncing?".

Oh, we had ourselves a ball there in the pool. '"Anything two or more fans do together
is fanac!" hollered Ron, bouncing madly up and down.

Eventually the bouncing party broke up, as Chuck Devine and Jim Caughran and Andy
Main and some others started dunking each other and generally horsing around. Everybody
was in high spirits.

"Help, he's drowning neofans!" gurgled Andy as Jim dunked him.

Eventually Bounce Fandom separated and everybody went off to dinner. Miri and I were
with Diane and Wally Weber and Jim Webbert and a batch of others at a restaurant around
the corner where we had to wait so long for a waitress to take our orders that Jim called a
meeting of The Nameless Ones to order while we waited. It was a brief meeting, though, just
long enough for the club (represented by Wally and Jim and a few others, like Miri and me,
who had attended Nameless meetings in the past) to vote to buy a membership in the Baycon.

Pretty soon the door opened and in trooped most of the remaining half of the conven-
tion. All weekend it seemed as though the convention membership was a single entity:
everybody was always congregated in one place. '"Fans just naturally sort of coagulate
together," said Diane.
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When we'd finally got our meals and eaten we had to hurry back to the hotel, because
we were already almost an hour late for the second auction. But of course it didn't
matter, since almost all of the convention had been at that restaurant.

The most notable thing that happened at the second auction was the auctioning of
Don Day's beard, which had created such a sensation at the Seattle Westercon the previous
year. Don, unable to attend the con this year, had thoughtfully shaved his beard and
sent it as a replacement or something. It was neatly mounted in a box, and when it went
up for auction Ed Wyman said he'd donate a photograph of Day wearing the beard to go with
it. The whole kit was bought by Al Iewis himself; he said he was going to give it to Bjo
and John Trimble for a wedding present.

Following this there was a showing of LAfandom films, Unicorn's "The Genie" and
Rotsler's "Rock Fight." Al lLewis showed a batch of slides of fanphotos, too. And after
that there was another party in the Seattle suite, this one being to plug Seattle's
worldcon bid for '61l.

Unfortunately, it was at this time that the previous night's total lack of sleep
suddenly told on Miri; she Jjust collapsed and I had to put her to bed before the party
started. The comparatively high altitude of Boise, combined with the lack of sleep, had
her feeling really terrlble Al halevy gave her some codeine pills and she went right
of fistoRsiicep: i

I was feeling pretty beat myself, so I retired early from the party, read for awhile,
and went to sleep.

MONDAY

Monday wmorning we were comparatively refreshed, but depressed. This was the last day
of the con, and leavetaking is always depressing.

We had breakfast with Jack Speer and wandered back to the pool, where the fans were
gathering in little bunches. No program had been scheduled for that day, on the theory
that on the last day the fans would want to have plenty of time to talk. It had seemed
at first like a good idea, but actually turned out to be somewhat disastrous: with the
last day entirely given over to saying goodbyes it ended up being pervaded by a pall of
gloom. Probably some top program item should always ve scheduled for the end of a con-
vention in order to prevent this.

We went up to the consuite, where Jim Webbert was saying goodbye to everybody,
standing beside his already-packed suitcases. There's nothing so depressing as a packed
suitcase on the last day of a convention.

"I guess I won't see you at the Philcon," he said. "I won't be able to make it."

Elobediiilrie ableete ' Tisaid. ~ "The. gen's in Pittsburgh:™

'Oh i he isdid. - “Just as well, them,"

Guy was at the consuite, helping peoplé with this and that in between finishing up
convention business with the hotel and such. He looked tired but sort of happy.

"then I get home," he said, "I think I'll sit down and write a conreport, just for
me. It won't be published. It'll just be about all the little things I've seen at this
convention that have amused me. Probably nobody else noticed them, or would be interested.
But I want to write it all down for myself.".

Around -noon Miri piled in the car with Caughran and Donaho and they took off for
Berkeley. I went back to the pool and finished shooting up the roll of film in our camera,
with pictures of the Grahams, Guy and Diane, the Kemps, the Calkinses, Jack Speer, and
so forth. Jack has a very intriguing face--his eyes are always half-shut and there are
laugh-wrinkles around his mouth and the corners of his eyes. . He really looks extremely
genial. i
When I was taking his picture he said, "In mcst photographs 'you can't even see my
eyes--they just come out as dark slits. I had photos taken when I was running for state
senator, and they had to scrape some emulsifier off the negative so that I'd have any

eyes at all."
- I never found out how he would have looked in the pictures I took, because I'd mis-set
the camera and none of the photos turned out.

I wandered around the pool wishing I could go in the water again," but my suit had
been packed in one of the suitcases that Miri had taken back in the car. But Earl Kemp
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said I could borrow his suit, and I borrowedgthe key to their room and went up and
changed. I lounged around in the water for about an hour.

Then Diane came by and invited a bunch of us out to their place for dinner before
leaving. There were Rog and Honey, Wally, Earl, Nancy and their kids, and probably one
or two others. We arranged to meet in the lobby and I went off to pack my suitcase and
check out. When I'd done that I ran into Earl, who invited me for a beer while we were
waiting for the others. We discussed things to do with SAPS and s-f clubs and conventions
and had an extremely nice, relaxed time. In fact, we were about to order our third beers
when Guy found us and told us that everybody else was waiting. So off we went to Guy and
Diane's house.

It seemed appropriate that the convention should start with dinner at the Terwilleger's
house and end the same way. The party that last evening was a lot smaller, though, and
a lot more tired. The conversation at dinner was relaxed and quiet; we ate in the twi-
light on the patio and spoke quietly. There was little joking, and what there was of
that was mostly puns (Rog: "It was a house of ill-fame; the walls were naughty pine. 7ol

After dinner we lounged around in the livingroom. Wally was the most tired of us
all: not only had he stayed up all night Saturday night, but Sunday night too. "Every
now and then if somebody mentions my name I remember that I'm awake,'" he said.

We'd been sitting in the livingroom for half an hour or more when Guy suddenly
noticed which chair Wally was in. "Oh, Wally, you don't want to sit there," he said.
"You're not comfortable there."

Wally thought a minute, frowning in concentration. "You're right," he said solemnly.
"I've been uncomfortable all along, now that you mention it. But I didn't notice." So
he moved to another chair.

A little later he said, "Will somebody tell me if I'm having a good time or not? I
can't tell, and I might have to write a conreport or something, so I have to know. d

We assured him that he was having a great time--after all, look at the 1llustr10us
company he was in--and he settled back in his seat contentedly.

But pretty quick it was time to drive Wally out to the airport. We were ready to
leave when he suddenly noticed that he didn't have his camera, and we spent ten or fifteen
minutes hunting it down. When we finally found it it looked as though we might be late
getting him to his plane. So we piled into Guy's car and hurried to the airport.

"In his condition he won't know if he caught the plane or not," said Rog.

"I wonder where the plane is supposed to take me?" mused Wally.

Well, he got there just in time to trot out to the plane and get on before the door
shut. My plane, according to my return ticket, was due in another hour, and for some
reason we went back to Guy's house for half an hour and then came back to the airport;
maybe it was because I hadn't brought my luggage.

Anyway, an- hour later I presented my ticket at the United Airlines desk and began my
second run through the United gauntlet.

This wasn't the flight I was supposed to be on, said the fellow behind the desk. My
plane had left an hour ago.

But, I pointed out, the time they'd written on the envelope the ticket was in was
now.

That didn't matter; it was the wrong flight number.

Well, could I get on this plane? It was going to San Francisco, wasn't it?

Yes, but this was a flight with a stopover in Portland, where I'd have to change
planes. There'd be an extra charge for changing planes and fouling up their records (I
wondered briefly why they thought they needed help doing that), and they might be able to
get me on this plane. There'd be a two-hour layover in Portland. i

By this time I was so thoroughly disgusted that I had half of a letter to United's
management drafted mentally by the time I'd finished paying the extra fees. Rog and Guy
made commiserating noises and we stood around glaring at the United desk until shortly
later they called me over and said I was in luck; I could take their plane.

So I growled goodbye to Guy and told him what a good time I'd had and all. I prob-
ably sounded like I'd had a wretched time, what with the leavetaking depression and my
anger at United Airlines, but I really meant every word I hissed and spat at him.

So I boarded the plane and settled down to a little reading on the way to Portland.
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I dozed off over a Clark Ashton Smith story, though, and woke up as we came into Portland
and I was bumped off.

I presented myself at the United desk there and asked what flight I was to board in
two hours. He looked at my ticket and so forth and informed me gravely that they didn't
guarantee that I could get on that plane, but they'd put me on the waitinglist in case
any of the reservations were cancelled. But I could definitely get on the next plane after
that--it was to leave at nine in the morning.

Marvelling to myself over the wonders of our modern age and occasionally muttering,
"Boy, this is the only way to fly!" I retired to a seat in the lobby and read three stor-
ies from those early-forties Startlings we'd bought at the auction; they were utterly
lousy stories but I loved 'em. Maybe it was because of my dark mood and the fact that
they made me feel so superior.

As I finished the third story a voice announced over the loudspeaker that my flight
for San Francisco was being held up in Seattle for repairs.

That did it. I went up to the American Airlines desk and asked if I could switch
onto their next plane for San Francisco, which was due in half an hour. They said sure,
and courteously and efficiently made the arrangements with United; the change of planes
cost me nothing.

So half an hour later I boarded an American Airlines plane and collapsed into a
seat to sleep until we got to San Francisco. There was this gorgeous stewardess on the
plane, but she ruined everything by saying over the loubpeaker at the end of the flight,
"Both Miss Jones and myself have enjoyed having you aboard." I really thought only stew-
ardesses in Shelly Berman skits made such stupid grammatical errors.

At San Francisco International Airport I retrieved my luggage and went looking for a
bus to the city, where I could catch another bus to Berkeley. And I found that there were
no busses running at this time of night and my only alternative was an expen51ve limousine
coach. Feeling numb and uncaring, I took it.

The coach let us off on the other end of San Francisco's downtown. business district
from the trans-bay bus terminal. I stood in the cold night air at 3:30 in the morning
and contemplated walking fifteen blocks with my lugsage. What in the hell am I doing
here? I wondered. '

Fortunately, a taxi cruised by and several sailors and I made a deal to go in together
on a trans-bay taxi trip, splitting the fare. Half an hour later I arrived home and
tumbled into bed.

I wasn't quite asleep, though, when a car pulled into the driveway and Miri came in.
So we had some hot chocolate and discussed our .trips back; Jim Caughran's car (in which
Miri had been riding--Al halevy had been on vacation and had gone on to Canada from the
con) had broken down somewhere in Nevada, but an hour later Al Lewis and crew had come by
and pushed them to a mechanic twenty miles hence who had fixed the car. It seemed like it
had been kind of a bad trip for both of us.

30 we fell into bed and I set the alarm for eight o'clock. At that time I got up and

phoned my boss to tell him I wouldn't be in till afternoon. Then I went back to bed.
EPILOG

The ticket that I'd lost turned up the next day under the telephone, where one of our
friends had left it. We stopped payment on the second check I'd written to United Air-
lines and I sent the original ticket to them with a blistering letter, telling them that
still owed me five bucks. Iquoted check numbers and flight numbers and everything.

A few days later they wrote back and said I'd made a mistake, that their system was
set up so that it was foolproof, and that I still owed them two-fifty. But in view of
the amount of trouble I'd had, they were willing to call it even. And they added that
they hoped 1'd continue to fly United.

Fortunately, the next Westercon is in the Bay Area.

--Terry Carr
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HWYL by Elinor Busby

Flora Jones died last CRYday. She was 76 years old.

She died of a heart attack in the hospital where she'd been sick for a couple weeks.
We'd thought she was getting better, but we were mistaken.

We were all of us fond of her. She was five feet, or under, and had bright, fierce,
friendly eyes and a little pointed chin and full cheeks, and was a cute little woman.

Flora's main interest, apart from her daughter Virginia of whom she was very fond and
proud, was astrology. She taught classes in astrology, as well as drawing up exceedingly
complicated horoscopes. She also taught numerology, and once delivered a series of lec-
tures on Masonic symbolism. She was a veteran of many schools of thought, mostly mystic,
but up to and including dianetics and scientology.

I guess she was also a science fiction fan. GShe was extremely fond of going to con-
ventions and arguing with John W. Campbell, and I heard her mention a science fiction story
once. It was "Dear Devil," by Eric Frank Russell, and I think it was her favorite science
fiction story.

In all the years we knew Flora she was poor and in bad health, but she never whined
about either circumstance. ©She'd mention her poverty, or her bad heart, or her arthritis,
sure, but rather matter-of-factly. Somehow, she didn't seem to consider these things very
integral. One felt that inside Flora was still a hopeful and adventurous young wowan.

She didn't let her bad health keep her from doing things that she wanted to do. Being
a railroad man's widow, she had a lifetime pass, and so could manage to travel every year
and DID. ©GShe broadened her experience in other ways, too. I don't know whether she ever
tried peyote, but I know she took CO, a few times, and a year or so ago she told me about
having taken lysergic acid. ©She almost died, she said, but it was worth it. &he had had
a Mystic Experience that she wouldn't trade for anything!

The thing about Flora was, she had courage and zest, and was completely herself at
all times. I liked her, and shall always feel the richer for having known her.

* % *

It occurred to me that I might as well describe some of Terry's Boycon cast of char-
acters. ©So here goes!

TERRY & MIRI CARR are both tall, slender, fine-boned people with broad shoulders and
long legs. Being of similarly elegant and elegantly similar appearance, they look ex-
tremely well together. .Terry is a handsome young wan with dark wavy hair and regular fea-
tures, ' He looks_(to.my mind) rather like James Arness. I think perhaps he also looks
like Wm. Butler Yeats as a young man, but am not quite sure as I have never seen a photo-
graph of Yea s as a young man, or Terry as an old one. Miriam is a lovely young woman with
high cheekbones, a long straight nose and very full lips, with a short upper lip and
dimpled chin. The modelling of her cheekbones, cheeks and chin is extremely nice, and she
has pale, delicate fine-textured skin and very small, fragile-looking hands.

CHUCK DEVINE is in his middle teens. I didn't notice how tall he was, because it was appar-
ent he hadn't his full growth, but a have a vague impression that he is a medium-size sort
of person. He has straight blond hair, straight dark eyebrows, a long stern nose, dark
brownish gray eyes, and long flat rosy cheeks. His coloring is striking, and the austerity
of his features contrasts interestingly with the youthful frolicksomeness of his person-
ality. A most attractive young neofan.

ANDY MAIN is another attractive young neofan, but of very different physical and person-
ality type. Andy is of medium height or a fraction aboye, and has extraordinarily cheerful
looking features--a turned up nose and all that goes with it. He has brown hair falling
slightly over his forehead, green eyes, and is extremely healthy-looking. But just
as Chuck combined austere features with a frivolous nature, so Andy combined frivolous
features with an extremely serious and sincere personality. '

AL halEVY: Last month Buz and I watched "The Two Worlds of Charlie Gordon." Afterward

I said to Buz, "You know who Dr. Strauss reminds me of? --Al halevy." #And Buz laughed

and said, "What! You too?" So then we told each other how much like Al halevy Dr. Strauss
was. So, if you watched "The Two Worlds of Charlie Gordon" and remember the doctor in it,
you will have a general impression of Al halevy's appearance, stance, speech, and even,
personality. These Mad Scientists!
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JIM CAUGHRAN: Jim is well over six feet, and whan he walks by a table something falls off
it. His features are vaguely Lincolnesque, though much better than Lincoln's, and he has
beautiful eyes, perhaps the most beautiful of anybody in fandom. Jim is about 20 yrs. old-
and youth is not becoming to him; but I prophesy that when he is 25-30 years old he will
be strikingly handsome, with a terrific presence, and will become increasingly attractive
every year from then on.

GREGG & JOANN CALKINS sort of match, just as Terry and Mirism do. Gregg is a heavy-set
young man of medium height, with blond hair and yellow-green eyes, almost the same color
as his hair. He has pleasant features and an extremely pleasant personality. JoAnn is a
charming and very pretty young woman of medium height, with a.slim athletic build. Well-
tanned, she has short blond hair with yellow-brown eyes which exactly and precisely match
it. She has an elegant small head, well-set on a strong neck, giving her a somewhat
faunish look, and a mouth that, when not smiling, looks as if it is Jjust about to. Both
Calkinses were full of fun and friendliness, and both gave an impression of happy sanity.
AL IEWIS is a short, sturdy-built, forceful, handsome young man with dark crew-cut hair
and beautiful green eyes with thick dark eyelashes. Curiously enough, despite his force-
ful nature, he is very considerate and thoughtful, and is one of the easiest, most comfort-
table people to have around I know.

RON ELLIK is another forceful fan who is easy, comfortable, and extremely pleasant to have
around. He is one of the funniest, most loveable and charming people in fandom. I may as
well frankly confess: despite all protestations of neutrality I broke down and voted for
the dear Squirrel: I couldn't help myself!

BARBARA GRATZ might perhaps have the most beautiful eyes in fandom, now that I think of it,
and not Jim Caughran after all. Her eyes are a wonderful blue in color, with thick lids
and long curling eyelashes. ©She is a small, exotic-looking girl witH a full figure. Her
most typical expression is one of friendly innocent wonderment, but her comments are some-
times perceptive and pungent. .

JACK SPEER looks a little like Arthur C. Clarke, I believe, but as I've never seen Arthur
C. Clarke I could be wrong. Jack is between medium height and tall, and is blond and
smiling and composed-looking. Terry is right! Jack has an inscrutable smile.

EARL KEMP is tall, and very thin and narrow, with a bony head and prominent facial bones.
At the Boycon his narrow pointed chin was pleasingly adorned by a very small pointed
beard, and I was particularly struck with his sweet wicked smile and luminous light eyes.
Although I'm trying to describe people just as they appeared at the Boycon, I must inform
you that when I saw Earl a couple months later at the Chicago railway station the first

' n v .

thought that flickered thru my mind was "legolas!
* * %
Gee I wish people would put SCIENCE-FANTASY on .their Hugo nomination ballots. Nobody

has so far, and it's my favorite prozine. And a story by J. G. Ballard, pubbed therein
last year and entitled "The Soundsweeper" is one of the most unusual and interesting

stories I've read. And those Brunner stories--was that "City of the Tiger" pubbed in

19607 It was surely a humdinger. Another thing that nobody seems to be mentioning on
kST Hqgo ballots that I consider worthy of mention is Play of the Week. Of COMBSEN Skl
isn't fantasy all the time, but it's fantasy more often than not. Shouldn't it be eligible?
I think it should. Or, perhaps, should just individual fantasy plays thereon be el igible?
But how to pick amongst 'em? If one could remember their names. They showed "Archie &
Mehitable" in 1960, didn't they--and there was a superb story that I didn't catch thename
of, about a girl who was being wooed by the ghost of a dead murderer--he almost got her,
but fortunately the adorable what's-his-name (he played Trinculo in the TEMPEST) was suc-
cessful in bringing her back to life. I liked it. "The Tempest" was marvellous, ifae,

or was that in 19617 No--it must have been in 1960, because it was before we got the
aerial on our tv. TFor that matter, "Macbeth" was in 1960, and that was fantasy too, and
very excellent. Gad! There's lots of wonderful fantasy on the tv. Some people think
"Twilight Zone" is good, so perhaps it is. I watched it once, but thought it rather a drag
It was the time the bank teller sot telepathy for one day only. You can imagine all the
ramifications, can't you? They didn't omit a single cliche,.not. one. :

As for novels, '"Unearthly Neighbors" is the best thing/%ﬁa&halggg?lslggé%hdone, and

he writes quite substantial stf, don't you think? Elinor
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AN INQUIRY INTO THE THEORY OF RECURRING CYCLES

or What Price Numbered Fandom? by Donald A. Wollheim

It would seem that some twenty or so years ago, give or take a few, some sercon type
having boned up on Toynbee and other Great Minds of world history analysis, and being
temporarily deluded with the grandeur and glory of what he conceived to be a tiny enclosed
world, named Fandom, came up with a Toynbee-type theory of eras of historical fandom. He
carefully charted the rise and fall of kingdoms and empires and continental land masses,
showing how capitals and kings, dynasties and press moguls rose from the primeval mud,
blossomed for a few short months in the fannish sun, and faded or were routed by the New
Barbarians from the chartless plains of the neofannish plasma, only to have the process
repeated again ad infinitum. And taking his opium pipe from his mouth long enough to set
his conclusions down on paper, he managed to set up an historical chart which fandom has,

for reasons unknown, swallowed hool, line, and sinker (to mix a metaphor).

In short, nobody seems to have questioned this elaborate hokum of First Fandom,
Second Fandom periods of transition, interregnums, Seventh Fandom (Phoney and Real),
Eighth Fandom, and now the further outlook. An article by Lupoff hinting darkly at the
coming Decline and Fall of Eighth Fandom and the approaching dawn of a new and stranger
Ninth, has provoked one heated retort from a BNF of the "outgoing" era. Already the
barricades are being manned to fend off the looming mass of the new barbarian invasion,
whose standard we are told is the scarlet long-johns of Superman mounted defiantly in
the cold breeze from the Far East Coast of America. :

But why not question now this spurious theory of fan history? Why is this "fandom"
the Eighth, why the next the Ninth? Having myself the advantage of a long view on fandom,
having survived in one way or another fan wars of the first two or three so-called fandoms,
and now having taken a look at modern day fanac after a lapse of twelve or so years, I

have come to the conclusion that this theory of successive Fandoms is smply one that has
proven itself, that is worthy only of discard, and that some other sercon types should go
to work and probe the real case of fan history.

For what I see is that this fandom is just a continuation basically of the same fan-
dom as 1935. I see standing as kingpins, as key factors, still many of the same names as
in those days--Forrest Ackerman, the pillar without which Los Angeles would disappear;
Harry Warner, the untouchable commentator of the East; Moskowitz, around whom Newark has
revolved for twenty years; Speer, the rock of Fapa; Taurasi, the constant historian of
pro operations; Tucker, the pundit Gibraltar of the Middle West. The roles of the organi-
zation First Fandom are full.of names who are still important contributors. CRY itself
claims_to have run 1&7/%2238é¥ which surely takes it back two or three "fandoms" histori-
cally. The N3F was founded in Denver in 1941! The Fapa earlier than that. The lLasfs
and the Psfs as old, and both remain. So what's all this talk of fandoms coming and going?

I submit therefore that the world of science-fiction fandom is still somewhere in
the middle of its First Epoch. That basically the same pinions, the same main foundation

stones remain, that its traditions have become solidly fixed and are not yet undermined,
and that it probably has another twenty or thirty years to go.

Of course there are changes internally, clubs rise and flourish in certain areas,
diminish in others, new fanzines rise and old fanzines depart, some new bright names EHESE
to prominence, older names vanish for longer or shorter periods, but so what? This is
part of the natural order of a single fan history, and it has all been oconsistently con-
nacted with the past. There has never yet been the clear absolute break with the entire
past tradition and leaders that would denote a new epoch. It may come some day, but 3
is not visible today. _

To take a historical analogy, we don't claim that the inauguration of a new president
automatically signals a new period in U.S. History. American history does have periodical
shifts which can be perceived now that the country has gone on a couple hundred years. The
period from 1812 to 1860 is one such period; although the differences between 1813 and

*The first T4 issues of CRY came out, with fair regularity, every two weeks. It was RREEP
and was seldom more than one, two or three sheets of paper. CRY-as-we-know-it had its

still meagre beginnings with 7 75. CRY SR e January, 1950, CRY /475, November fiesies
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and 1859 are considerable, both in personalities, in centers, in industries, yet we
recognize it as a consistent growth and development without a real break. The period
from 1865 to 1898 is another such. From 1900 to 1916 is still another. Fro<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>