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from Dick & Nicki Lynch, P.O. Box 1350,
Germantown, Maryland 20875, U.S.A.

This thirteenth issue of Mimosa was published in January 1993, and is available for just two dollars
U.S. or equivalent. For the frugal, a letter of comment on this issue will bring you a copy of
Mimosa 14 this summer. We also have a continuing need for first-person articles of an anecdotal
nature about science fiction fandom and/or things fans do (especially those of fan historical interest);
publication of same here will keep you on our mailing list for as long as we continue to publish.
This entire issue is ©1993 by Dick & Nicki Lynch, with individual rights reverting back to contribu-
tors after this one-time use. All opinions expressed by contributors are their own.

] = if this box is checked, we really need to find a letter of comment from you in our postal
box to keep you on our mailing list for next issue.
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been able to publish material by some
excellent fan writers and artists. This
award really belongs to them.”

The last time, in Mimosa 11, that we
wrote about a Worldcon vacation trip, we
prefaced our comments by saying that, in
some ways, we could be considered ‘conven-
tion’ fans as much as ‘fanzine’ fans. That
remained true this past year; we published
only our usual two issues of Mimosa, but
including a brief appearance at Balticon, we
attended nine different conventions, and
turned down a chance to be at a tenth due to
a scheduling conflict. This past August and
September, our longest trip of the year took
in two of those conventions, bringing us to
Florida for the Worldcon via a weekend stop-
over in Alabama.

Qur trip scuth to Birmingham was
mostiy without incident, but in southwestern
Virginia we did meet up with an unwelcome
visitor who had been touring Florida and
Louisiana during the previous week. His
name was Andrew.

By the time the storm had worked its
way into t'.e mountains of Virginia, it was no
longer a hurricane, not even a tropical storm.
But you could still tell it had been, once.
Just north of Roanoke we hit storm bands of
moderately heavy, blowing rain, followed by
clearings where blue sky appeared. At one
point, the rain and wind rapidly increased to
a heavy, gusty downpour, then abruptly, to

clear skies with bright sunshine. It didn't
stay that way for very long, though; soon it
was back through a heavy downpour, and
then more intermittent storm bands. It was-
n’t until the Tennessee border that we were
finally in the clear for good.

A week later, at Magicon, there was talk
about the hurricane and how close it had
come to demolishing Miami and New Orleans
from people in those metropolitan areas.
However, we were probably among the few
people there who had actually been through
the eye of the storm.

* X *

If you look at a road atlas, you'll see
that driving to Florida by way of Birming-
ham, Alabama, isn’t the most efficient way to
get the job done -- central Alabama is way,
way to the west of the most direct route. We
went to Birmingham because of a fan get-
together the weekend before Worldcon, orga-
nized and sponsored by Charlotte Proctor
and the rest of the Birmingham Science Fic-
tion Club {publishers of the fanzine Anuvi!).
The site was a little motel on the outskirts of
Birmingham, where they’d held past parties.
There was a catch this time, though; this was
to going he a full-fledged convention (albeit a
small one), and that had the motel manage-
ment nervous. They told Charlotte that they
specialized in family reunions; they just did-
n't do conventions. So, instead of arguing,
Charlotte reserved a block of rooms for the
‘Jophan Family Reunion’, and spread the
word about it to all her ‘cousins’ out there in
fandom. {Charlotte hastily explained to tiie




motel that nobody with the surname ‘Jo-
phan’ would be registering, because the first
branches of the family tree were all female.)
About 50 or 60 of us showed up, although
many of them were B’ham fans who didn’t
need to take rooms. We were all hoping that
two or three from the Irish branch of the
family would make an appearance, but it was
not to be...

‘Kissing Cousin’ Roger Weddall from
Australia was there, though, making him
easily the ‘relative’ from farthest away in
attendance. We had previously firsi ‘met’
Roger when he sent us a long letter of com-
ment that was published way back in the
third issue of Mimosa. Since then, we’ve
corresponded frequently and talked on the
telephone a few times; Roger was even the
aistribution agent for Mimosa in Australia
for a while. However, we’d never run across
each other in our fannish travels before now;
one of the reasons we came to Alabama was
to actuaily meet Roger, in a less-congested
place than Magicon would probably be.

The motel turned out to be ideal for an
invitational relaxacon such as this, The
room block surrounded a small green-space
quadrangle that served as a natural gather-
ing place. Chairs taken from rooms, coolers
of canned drinks, and card tables filled with
snacks turned the shaded center of the quad-
rangle into an outdoor con suite. The quad-
rangle area was easily large enough for a
number of activities besides, so the more
erergetic fans played ‘ghoodminton’ and
croquet, while the rest of us sat around un-
aer the shade trees at the center and talked
well into the evening. Roger took his turn at
croquet, and managed to win both games he
played in, thus making him the uncontested
champion of the fan universe. The defeated
contenders were rewarded with (or had to
endure, depending on your point of view) the
spectacle of a triumphant Roger jumping into
the air and clicking his heels (something
that’s hard to do in sneakers). Dick man-
aged to capture it on film, either for posterity
or for future blackmail purposes. “At least
Roger’s good at something,” he remarked; it
was the first volley in a war of mock insults

that would continue through Magicon.

Roger was here in the U.S. as the Down
Under Fan Fund representative, so it was
only natural (inevitable, even) that the Re-
union had a Fan Fund auction. That auction
featured the world debut of the new hardcov-
er edition of Harry Warner, Jdr.’s 1950s fan
history, A Wealih of Fable. One of the sever-
al signed copies we had brought with us was
auctioned, and the hbidding eventually escalat-
ed to over fifty dollars under Roger’s deft
auctioneering. Each time when interest in
the book appeared to be slowing down, Roger
would prompt Dick to recite one or another
of the anecdotal stories from it. This seemed
to pique the interest (and loosen the purse
strings) of the three or four people who were
bidding on the book: The tale of Seventh
Fandom and Harlan Ellison’s “The Mad
Dogs Have Kneed Us in the Groin” quote
succeeded in boosting the bid to $35, when it
looked like interested had topped out at $30.
A little later, a synopsis of the ‘Midwestcon
Door’ episode carried the bid price over the
$40 mark. The story of the Room 770 party
got the bid price up to $50, and a short recap
of some of the exploits of Walt Willis and
John Berry carried the bidding to its peak at
3566. As the gavel finally came down, Dick
called out, too late, “Wait! I haven’t said
anything yet about the Joan Carr and Carl
Brandon hoaxes!”

Besides heing an adept auctioneer, it
turned out that Roger also knew how to
handle a hot potato when he had to. We
found that out the Sunday night we were in
Birmingham, just as we, Roger, and Char-
lotte were leaving a nearby shopping mall
restaurant after dinner. Charlotte suddenly
remembered that she’d meant to bring the
baked potato from her meal back home for
her husband Jerry to cat later. Since we
were already out in her car by then, she was
ready to just forget the whole thing, but
Roger said, “Wait! ’ll get it for you!” Char-
lotte drove to the restaurant entrance and, as
the three of us hummed the theme music
from Mission: Impossible, Roger raced into
the side entrance of the restaurant then, a
moment later, came running back out again



triumphantly holding up the foil-wrapped
potato. He threw himself into the car, and
we sped off. It was all done so slickly that
the restaurant staff didn’t even realize that
they had been victimized by The Great Pota-
to Caper; it was truly a moment that fan
historians of the future will marvel at...

* k %

Monday morning finally came, and it
was time to head south. In contrast to the
trip down from Maryland, the weather was
very pleasant on the drive to Florida. The
route we chose took us through some out-of-
the-way places, like Ozark, Alabama, where
signs pointed the way to the Boll Weevil
Museum in nearby Enterprise, and Perry,
Florida, where, at a traffic light, we were
nearly assaulted by placard-carrying parti-
sans of various political parties who were
busily trying to get people to vote for them in
the primary election scheduled for the next
day. We were fortunate that the traffic sig-
nal picked an opportune moment to turn
green and we escaped, but with all the dis-
tractions from the trip, we didn’t arrive Or-
lando until well after nightfall.
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The next two days we had reserved for
touristing at two of the theme parks, Sea
World and Universal Studios. These are
located at opposite ends of International
Drive in Orlando, which gets our vote for the
biggest Tourist Trap in Known Space. It's
studded with hotels and loaded with visitors;

we heard more different languages spoken in
one day on International Drive than during
our whole European trip of 1990. (The Unit-
ed Nations should really consider pulling up
stakes in New York and moving down to the
south side of Orlando.) Besides the two
theme parks, there were also some lesser
attractions, such as a Ripley’s Believe It or
Not Museum (the building looks like it’s
vanishing into a Florida sink hole), a
Wet’N’Wild waterslide park, and a UFO
Museum (we kid you not). And last, but not
least, there were hundreds and hundreds of
souvenir shops, where you could buy every-
thing from figurines of alligators constructed
from sea shells to straw hats and t-shirts of
every possible design (we think we must be
the only people ever to visit Orlando and
never buy a Mickey Mouse t-shirt). All of the
Magicon convention hotels as well as the
Orange County Convention Center were lo-
cated right on International Drive, but
against all of this, the convention hardly
caused a ripple of notice from the mundane
public -- it was lost in the background noise.

Of all the theme parks in the world that
we’ve been to (which isn’t all that many,
actually), Nicki’s favorite is Sea World. It
must be something about those soft-and-cud-
dly 30-foot killer whales... Anyway, it was
only about a mile from our hotel and we had
a 15 percent discount coupon for it from the
back of our road atlas book, so that seemed
to be the place to start. The park has ex-
panded since the last time we were there,
over a decade ago. There’s now more than
one large show pool, which has allowed sepa-
rate shows for the dolphins and killer
whales. The ‘Killers of the Deep’ exhibit had
also expanded, but the centerpiece of that
display was still the Shark Encounter -- a
100-foot long, 20-foot deep pool with dozens
of sharks of various species swimming
around in it. Right through the middle of it,
15 feet down, is a large, clear, thick-walled,
custom-built plexiglass tunnel. A moving
sidewalk takes you through that tunnel, with
sharks lazily swimming above and on either
side of you. A 10-foot shark took up station
on the other side of the tunnel wall from



Nicki, and cruised along even with the speed
of the sidewalk for most of the transit, just a
foot away from her right elbow. Afterwards,
we couldn’t make up our minds -- was it
merely curious? Or maybe it was hungry.
Hmmm...

Universal Studios was next, but we
heard that Magicon had a supply of 30 per-
cent discount passes, so we spent several
hours on Tuesday night trying to find the
person who had them. We located Magicon
Chairman Joe Siclari in a snack shop in the
Clarion hotel, but he thought the passes were
mn the con operations room; meanwhile, he’d
check around. Janice Gelb was doing a late-
nighter in con ops at the convention center,
but she didn’t have them, either. She ad-
vised us to find Cricket Fox, who was in
charge of something-or-other, and mean-
while, she’d check around. Eventually, word
circulated far enough that by the time we
finally caught up with Cricket Fox (who
didn’t have the passes, either, but knew
where they were), about half the con commit-
tee were on the lookout for us -- the fannish
erquivalent of an All Points Bulletin.

The going rate for getting into Universal
is over thirty dollars per person, so those 30
percent discount passes saved us a significant
amount of money -- even the lady vending
tickets at the entrance to Universal was
impressed enough to say, “You got a good
deal!” We don’t think they lost anything on
the bargain, though, because we managed to
spend more than our entrance fees on food
and souvenirs. Nicki even added to her col-
leges and universities t-shirt collection, when
she was in the Rocky & Bullwinkle shop and
spotted a shirt for ‘Wossamatta U.’.

Universal is easily worth a full day, and
even then, it’s difficult to see everything
there. We were able to manage it, because
there were only about half the number of
people there that day than would be expected
at a more ‘peak’ time of year (something we
had also noticed earlier at Sea World). This
meant that the Jongest line at Universal was
only about half-an-hour long, and that was
for the popular ‘Back to the Future’ ride.
That ride was not for the faint-of-heart, or

for the full-of-stomach, either -- warnings are
posted, in fact, that advise people who are
prone to nausea or motion sickness not to go
on it. ‘Back to the Future’ turned out to be
a high-performance flight simulator inside an
IMAX theater, which allows you to ‘experi-
ence’ the impossible -- fiying in an anti-gra-
vitic DeLaurean automobile, first through the
time barrier, over an exploding volecano and
through the mouth of a Tyrannosaurus,
eventually returning to the ‘present’ for a
safe landing in Doc Browr’s lab. The IMAX
provided the bigger-than-life sound and imag-
ery, while the ‘DeLzurean’ flight simulator
subjected you to all the turbulence, sudden
drops, swoops, and banked turns you'd ex-
pect from a high-spced aerial chase.

If you think this sounds like an exciting
ride, you're right, but we hadn’t known be-
forehand what to expect and it was maybe
more than we had bargained for. The four
minutes or so duration of the ride seemed
subjectively like an hour or more. In the
end, the ride was just too intense for Nicki,
who was nearly beaten into submission by it.
She survived, just, but was sick with vertigo
for several minutes afterward. As we stag-
gered away, we decided that after ‘Back to
the Future’, rush hour driving amongst thou-
sands of maniacs on the Washington, D.C.
Beltway won’t be as traumatic an experience
as it once was...

% ok ok

Two days of touristing in late summer
Florida seemed just about right to us, so by
the time Thursday rolled around we were
ready for Magicon. This year, there were two
places where fanzine fans could convene --
the fanzine lounge, in the concourse area of
the convention center, and the Minneapolis-
in-’73 party suite, in the Peabody Hotel.
Actually, they were two halves of a whole,
since both were under the capable manage-
ment of Geri Sullivan, Minneapolis fan extra-
ordinaire. During the day, the fanzine
lounge served as a meeting place, a fanzine
sales area, and the location for certain fan-
zine-related program items like readings and
the Fan Fund auction. At night, the Minne-
apolis suite was the preferred hangout. It



was less crowded than most of the other bid
parties, and a lot more in-groupish and
friendly for us fanzine fans. Walt and Made-
leine Willis could be frequently found there,
too.

There’s no doubt that one of the things
we looked forward to most about Magicon
was getting to meet the Fan Guest of Honor,
Walt Willis. He was in the Minneapolis suite
on Wednesday night, Wor!dcon Eve, and with
some trepidation, Dick ecced on over to
where Walt was sitting aud introduced him-
self: “Excuse me, Mr. Wiilis...” That was as
far as he got, before V/alt, who had seen
Dick’s name on his neme tog, smiled and
held out his hand. Dick was {ecling a bit
overwhelmed by the moment, however, and
before he rezlized what e was doing, he
placed the signed cony of A Wealth of Fable
he’d brought for Walt intc Walt’s out-
stretched hand instesd of shaking it. Lucki-
ly, it was a mistake that was quickly recti-
fied!

While Dick was trying not to appear too
foolish, Nicki, ir2anwhile, was busy meeting
Madeleine Willis and James White. James
seemed to be enjoying himself immensely,
laughing and joking with the various people
who came over to talk with him. Madeleine
was only slightly less outgoing in comparni-
son, and seemed to make a point of introduc-
ing herself to anyhody che vrasn’t sure she
had met before (not 2s i’ che needed any
introduction in the {irst place). Her conver-
sation with Nicki soen turned to where
‘home’ was located on th2 map. Nicki was
explaining that we had been living in Mary-
land less than four years, when Madeleine
asked, “Meer-a-lind, where ic that?” When
Nicki replied that it bo:dzred Washington,
D.C., a look of recegnition hrightened Made-
leine’s face: “Oh... 2ixry-lond!” Actually, we
used to pronounce it vhet way too, once, but
that’s what fiftcer. years of living in Tennes-
see will do to you...

Walt chose not to give a Guest of Honor
speech at Magicon (he was interviewed by
Ted White instecd), Lut he was very visible
during the convention, as cither a participant
or a spectator in several other program

events. There was also an interactive display
in honor of Walt, an Enchanted Duplicator
Miniature Golf Course, in the concourse area
of the convention center. Each of its ten
holes was sponsored (and built) by a fan
organization or worldcon bid committee; the
design of the course allowed you to follow
Jophan’s journey to trufandom, culminating
at the last hole where the duplicator itself
resided. The whole thing was somewhat low-
tech, with wooden mallet putters and plastic
golf balls, but this added to the fannishness
of the course, not to mention the difficulty
(each hole was par six). Dick took the oppor-
tunity to play hole number five, the L.A. in
’96 hole, after he delivered a signed copy of A
Wealth of Fable to Bruce Pelz, who was man-
ning the nearby L.A. worldcon bid table.
Before Dick’s first putt, the hole looked al-
most too easy to him; after the third putt,
making par or better still seemed possible.
Following his sixth stroke, Dick decided he
would lower his expectations and just try to
salvage his dignity; after hcling out with his
ninth shot, he furtively glanced around to see
if anyone was watching. Bruce was, but only
smiled bemusedly...

What else can we tell you about Magi-
con? It was the normal kaleidoscope of fan
activities, parties, and meal expeditions. We
were on more programming panels than
usual this year, but other than those, didn’t
attend all that many programming events.



Instead, we were content to visit with friends
we don’t get to see very often, in the fanzine
lounge. It was there that Dick succeeded in
finally getting the last contribution to the
(still) forthcoming Mimosa 9.5, the audiocas-
sette version of Mimosa 9; Elliott “Elst”
Weinstein and Roger Weddail dusted off their
best (or maybe worst) British/Irish accents
and recorded the text of Bob Shaw’s ‘Serious
Scientific Speech’ from the 1890 Worldcon.
We’re happy to report that the tape recorder
survived intact...

By the time Saturday night arrived,
however, we weren’t entirely sure that we
would survive the long weckend intact. We’'d
been on the road for aver a week at that
point, and it was starting to wear us down a
little. We weren’t exactly locking forward to
going home again, but it was on our minds.
This was evident that night during the pre-
Hugo Ceremony nominees briefing in the
Green Room. We were told that the Hugo
Nominees party later that night would be
hosted by the San Francisco Worldcon com-
mittee, and when their party hostess an-
nounced that the party would begin soon
after the conclusion of the Hugos and last
«.until everybody gocs home...”, Dick looked
up incredulously and said, “Tuesday?!”

It almost seemed like it was Tuesday by
the time everyone was finglly ushered into
the convention giant mesting hall and found
seats. We and the other nominees had en-
dured a prolenged weit in some backstage
area otherwise occupicd by salad bars, steam
tables, and other banguet paraphernalia.
Luckily, just before leaving the Green Room,
Diciz had paid a quick visit to the restroom,
heeding a time-honored mexim about travel:
‘When on the road, never miss an opportuni-
ty to eat or take a pec.’ Nicki, however, had
not, thinking that the Ccremony couldn’t
possibly last more than about an hour. It
didn’t seem such a big ceal at the time, but it
would soon become impertant.

Snider Robinson was the host for the
Hugo Ceremony, and was his usual entertain-
ing self on stage, keeping the events of the
evening moving along. It turred out that
there were a lot more events than usual this

year, including a 15-minute retrospective
slide show of past worldcons. By the time
the first Hugo was presented, more than an
hour had passed since we had first convened
in the Green Room. There were some tech-
nical glitches that slowed things down a bit,
too; separate slides were projected for each
nominee, but since Spider couldn’t see the
projection screen from his podium, his read-
ing the nominee names sometimes got out-of-
synch with the projected slides. (Also, after
each winner was announced, there was one
additional slide that summarized the catego-
ry and winner; we provide this last bit of
information so the reader might better un-
derstand what happened next.)

The Fanzine Hugo was the third one an-
nounced; previously, Ted Chiang had won
the John Campbell Award, Dave Langford
had added to his rocket collection with the
Fan Writer Hugo, and Brad Foster had col-
lected his third Hugo as Fan Artist. By the
time Spider read the names of the Fanzine
nominees, it seemed as if all the glitches had
been corrected -- the correct slides, showing a
photo of each fanzine, were projected at the
proper time. An envelope was then handed
to Spider; he opened it and read that the
winner of the 1992 Fanzine Hugo was...
Lan’s Lantern.

George “Lan” Laskowski, Jr., the editor
of Lan’s Lantern took the stage to accept the
Hugo, but just as he was taking possession of
the trophy, above him on the screen flashed
up a slide. It read:

Best Fanzine Hugo
MIMOSA
Editors, Dick and Nicki Lynch

The audience gasped and whispered and
generally looked around; where we were
sitting, you could almost feel the murmur
that rippled through the crowd. At that
point, Nicki felt the sudden conviction that
there had been some kind of screw-up, and
that we had won, but in light of the previous
technical difficulties, Dick thought that there
must have been a ‘winners’ slide made up for



each nominee, and the wrong one had been
projected -- it was just the latest in the series
of glitches. We’d lost out to a fairly popular
fanzine, and there was nothing to feel badly
about.

George’s acceptance speech was very
brief; when he finished, he departed back-
stage. And the ceremony went on.

Three more Hugos were awarded, which
led us to think that the slide was in fact
wrong, rather than the card in the envelope.
At that point, Nicki decided that she had to
depart the convention hall for the ladies
room; there no longer seemed to be any rea-
son why she shouldn’t. But less than a min-
ute after Nicki left, Laskowski came back out
on-stage holding the Hugo. Spider Robinson
then announced that there had been a mis-
take, and that Mimosa was in fact the win-
ner of the Fanzine award.

Nicki had been right all along, of course
(we later found out that the ‘summary’ slides
had been prepared for only the winners in
each category). If the correction had been
made a minute earlier or three minutes later,
there wouldn’t have been a problem. As it
happered, it was at the worst possible mo-
ment: Dick had gone on stage, in front of a
thousand or two fans, trying to stall in order
to give Nicki a chance to make it back to the
hall in time. When he blurted out that Nicki
had just left the hall to go to the ladies room,
Spider said, “That sounds like a good idea;
let’s all go to the ladies room.” In the end,
there just wasn’t enough time -- Dick had to
read both parts of the short acceptance
speech we’d written on the drive south from
Maryland before departing the stage dejected-
ly. It was unfortunate and unfair to Nicki
*hat she didn’t get her moment on-stage, but
there was nothing that could be done about
it.

Or was there? Nicki returned to the
Hugo Ceremonies just in time to see Dick
leave the stage, and to catch a glimpse of the
‘MIMOSA'’ slide we had seen earlier. Some-
one next to her said, “You won! Go back-
stage!” She hadn’t been there even a minute
when we heard a commotion and were waved
back on-stage to re-accept the award. Spider

apologized and had Nicki step forward to the
podium. The acceptance speech had already
been read, though, so she didn’t have any-
thing to say other than ‘thank you’. The
rest of the Hugo Ceremony was a complete
fog; we were aware of other awards being
presented, but we had to read the daily news-
letter the next day to find out who many of
the winners were. In fact, we were in such a
haze that we never even made it back to our
seats -- we’d forgotten where we’d been sit-
ting!

Back in the Green Room after the Hugo
Ceremony was over, a lot of people came up
to us to talk to us -- s0 many, in fact, that at
one point we were surrounded by about ten
people, while just a few feet away from us
Michael Whelan was standing all by himself
with the two Hugos he’d just won. The room
party circuit later on was pretty much the
same, full of friends all wanting to know
what had happened. It wasn’t until much
later that night that we managed to find out
ourselves, and we wouldn’t have known even
then if we hadn’t talked to George Laskow-
ski. George told us that when he got on
stage, the woman holding the trophy showed
him the name plate (which correctly named
Mimosa as the winner) and told him, “Just
say thank you; we’ll straighten it out later.”
Someone else associated with the convention
committee said it took several minutes of
scrambling around to confirm that the slide
and name plate were right and the card in
the envelope was wrong. At that point,
George returned to the stage to give Dick the
Hugo. We can only praise George for the
way he handled such an awkward situation;
he is a class act. However, if any of us had
been sitting closer to the stage, we might
have seen something that would have alerted
us that something was amiss -- when Lan’s
Lantern was announced as the winner in the
Fanzine category, convention chairman Joe
Siclari (who knew differently) nearly jumped
out of his skin in his haste to get back stage
to find out what had happened.

So what did actually happen? The only
thing we’re positively sure of is that there
was a blunder by the person handling the



counting of the ballots and who was also
responsible for making sure the right names
got inserted into the right envelopes. We
were told several stories, none of them en-
tirely convineing (some of them weren’t con-
vincing at all, in fact). Apparently, it had
been very late the night the voting results
had been run through the computer and a
copy of the summary had been printed; when
the winners were transcribed from the print-
out, a mistake was made ‘because the ruler
slipped’ (apparently the printout wasn'’t very
user friendly). This story doesn’t make too
much sense, though, because the names of
the winners had to be given to somebody
who made up the 35mm slide that was pro-
jected, and also to the person who assembled
the Hugo trophies, and botk of those correct-
ly had our name on it.

No matter. The ‘Hugo That Was
Awarded Twice’ now sits over our fireplace,
right next to the Japanese cat figurines (de-
scribed in Mimosa 12) that we bought in Los
Angeles earlier in the year. And we have two
of them! A second, matching award was pre-
sented to Nicki after the Hugo Ceremony --
apparently the procedure is: two editors, two
awards. The design of the award is really
striking; since Magicon was the 50th World-
con, the committee went out of its way to
make their Hugo trophy a work of art. The
rocket is gold-plated, and rests on a small
rectangular piece of expanded metal that
came from the gantry of Launch Complex 26
at Cape Canaveral -- the site where Explorer
I, the first U.S. orbiting satellite, was

launched in 1958. The award’s base features
a backdrop hand-painted to simulate ‘infinite
space’; the whole effect is majestic. It’s also
highly noticeable, as we found out on the
way back to our hotel aftor the awards cere-
mony when we happened to pass near the
hotel nightclub, a popular nightly watering
hole for the mundanes who vrere also staying
at the hotel. One drunken fellow leaned out
from the doorway and, noticing the trophies
we each held, yelled, “Congratulations!!! You
won an Emmy!!”

This, perhaps the most surreal night of
our lives, had an amusing postscript the next
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afternoon at the Hogu Ranquet luncheon. In
a parody of the Hugo Ceremony, Elst Wein-
stein first awarded Mike Glyer a certificate
from the ‘Hogu and Blackhole Commission’,
then said there had been a mistake, yanked
the certificate out of Mike’s hands, and pre-
sented it to us, instead. There were also fans
with buttons that read, ‘I May Already Have
Won A Hugo’. We'd guess these are not '
available from Publishers Clearing House...
* K %

The trip home after Magicon took two
days, which gave ug plenty of time to think
back over the trip’s events and highlights --
the things we’d done and the especially peo-
ple we’d met: Bjo Trimble who apparently
had looked forward to meeting us as much as
we did her, Chuck Harris who we’d missed
meeting at the Minneapolis Corflu three
years earlier, Shelby Vick who was only a
few hours drive from home, and Australian
fans Dave Luckett and Sally Beasley, who
were midway in an around-the-world vaca-
tion trip. In addition, there were also old
friends we see only once or twice a year, like
Dave & Ruth Kyle, Roger & Pat Sims, Teddy
Harvia, Peggy Ranson, and Guy Lillian to
name a few; none of these found their way
into other parts of this convention report,
but we appreciated their company during the
weekend just as much.

It was inevitable on the long drive home
that the conversation would eventually turn
to fan publishing: how much longer could we
publish large issues of Mimosa? Burnout has
claimed fans a lot more well-known than us,
and we were becoming concerned that we
might be running out of things to say. But
just then, an amusing roadside sign advertis-
ing a restaurant at the next interstate exit
reminded us of one of our epic dinner expedi-
tions during the six nights of Magicon.

And we thought, gee, maybe this was
something we could write about...

“We also want to thank you, our readers,
for honoring us with this award. You
flatter us greatly, and in return we hope to
continue entertaining you with new issues
for years to come.” >



o> A new year, a new issue! As we mentioned, winning a Hugo Award at Magicon was very flattering,
but that surreal Saturday night at Magicon isn't really what we’ll remember most about Magicon.
Meeting Walt and Madeleine Willis is. Walt and Madeleine were part of the now almost legendary Irish
Fandom (or IF) of the 1950s, which also included Bob Shaw, James White, and the subject (and writer)
of the following remembrance...

Iﬂagna Charcers by John Berrvy
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George “All the Way” Charters is up George raised himself to a sitting posi-
there, somewhere, sitting on a cloud, propel- tion, and, rapping his crutch against the
ler beanie spinning, clutching his Max Brand wall, signified his intention of wanting to
anthology. I met him for the first time on take part in the conversation.
one of my early visits to Irish Fandom’s H.Q. “Walt,” he croaked, “l have held a
at Oblique House, 170 Upper Newtownards great variety of, er, occupations in my
itoad in Belfast, in 1954. I was 28 years of time, and it has, er, heh heh, always been
age then, and so to me he appeared quite old. ~my ambition to be a, er, heh heh, butler.
Young people are apt to underestimate the It would be the fulfillment of my, er, wild-
¢lderly, a gross error, because now that I am est dream if | could, er, heh heh, butler
in that category I do really still feel mostly in on this most important occasion. Heh
full possession of my mental and physical heh.”
faculties. This shook Willis, folks. I could see that
I hope he isn’t constantly frowning at he didn’t want to hurt George's feelings,
the thought of my allusions to his old age in as none of us did, but after all, Robert
the many fables of Irish Fandom in which he Heinlein was a pretty important person.
was always featured. He was venerable, of “I'm sorry, George...” began Walt.
course, but mostly alert to the ramifications George looked downwards, a spasm of
of his surroundings. Even when I went ‘over resignation flickering over his venerable
the top’ in my descriptions of his senility, he form. There was a silence for several
really enjoyed the allusions, especially in my seconds, and then Willis, doing the stupid
“Twilight of the Ghods” (in Hyphen 16, of thing and letting sentiment overcome his
1956). The plot was suggested by Walt and common sense, gave a big sigh and nod-
Madeleine Willis; Robert Heinlein had prom- ded to George.
ised to visit Oblique House in 1956, and Walt With a terrific show of exuberance,
and Madeleine were obviously enthralled at George gripped the side of his bath chair,
this prestigious visit and desired to hire a staggered to his feet, and hobbled from
butler for the evening... the room, cackling to himself happily.
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A message was received that Heinlein’s
plane had landed in Dublin instead of Bel-
fast, and therefore he would not be visiting
(blique House. In order not to disappoint
George, Walt Willis decided to impersonate
Heinlein, George having poor eyesight. I was
one of the first visitors, and George was on
duty, ready to receive Heinlein...

| felt quite proud when I saw George
the following night. He opened the door
majestically to my ring, and I nearly col-
lapsed in the airlock at the sight of him.
He looked like a penguin, his remaining
silver locks brushed back carefully over his
pate.

“Welcome to Oblique House, sor,” he
said, addressing the hallstand.

“It's me, George,” | hissed.

It hit him like a physical blow.

“Third time tonight,” he complained.
“How do I look?”

“I gotta hand it to you,” I cringed,
pushing him gently out of the way as 1
passed, noting his red waistcoat and buck-
led shoes.

T

“Well, geu look like Heinlein o
Qa, you gaung cetaff!

* %k %k ¥ %k

In his brief biography (in Hyphen 16),

George reveals he was born in County Ros-
common in southern Ireland in 1910. His
second christian name initial is ‘L’, and he
quite wittily alludes to the mystery of it (I
have transposed third to first person):

Many people, and even fans, wonder
what the ‘L’ stands for. It is just not true
that | was called ‘Lancelot’ because I suf-
fered so much from boils in my youth.

“Indeed, on this sore point no information
is forthcoming. Some think that because I
stand over six feet tall the ‘L.’ stands for
‘Longfellow’. Others think that the L’
stands for ‘Yngvi'...

He lists the titles of books he kept as a
young child, considering that Through Flood
and Flame, King of the Air, and The Second
Form Master at St. Syril’s might be categor-
ised as science fiction!

His interest in science fiction was stimu-
lated to such an extent that he describes
travelling on a tram in Belfast when he was
a young man, and seeing the words MAR-
TIAN HOSTEL on a building. It registering
slowly in his mind because he was reading an
sf novel at the time. He leapt off the tram,
and discovered to his chagrin that it was the
SAMARITAN HOSPITAL.

Throughout the Second World War he
worked in an aircraft factory in Belfast, but
studiously traced “...two trickles of sf, As-
tounding and Unknown.” In 1947, through
the pages of Wonder, he made contact with
prominent English fans, and ultimately got
in touch with Irish Fandom.
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George was a supreme punster, well
suited to the cut and thrust of the rapid
verbal interplay by members of IF, always
able to deliver many a bon mot of subtle
sophistication. He was also a poet, and in
Grue 28 (in 1959), his poem on Ghoodminton
was published, written in the style of “Hia-
watha.” Herewith a quote...

In the finals of the contest,
“Ghoodminton,” cried Walter Willis,
Walter Alexander Willis,



“We will show them how to do it
In the Walter Willis attic,
In the Willis fambly attic!”

From the pile of bats he picked one,

Tested it for imperfections,

Tried its balance, weighed it deftly,

Swung it round his head and shoulders

With the sure hand of the master;

Found it answered his requirements;

Sought and found the well-known trade-
mark,
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