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[t was a chilly night in San Francisco, as usual.
We had intended to take the cable car back to our hotel,
but there had been some kind of breakdown in the
system and the cars weren’t running. After about ten
minutes walking down the hill it was time for a rest
stop., so we ducked into one of the large hotels on
Powell Street, and were surprised to find ourselves in
the midst of a convention.

But this wasn’t just any kind of convention. We'd
arrived, apparently, right in the middle of the conven-
tion’s Big Event. As we entered the hotel, we heard
music cascading out from one of the ballrooms, and
then thunderous applause as the music ended. That
event was closed to outsiders like us, but there was
another room open, their equivalent of a dealers’ room.
We poked our heads in there, and it took only a few
seconds to realize what kind of gathering we had inad-
vertently crashed — it was the worldcon equivalent for
belly dancers.

#

San Francisco was just the first stop in a two-week
California vacation that would eventually take us to
Anaheim for this year’s science fiction worldcon. It’s
almost impossible to visit California and not want to
spend a few days in San Francisco; the last time we
were there, for ConFrancisco in 1993, we didn’t allow
enough time away from the convention to enjoy the
city. There were places we wanted to visit that we
never got to; there were things we wanted to do that we
never got around to. So when we arrived home, after a
very enjoyable worldcon, we were still disappointed
that we hadn’t planned the trip as well as we should
have.

This time it was different. There was no conven-
tion as a distraction and we spent two days exploring
the city, from the human kaleidoscope of Grant Street’s
Chinatown to the unhurried congeniality of Union
Street’s cafes and shops. We went to places that were
almost deserted, like the old Victorian house where the
only other people were two tourists from Germany, and
other places like the ’Stick where we shared a Giants

baseball game and fireworks with thousands. When the
time came for the drive south, we felt it was probably
too soon to leave. We promised ourselves we’d be
back again in a few years, but in the meantime further
adventures on this trip were still awaiting us.

The road to L.A.Con did, eventually, take us to
the Anaheim Convention Center, and yes, there were
some adventures to describe. Before we even got to the
Los Angeles area, we spent a very pleasant evening in
Ventura with Lester and Esther Cole. whose essays
about 1950s fandom you’ve read in some of our previ-
ous issues. Ventura is a lovely town, situated between
the mountains and the ocean, with a main street lined
with used book stores, antique shops, and cafes. The
next day, it was time to head down the coast again, then
inland for Three Days in the Valley.

The San Fernando Valley, north of Los Angeles,
seems to be one big bedroom community, with its share
of freeways, golf courses, and shopping malls. [t’s also
the home of much of Los Angeles fandom, including
Bruce Pelz. When we were planning this trip, we’d
asked Bruce for some help in finding a reasonably
inexpensive motel while we were looking around the
city for a few days. He didn’t have to look very far, as
it turned out there was such a place only about five
blocks from where he lived. But since he obviously
never had to stay there, he was blissfully unaware of
the awful truth about the Granada Motel — it was the
Hotel From Hell.

To be fair, it wasn’t the worst place either of us
had ever stayed at. There are much worse places in
Eastern Europe, for instance. And the price wasn’t bad
— the nightly rate for a double was only forty dollars,
pretty reasonable for Southern California. But that’s
where the good news ended. Our room air conditioner
seemed to be The Little Engine That Couldn’t, which
made for two somewhat sweltering nights. The room
was clean, but the carpet had holes, the beds were in a
state of deconstruction, light bulbs were missing from
about half of the lamps, and the towels were very
threadbare (actually, it was more than just that — all



the hotel linen had ‘Granada Motel’ printed in large
letters on them, as if they were afraid that someone
would actually want to steal any of it). The next day,
when two guys driving motorcycles pulled into the
parking lot, they suspiciously eyed the place, then
asked us how the place was. We replied, “About what
you’d expect for forty dollars a night.” (A bit later,
after they had checked out the rooms, we overheard one
of them telling the hotel person, “You don’t get much
repeat business, do you?”)

But you can stand anything for two nights, and we
did. We used those three days before the L.A.Con to
visit some places we’d always intended to go see some-
day, but never had until now. One of these was the
statue of Bullwinkle Moose and Rocket J. Squirrel, on
Sunset Avenue. (We’re both Jay Ward fans, and Mr.
Peabody’s ‘Way-Back Machine’ is kind of a symbol of
the fan historical nature of Mimosa.) Another was the
Griffith Park Observatory, with its splendid location
overlooking the city and nice view of the Hollywood
sign in the surrounding hills.

The Hollywood Hills are actually home to a more
famous site yet, at least to science fiction fans. Half-
way up the twisty narrow road rather generously named
Glendower ‘Avenue’ lies the Ackermansion. We vis-
ited Forry’s house the same day we went to Griffith
Park, and like the observatory, it lived up to our expec-
tations. Every room was chock-full of books, paintings,
posters, and memorabilia, even including the outdoor
storage rooms (one of them is a huge library in itself,
entirely of extra copies of books he has in his main
library) and the roomy crawl space area under the
house (which was set up as a vampire cave). There was
much emphasis on the movies, as you’d expect, but it
was easy to see that Forry has not lost track of his fan
roots; he has many mementos and artifacts from de-
cades past and has probably the second- or third-largest
collection of fanzines, including many from the 1930s
when sf fanzines were first being published. To restate
what Walt Willis wrote about Forry many years earlier,
Forry Ackerman really is a true fan in a way that most
of us don’t come within a mile of being; he really be-
lieves in fandom. We are sold on Ackerman.

Finally, it was time for Worldcon. We drove to
Anaheim on Wednesday afternoon, spending part of the
time playing our annual Worldcon First Fan Guessing
Game (trying to guess who the first person we recog-
nize there will be). When we rolled into the Anaheim
Marriott, we didn’t have long to wait to find out; almost
immediately, a familiar face appeared at the car’s side
window, and asked, “Could you take us to pick up
some party supplies?” It was that well-known party
animal, Moshe Feder.

From then on, our memories of the convention are
mostly a string of vignettes, like the interlude on Thurs-
day when Andy Hooper, on the way to a fanzine panel,
made the comment that *already* the convention
seemed like something out of a David Lynch movie.
And then, as he turned a corner, right in front of him
was Michael Anderson, better known as the Dwarf
from Twin Peaks.

[t was that kind of convention, where the real often
merged with the surreal. Even the dinner expeditions
were unusual. One of them turned into a continuation
of a fan artists panel, with five pens furiously scribbling
and piles of cartoons mounting ever higher as the
waiter looked on in bewilderment. The night of the
Hugos, we made reservations with our friends Neil and
Cris Kaden for dinner at a more upscale restaurant, The
White House; we were pleased to find out that the
restaurant supplied its own transportation, but we were
surprised when it turned out to be a stretch limo. On
the way back, we shared a ride in it with fellow nomi-
nees Scott Edelman and Allen Steele, wondering which
of us, if any, would be fortunate enough to get one of
the Awards this year.

[t turned out that Allen Steele was the one. The
fanzine category was actually one of the closest votes,
but we (and Mimosa) finished second to Dave Lang-
ford, the scoundrel. by only eight votes. Just wait ’til
next year!

One thing about worldcons: they are maybe the
best place to find people, especially other fans you’ve
corresponded with but have never actually met before.
This year was no different, and we were able to add
many new faces to names, including... Roxanne Smith-
Graham, who was holed up like a mad scientist for
much of the convention behind a bank of computer
equipment, furiously digitizing fan photos for an ar-
chival project... Noreen Shaw, co-chair of the 1955
Worldcon, who was able to spend only one afternoon at
the convention; she looked so much like Richard’s
mom that he felt like a second generation fan while he
walked around with her... Perry Middlemiss, the Down
Under Fan Fund delegate, who spent two nights with us
in Maryland a bit later in his North American trip...
And Michael Burstein, who had lost a Hugo vote al-
most as close as ours had been. The convention was
very much a positive experience for him, and he prom-
ised us a fanzine article (which appears in this issue) to
describe it all.

But there’s not enough room here for us to de-
scribe it all! So we’ll take the opportunity to stop here,
with hopes you’ll enjoy this new issue of Mimosa. We
think it’s filled with entertaining things to read; we
hope you think so, too. &



& As we mentioned, L.A.Con afforded us good a good opportunity to meet people. However, someone
whose absence was profoundly felt was Bob Shaw. Like many others in fandom, we were stunned and
saddened when the news of his death reached us. Bob was a part of perhaps the most famous fan group
ever, the fabled Irish Fandom of the 1950s, which also included Walt and Madeleine Willis, George
Charters, James and Peggy White, Bob's wife Sadie, and the writer of this article. IF provided much of the
legendry that 1950s fandom is noted for, from its meeting place at the Willis’s home of Oblique House, to
the fannish game of ‘ghoodminton’, to The Enchanted Duplicator (which Bob co-wrote). The death of
Bob Shaw is the passing of a legend; we will miss him deeply, but he has left much to remember him by.

[ retired from my fingerprint office in 1991,
upon reaching the pensionable age of 65, and took the
opportunity | had waited for for many years, to nicely
type my Irish Fandom stories, all 54 of them, and got
the contents professionally bound with green buck-
ram. hard covers, no less, with gold lettering on the
spine announcing 4 Time Regained — Fables of Irish
Fandom. A few days ago, I read in a fanzine about
the death of Bob Shaw. It was mind-numbing; I
immediately went to my den, reached for 4 Time Re-
gained, and flipped through the entire 240 pages.
Bob’s name was on almost every page. I looked
down the list of pun titles of my stories; he had
presented me with many of them: “Rust in Peace” ...

“High, Wide, and Transom” ... “Monroe Doctorin’” ...

“Cuffed in the Fray” ... “Shill Shock™ ... “The Wails
of IF,” to give just a few examples. I started to read
the stories...
* ok ¥

The first article | wrote in fandom, “Coming Up
for the Third Time,” (a Willis title) partly concerned
ghoodminton... in fact, many of my IF stories concern
variations on this theme. 1 particularly remember
Bob. a quiet, delicate, skillful player, holding his
square of cardboard in a rather effete manner, hitting
the shuttlecock only because he had to, being totally

non-agressive. | found myself usually partnering
another member of IF, with Bob and his beautiful
young wife Sadie across the net. It has been said
quite correctly that, when playing ghoodminton, I was
a terror to behold, with hair askew, moustache at 6
pm, sweating, attired in a grimy once-white vest,
threadbare grey trousers and size 12 hobnail boots,
leaping about in an uncoordinated manner. |
chuckled to myself as | turned the pages, visualizing
Bob across the net, grinning to himself, as if a vagrant
witty pun had flickered across his mind, interrupting
his play. And then, yesterday, after 40 years, an
example of his utter subtlety struck me. Why hadn’t I
thought of it before? It was absolute genius, the
epitome of gamesmanship.

I must say I was rather chagrined to read an
article written by Madeleine Willis, in which she
wrote that whenever I visited Oblique House, she
always adjusted her neckline. Bob and Sadie Shaw
had lived in the Willis household for a time. So it
suddenly struck me, as I sat there thinking about Bob,
that perchance certain conversations had taken place,
and, on reflection, what else could explain Bob’s
ghoodminton ploy?

James White and | were 19 points against the



Shaws’ 16 points. James and | were superb; the
game was won. Then | heard Bob whisper to
Sadie, “You look rather hot and flustered. Our
opponents will not object if you divest yourself
of your blouse; you'll feel cooler and re-
freshed.”

Very slowly, Sadie complied, a tactile fum-
bling with pearl buttons being eased out of pink
cross-stitched button holes, the white satin
garment with little green shamrocks em-
broidered around the collar and sleeves being
eased off white shoulders, revealing...

“21-19, the Shaws have won!” | heard Walt
Willis shout loudly.

* ok %k

Everybody knows that punning was a major
pastime at Oblique House, and although all the
members of 1F were adept at the technique, Bob
Shaw’s were the most cultured and devious. I can do
no better to illustrate his métier than by quoting
directly from my column ‘Belfasters’, this excerpt
from an issue of Dean Grennell’s Grue published in
1956.

“Listen,” Bob said to me one night, “I've
noticed you always use the expression ‘a cry of
frustration’.”

| nodded. It was true... | love that phrase.

“Well, | thought of a brilliant pun today,” he
enthused. “This is the set-up. One afternoon,
your wife is out, and you decide to prepare a
special dish. You go out and purchase a few
oysters, shellfish, crabs, etc., and when teatime
1s near, you drop the whole lot into the frying
pan. When Diane comes in, you knock the
contents of the frying pan onto the kitchen

floor, as if it was done accidentally. Then give
a loud shout. Diane will say, ‘Was that a cry of
frustration?” and you will be able to reply, ‘No,
that was a fry of crustacean.””

I once wrote an article for Gregg Calkins’s
Oopsla about a robot Bob Shaw and a robot
budgerigar, as part of our long-running feud about
whether or not budgerigars could talk; I avered that
they were quite good conversationalists, although not
understanding everything they uttered. I couldn’t
think of a suitable title for the work, and I asked
members of IF to assist me. Bob immediately came
to my rescue:

“This is my idea, John,” he explained. “Ima-
gine in your story the two robots break down
due to some mechanical defect. To mend the
bird would be quite easy, because all you
would have to do would be to insert a finger
and make a small adjustment. But to try and fix
the robot Bob Shaw would be more compli-
cated. You would have to open a trap door in
the back of the robot, put both arms inside, and
fiddle about with the works for hours.”

“So?” | yawned.

“So,” said Bob, “you could call your story ‘A
Hand in the Bird Is Worth Two in the BoSh".”

* % 3k

One of the stories that went the rounds of fan-
dom in the middle fifties concerned my typewriter,
which worked only by the use of a ‘can of beans’
drive. Naturally, because fans suspected that I was
prone to exaggerate, it was treated as a myth, broad-
cast by IF — it couldn’t have happened, it was just
too incredible. But it was absolutely true, the typer
was a wreck, but I needed to use it because my flow
of articles for fanzines was a waterfall without the
dam. But the platen had seized up. and the only way |
could get it to work was by tying a length of cord to
the roller on the left end of the platen, and suspending
a can of beans. Ergo, every time I pressed a key, the
platen was released and the can of beans, using grav-
ity, forced it to move one stop with each pressure on a
key. I wrote over one hundred stories for fanzines on
the ‘can of beans drive’ typer, until Les Gerber pre-
sented me with a portable typer in New York in 1959.
But how did I get conned into purchasing that typer
wreck in the first instance? 1 explained it all ina
1957 Oopsla:

(Bob had invited me to his room in Oblique



House to examine a typer he wanted to sell to
me. | was thrilled being asked to purchase a
vile pro’s typewriter, even though it looked
rusty, and in fact did appear to represent a hunk
of junk.)

“Type something,” said Bob, biting his lower
lip.

My pet word for breaking in a typewriter is
‘terminologicalinexactitudinously’. I've typed it
so often that | can do it blindfold, so there was
no requirement for me to remove the layer of
scum on the keys.

So | typed it.

The keys made a series of staccato noises
rather like someone trying to start a car on a
frosty morning.

| peered at the sheet of paper and saw
something like this:

tie

| must impress on you all that | don’t really
type very fast. Compared with Walt Willis, you
would think my hands were crippled with
arthritis. So Bob'’s next remark, savouring as it
did of flattery, came as rather a pleasant
surprise.

“No, no, John,” he explained patiently. “You
are typing far too fast. | can see that you are an
accomplished typist, and | can assure you that
this is the machine for you. Try typing ‘the’
again, but a little slower.”

So much more slowly, | typed "termino...etc.’.
| looked with apprehension at the result, which
looked something like this:

term olody inexactig e

“Hmmm,” mused Bob. “There must be
something wrong with the gribble draw-back
lever. It's probably being gouled by the
trumbickel snatch wire. | think | can fix it.”

(And so on... With each moment that passed
by, as Bob tried to demonstrate how | needed
that machine, the situation deteriorated...)

Meanwhile, Bob had collected his scattered
wits, and with remarkable aplomb said, “...and
as | told you, you can have this magnificent
machine dirt cheap!”

Rather a difficult situation for me to be in. |
guessed that only a dedicated typer mechanic
could fix it, but at what incredible fee?? | didn’t
want to hurt Bob’s feelings and say something
reasonable, like half a crown. On the other

hand, I didn’t want to throw my money away
and say something fantastic like five shillings.
Whilst | was trying to formulate a reply, Bob
leaned over the machine, and patted it
affectionately. Tears welled in his eyes...

“What about... three pounds?” he asked
quietly, a throb in his voice.

“Well, er, that is...I...um...” | stuttered.
“Settled then!” announced Bob, shaking my
hand firmly.

He took his wallet out, counted out three
crisp one pound notes, and thrust them into my
hand.

“Now take the bloody thing away!!!” he
screamed.

* Xk k

Most fans nowadays all have wheels; even
neofans turn up at conventions in high-powered autos.
They would not know or appreciate that, forty years
ago, Irish fans predominantly used pedal cycles to
travel on, although, as we gradually became some-
what more prosperous the motor-assisted pedal cycle
began to make an appearance. But in 1954, Bob and
myself possessed pedal cycles which were veloci-
pedes in name only.

My pedal cycle was very old and had served me

well when, as a village constable in County Down, I
had spent most dark nights speeding round the quiet
county lanes looking for miscreants who dared to
encroach on my district without having red taillights
on their bicycles. It had become rusted, and needed to
be almost permanently sprayed with oil to make the
wheels go around.



But Bob Shaw’s bike was in a much worse con-
dition, and he decided to give it a symbolic burial.
The whole poignant affair was described in my “Rust
in Peace” in the March 1955 issue of Hyphen. Bob
decided to dump the bicycle in the River Lagan at
Shaw’s Bridge, aptly named. It was a few miles west
of Belfast, and Bob asked all members of IF to attend
the ceremony. We met there at the appointed time:

Everyone was there except Bob.

“Where is he?” | queried.

“He said he would cycle over as a last token
of respect. He should be here soon,” said his
wife Sadie.

Ten minutes later a horrible squeaky noise
issued from the Belfast direction. We ex-
changed knowing glances. Fifteen minutes
later he arrived, and stopped by the simple
expedient of kicking away the back wheel. He
replaced the wheel, and jerked spasmodically
over to us; the bike didn’t have a saddle.

“Here it is,” he said slowly. “Let’s get it over
with.

Walt Willis asked James White to fire the
salvo. Thirteen rockets blasted to the Heavens,
one for each year of the bike’s co-existence
with Bob.

Then Bob came over to me. The rest of them
turned away.

“This is for you, John,” he sniffed. “It's not
much, but I know you will treasure it.” He
handed me the cycle pump. | putitin my
pocket. | didn’t say a word. He knew how |
felt.

We all lined the towpath: Walt, Sadie,
George, Madeleine, myself, James, Peggy, and
Bob. Walt read the address:

“...and so, Roscoe,” he concluded, “we ask

that this long-suffering velocipede shall rest
content in the shadow of Shaw’s Bridge, until
rust has finally merged it with its parent Earth.”

We hummed the opening bars of “Dragnet”
as Bob picked up the bike from the bank and
slowly rode into the middle of the river,
gradually disappearing until only a trail of
bubbles showed where the bike had finally
finished its labours. For a moment, we began to
think that Bob had taken it too seriously and
had gone down with his bike, but a few
seconds later he appeared on the surface and
swam to the bank. We wrapped him in
blankets and hurried him to the car. They all
piled in with him, and shouted “Goodnight!“ to
me.

| pulled by bike from the bank, ran down the
towpath for a few yards, and vaulted onto the
saddle.

I shrieked aloud in torment. Instead of a
saddle, | had landed on a vertical piece of steel
tubing. The hair rose on the back of my head.
| got off the bike and rushed to the bridge. | still
had the handlebars in my hands.

| thumped my fists on the parapet. “You fool,
Shaw!” | screamed. “You absolute fool!”

| am writing this in bed, recovering from
pneumonia. The only pleasant recollection |
have of the event is that Bob’s bike now lies
strewn over the fields between Shaw’s bridge
and my home.

| am keeping the pump until | meet Shaw
again. Itis filled with lead shot...

* % %

I could fill this issue of Mimosa with stories
about Bob Shaw, but my brief sojourn into his
persona is to merely try to give the impression of
what a live-wire, bubbling character he was — always
kind and thoughtful, lips trembling with the attempt to
express the whimsical thoughts tumbling through his
creative mind. Bob Shaw was the compleat fan,
almost unique in the fannish requirements he
possessed — as fannish wit, cartoonist (as BoSh),
prolific fanzine writer (including much fan fiction),
convention attender and speaker, raconteur, and vile
pro (some thirty novels, and many short stories that
have been anthologized). Frankly, who else in
fandom at the present time could compete with his
vast fannish umbrella?

Bob Shaw is irreplaceable. To quote a well-
worn but magnificently apt cliché, we will never see
his like again. %



& Since we've often bemoaned that many opportunities for preserving the history of fandom aren’t being
taken advantage of, we'll take this occasion to compliment L.A.Con for arranging the audiotaping of many
of their programming events. This once was a common practice at worldcons, but is now the exception
rather than the rule. Anyway, here’s a tale (reprinted from the apa SFPA) about another such worldcon that
had the foresight to tape some of its proceedings, and of a belated reaction to it, some 25 years later.

=~
E C)Q“ An autobiographical tale of being Fan GOH and

having to give a speech by that great toastmaster

HARRY WARNER, JR.

SPEECH, HARRY! YOU AREN'T )
NERVOUS, ARE YOU?

Wildly inaccurate caricatures (Harry actually
has three ears) by that upstart

KURT ERICHSEN

If by some remote chance anyone needs proof
that I’m a rude and ungrateful person, I might as well
provide fresh evidence in that respect. Someone was
kind enough to send me, more than two decades ago,
a free two-LP set that contained the proceedings
during the Hugo banquet at a worldcon. And just the
other week, I finally played those records for the first
time. I’d been intending to listen to them one of these
years, but [ kept putting it off. Ingratitude wasn’t
really the big problem, but rather the fact that [ hated
the idea of hearing one of the participants.

If everything is foreordained ever since the Big
Bang, it must have taken a particularly complicated
series of atomic circumstances to cause me to play
these two LPs at this particular time, only a few
weeks short of the night when the banquet was taped,
an exact quarter century ago. Nothing in particular
happened to induce me to put them on the turntable at
the start of July, 1996. I dreaded listening to myself
giving the Fan Guest of Honor talk just as sincerely as
I had ever since | received the records in 1973 or
thereabouts.

That first Noreascon was not my favorite event
in fandom. 1’d originally declined with thanks the
invitation to be Fan Guest of Honor, and only
grudgingly did I eventually change my decision and
agree to do it. Early in 1971, I'd spent almost a week
in the hospital following an operation and I was still
not feeling altogether healthy by the time the Labor

Day weekend arrived. I was never instructed fully in
what a Fan Guest of Honor is supposed to do. other
than to show up for the ceremonies opening the
convention and give a talk during the Hugo banquet
program, so I had to improvise all during my stay in
Boston, and was unhappy with my performance. On
the second day of the convention, I got up with a
runny nose and a sore throat, which left me
wondering if I would be able to give that talk, but this
was apparently a very real manifestation of a
psychosomatic iliness which vanished after I'd
decided the show must go on no matter how I felt or
sounded. I had never spoken before such a large and
national audience before, although I’d gotten along
okay during a few speaking adventures in Hagerstown
to small groups, and I had successfully done a daily
newscast over a local radio station for several years.
My main fear of the banquet talk was that I might be
heckled, and 1 didn’t know if I could keep my cool if
it happened.

But I got through the ceremonies without
disaster, and nobody saw or heard about the only
unexpected problem I suffered. I was terribly tense
after the program ended, couldn’t endure the thought
of spending hours and hours with fans, so decided to
go to bed perhaps an hour after midnight. It was
noisy in the hall outside my room and I wasn’t sure if
I could sleep. so I took a sleeping tablet I had left over
from the supply I’d been given for my operation



recuperation. After I took it, I jotted down a few
notes on what [’d experienced that evening, in case |
wanted to write a fanzine article about it, did a little
of this and that in preparation for bed, and suddenly I
toppled over and burst into uncontrollable giggles. |
was high, apparently from the combination of the
sleeping pill and the relief that the banquet ordeal was
safely past. 1’ve never been drunk, but | faithfully
displayed all the symptoms of that condition; I
couldn’t think coherently, everything seemed funny
for no particular reason, the floor was rising and
falling and the walls weren’t too stationary, either,
and I didn’t care a bit. | managed to climb into bed
and was as normal as | ever am when | woke up
around dawn. No, nobody had spiked something I
drank that evening, because I had had nothing in any
liquid variety from the hands of any fans.

GREAT SPEECH, HARRY! BY THE WAY)|
DID YOU KNOW YOUR FLY WAS OPEN,
AND YOU HAD A BIG WAD OF SNOT
DRIPPING FROM YOUR NOSE?

But the next day and in all the days, months, and
years afterwards, I fretted about the talk I'd given.
Had | mumbled too badly to be comprehended, or had
I sounded as singsong as Willy Clinton does when he
tries to read something into a microphone. or had my
message been so simplistic that people had applauded
only out of politeness? The more I wondered, the less
willing I was to listen to myself after the records
arrived. (The jacket has a 1973 copyright date, so
apparently it took a while for the Noreascon survivors
to get the tape embodied into recorded vinyl.) 1
reasoned that [ would feel severe although belated
despair if I verified a very bad talk by listening to the
recording of it, and if I didn’t listen, I could avoid a
very nasty aftermath of that unpleasant evening.
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Maybe I grew reckless and uncaring in old age, or
maybe that abrupt creation of the universe included
time-released instructions for me to listen to myself,
some twenty-four years and ten months after I’d
spoken.

And the odd thing was, when I prepared for the
worst and played the LPs, [ decided that most of my
forebodings had been unnecessary. Although I’d
stumbled over one word in a couple of sentences of
adlib talk at the beginning, I’d gone through my
prepared speech without any mistakes. My diction
was no worse than that of most of the program
participants and better than some, and I hadn’t
sounded nervous. If I were to do it all over again, the
only change I would make would be to slow down
slightly, because I did seem to be slightly under the
influence of Walter Winchell. The text of my talk
holds up quite well after all these years. It contained
a plea to fandom and prodom to agitate for continued
space exploration. and some of the things I said have
been proven accurate by now.

Hearing these records for the first time gave me a
good lesson in how badly memory behaves in the
course of a quarter-century. | remembered some of
the things on the disks. but other portions were totally
gone from my recollection. | had completely
forgotten, for instance, Lester del Rey’s impassioned
talk as he presented a posthumous award to John W.
Campbell, Jr., from First Fandom. He was easily the
most effective speaker on that entire program, in
every respect. With that voice, he could have gone
far in politics. Then there was the disclosure to me of
how time dilation had encompassed me for a while.
After Id finished my talk and had sat down to try to
persuade myself that it was really all over and done
with, Clifford Simak, as Pro Guest of Honor, gave his
talk. I knew I couldn’t obey my impulse to get out of
there immediately, so I hoped it would be a short one.
I remember how I reacted invisibly when he went on
and on, and didn’t ever seem to be approaching the
end of his speech. 1 would have given anything to
look at a clock or watch and make sure it had already
been more than a half hour, but I didn’t have my
wristwatch in a visible position, and I knew someone
in the audience would see me turn my arm to stare at
it and report it in a fanzine somewhere, so I sat
through what seemed like another half hour of his
talk. When I listened to Cliff’s talk on the records, |
checked the time at the beginning and again at the end
of it: just thirteen minutes.



A couple of mysteries remain now that I’ve
heard the recording. For one thing, what happened
after Asimov announced Ted Sturgeon as the winner
of one of the fiction Hugos? On the record, Asimov
went on to the next fiction category with no pause and
no words indicating that Ted or someone else had
come up to accept the trophy. The acceptance event
was audible for all other Hugos. It didn’t sound as if
the tape had been edited at that point (although there
are several very audible splices elsewhere during the
recording, so [ assume some cuts were made to avoid
too much dead air or to remove something deemed
too embarrassing to perpetuate on the LP). Also
unexplained is the identity of the owner of the very
first voice on the first side which introduced Bob
Silverberg, the toastmaster. I suspect it was Tony
Lewis, the con chairman. but it’s been a long time
since I’ve heard him speak. so I’m not sure. In
several spots there are bursts of laughter from the
audience for no apparent cause, apparently because of
a facial expression or a gesture from someone at the
podium.

One curiosity about Bob’s toastmastering is his
references to what we now call the Retro Hugos. He
evoked a lot of guffaws by pretending that the
convention was going to hand out not only the 1971
Hugos but also those for 1954, which the San
Francisco convention in that year didn’t provide.
Then he said that they all had gone to Harlan Ellison,
who wasn’t in Boston to accept them, so there were
more laughs. This encouraged him to bring up the
idea briefly, near the end, with a threat to give out the
1932 Hugos. I doubt if anyone in that room on that
evening would have believed that belated Hugo
Awards would eventually be authorized in real
earnest.

It is good evidence of my general state of
befuddlement that evening that I learned only this
month via the records the identity of the woman who
had been sitting next to me at the head table: Robin
Asimov. And I think I’ve already told the story of
how after the ceremonies, Marion Zimmer Bradley
came up to me and said. “That was really a wonderful
talk.” I thanked her. and she added “Not your talk.
Simak's.” The world would never have known quite a
few Darkover novels if I'd obeyed my immediate
impulse.

My talk had no perceptible influence on the
space program, but I learned later that it made me a
few enemies. There were fans who had lost money as
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a result of my talk; they had lost bets on the question
of whether this hermit of Hagerstown would actually
show up at the convention and really give a talk to it.
I’m pretty sure I would have been out a few dollars if
anyone had offered to bet me that I would go through
with my duty that September weekend. There was
one benefit, however. [ was inspired to adopt a firm
policy toward all future invitations to become the Fan
Guest of Honor at cons large and small. I decided |
had shot my bolt in this respect and wasn’t going to
put myself through the conspicuity and nervous strain
again, not even on the occasion when the committee
of one medium-sized con offered to move it to
Hagerstown if reluctance to travel was the only reason
why I declined the honor. Several years ago. | was
asked to be Fan Guest of Honor at a worldcon by a
bidding city; I said no, but [ learned later that the
bidding group had decided to ignore my wishes and
announce me for the post if they won, in the belief I
couldn’t do anything about it when it was a fait
accompli. As it turned out, that city’s bid lost to
another city, sparing me the fate of suffering
headaches every day in the week instead of just most
days in the week.

Now that I’ve played the records. I wonder when
I’ll be moved to a subsidiary activity; hunting up the
batch of souvenirs | brought home from that Boston
worldcon. They include. | remember, a beautiful tiny
painting on my identification badge by Bob Shaw, a
plague proving to any doubters that I really was Fan
Guest of Honor. and a scorecard from the Red Sox-
Indians baseball game I attended when I sneaked off
from my duties one afternoon. I haven’t had the urge
to inspect them again during the quarter-century that
has intervened, fearing they will reawaken my nerves
and maybe even create another psychosomatic cold
for a day or two. &t



& One other thing that L.A.Con will likely be remembered for is its awards ceremonies. There were two
Hugo Awards Ceremonies this year, due to the inaugural Retro Hugos which, for 1996, honored writers,
artists and fans for works that would have been eligible in the year 1946, had the Hugo Awards existed back
then. The Hugo Award design itself was also a bit memorable, as you will see from the writer of the
following, who narrowly missed winning one of them.

WORLDCONP® &

THE HUGO,
AND ME.

Soe. MBU\ hew Soc.

Q: How many Hugo nominees does it take to
change a lightbulb?

A: It's an honor just to be allowed near
lightbulbs.

— Susan Shwartz

What’s it like being nominated for a Hugo and
the Campbell for your first published story?

I have to admit that that’s not a question I ever
thought I would be in a position to answer. Itis a
question that | remember asking Nick DiChario a
while back. Actually, I phrased it in the past tense,
because by the time [ met him. ConFrancisco was
long over and Nick had already lost both awards, as
frequent readers of Mimosa already know. {{& see

“Breathing Water” in Mimosa 15. }} I honestly
don’t remember what he said.

But I do remember what he said when I asked
him the question this past year. Because this time, [
had a little more stake in the answer, and he told me
Jjust to enjoy the feeling, the way he did.

#

Readers of Mimosa may recall that in 1994, |

attended the Clarion workshop, as | wrote an article

about my experiences which appeared in Mimosa 17.

Since then, [ had sold and seen published two stories
in Analog, “TeleAbsence” (July 1995) and “Senti-

mental Value” (October 1995). 1 got very little out-
side feedback when the stories appeared — it seems
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that not a single person wrote to the magazine to
comment on my stories — and | thought that was
pretty much the end of it.

Until the following year, when I found out that
“TeleAbsence” had won the Analytical Laboratory
Award for Best Short Story of 1995. And been nomi-
nated for the 1996 Hugo Award for Best Short Story.
And had somehow gotten me nominated for the John
W. Campbell Award for Best New Writer.

To answer, myself, the question | had posed to
Nick, being nominated for the Hugo elated me. It
came out of nowhere and totally blew me away. |
was thrilled, ecstatic, and also scared.

Why scared? For one simple reason, which 1
think will make a lot of you nod your heads wisely, or
explode with laughter. You see, my wife Nomi and |
decided that this would be an experience we would
never forget. So, even though we live in the Boston
area, we made plans to attend L.A.Con III, just in case
I won. | wanted to be present at the Hugo Awards
Ceremony to accept.

And that meant attending my very first
Worldcon.

#

Fortunately, it was not Nomi’s first Worldcon, as
she had attended Noreascon 3, back in 1989. And it
wasn’t my very first convention, either, as I had been
attending conventions since Arisia in 1992. But the
prospect of going to Worldcon was slightly more
intense than the prospect of just going to one of the



regional cons which we try to attend every year.

So I ended up looking at it differently. I teach
Physics and Mathematics at the Cambridge School of
Weston, and one of the problems with attending
Worldcon was that faculty meetings begin the week
before Labor Day and cut into Worldcon. Since we
wouldn’t be able to arrive in L.A. until Thursday
night anyway, I told myself that I wasn’t attending
Worldcon. but the Hugo Awards Ceremony, and that
anything else | made it to was gravy. That way, in-
stead of kicking myself for missing all the Thursday
and Monday events of a Worldcon, I would see all the
Friday through Sunday panels which | attended as
extras, side benefits of attending the Hugo Ceremony.

On Thursday night, August 29, 1996, Nomi and |
flew out to Los Angeles with our friends Joe and
Cindy Lazzaro. Joe is another writer, who has also
had work appear in Analog, and he and his wife are
frequent travelers, so we decided to plan our trip
together. Cindy is wonderful when it comes to ar-
ranging flights and car rentals, which took a load off
my mind. In turn, I made our hotel reservations.

We got to the hotel late Thursday night — OK,
more like early Friday morning — and collapsed.

The Worldcon itself passed in a bit of a blur. |
remember various parties. | remember going to the
SFFWA Suite to receive the Science Fiction Weekly
Reader Appreciation Award for Best New Writer. |
remember meeting a lot of people I had known only
from the Internet or Genie. I also remember a panel
here and there. In fact, somehow I stayed sane
enough to moderate one panel, called “Writing: The
Long and the Short of It,” about the differences be-
tween writing novels and short stories.

I also remember a very large dealers room, with
far too much stuff that [ wanted. And [ remember one
specific event in the dealers room.

Adam-Troy Castro was working at the Science
Fiction Age table, and | found him there Sunday
morning. The dealers room was filled with small
exhibits as well as dealers, and Adam told me that
they even had a display devoted to the history of the
Hugo statuette. He walked me over to the display,
and I got my first look at the 1996 model.

It was gorgeous.

Imagine the standard rocket statue, gleaming in
all its glory, sitting on top of a film can base. The
base, a real recycled film can. is surrounded on the
edge by a filmstrip with color stills from famous
science fiction movies and television shows. On the

13

back of the base, framing the rocket from behind, is a
model of the mountains from Destination: Moon.
And in front of the rocket are two Hollywood style
spotlights, aimed towards the rocket and designed to
shine upon it when the back switch is depressed.

The very first battery powered Hugo Award.

I’ll admit it. I drooled over this rocket, I put my
hands around it, | fondled it. The thought of being up
for one of these finally hit home in a way it never had
before. Here was actual, physical evidence of the
award [ was competing for.

I said to Adam, “If I win, it’ll be a real problem
getting it home.”

He replied, “We should all have such problems.”

#

On Sunday night, after taking in one last panel to
calm my nerves, Nomi and [ headed over to the Arena
building at 7 PM for the Hugo Nominees reception,
which took place in a large room next to the main
auditorium.

I still had trouble believing that I was present as
a nominee, as | was surrounded by all these people
whom I knew were deserving of the award: I felt like
an upstart. Nomi and I met a lot of people during that
all too short hour, and we spent a good part of the
time talking with Stan Schmidt, editor of Analog, and
his wife Joyce.

As it got to be close to 8 PM. the Hugo adminis-
trators brought out a sample Hugo Award for us to
examine, and to show us how to hold it just in case
you happened to be the one called onto the stage to
receive it. Once again I found myself drooling over
the statuette, and wondering if I’d have to worry



about how to get it home.

And then, they ushered us into the auditorium.
Quietly, the mass of us walked in the dark to the cen-
tral seats, which had been reserved for nominees and
their guests. Nomi and I sat with Robert Sawyer and
his wife Carolyn Clink, whom we’ve befriended over
the past few years. I tend to consider Robert a well-
established pro, and it came as a shock to me this year
when I realized that we were both up for our first
Hugo Award.

Nomi and I sat down, and I looked around us, at
the people filling the auditorium to capacity, and at
the huge stage with the two movie screens on either
side. All of my nervousness came to a head. This
was the moment [’d been waiting for since finding out
I was a nominee almost half a year ago.

As they say in Hollywood, it was showtime.

#

Connie Willis was the Toastmaster, which I
think was an excellent choice. She is a very funny
person, and I enjoyed her performance when present-
ing an award at the Nebulas a few years ago, but |
wouldn’t want to have been squirming in my seat
while sitting through a monologue placed between her
reading a list of nominees and announcing the name
of the winner. Having her host the ceremony as a
whole was perfect; her humor helped reduce the ten-
sion I was feeling enormously.

’/',}-
7

Unfortunately. the beginning of the ceremony
still seemed to drag, especially for me. Think about
it. I had never been to a Hugo Ceremony before, and
naturally I was assuming that they’d get to the Camp-
bell Award fairly quickly, as it was one of the earlier
awards to be presented. But first, there was the First
Fandom Award, and the Big Heart Award, and the
Seiun Awards, and they felt like they took forever. In
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fact, they took the better part of an hour.

Finally, it was time for the Campbell Award to
be announced. Stan Schmidt walked on stage, dis-
cussed the legacy of John Campbell briefly, and
stated the names of the five nominees: Michael A.
Burstein, David Feintuch, Felicity Savage, Sharon
Shinn, and Tricia Sullivan. Then he named the
winner.

David Feintuch.

I turned to Nomi immediately, and said, “That’s
it. I haven’t won the Hugo either.”

She wasn’t sure if that would be so, but I was. 1
had figured that although my chances of winning the
Hugo were not that great, being both a Hugo nominee
and Campbell nominee would help me on the Camp-
bell balloting. (A few other writers had told me the
same thing.) But I doubted it would go in the other
direction.

Feintuch gave a very nice acceptance speech, and
then the ceremony continued, with other Hugos being
presented and humorous stories being told on stage. |
was feeling a little low, of course, but my spirits rose
when the Babylon 5 episode “The Coming of Shad-
ows” won the Hugo for Best Dramatic Presentation. |
am a major fan of the show, and felt that the Hugo
was well deserved, and I cheered along with the rest
of the audience when the winner was announced.

What I had forgotten was that the Best Short
Story Hugo came next.

After J. Michael Straczynski gave his acceptance
speech and the applause had died down, Larry Niven
ascended to the podium to present the award. He
listed the five nominees, mispronouncing my last
name ‘Bur-STINE’ instead of ‘Bur-STEEN’.

“TeleAbsence" by Michael A. Burstein. “Life on
the Moon” by Tony Daniel. “A Birthday” by Esther
M. Friesner. “The Lincoln Train” by Maureen F.
McHugh. “Walking Out” by Michael Swanwick.

And the Hugo went to “The Lincoln Train” by
Maureen McHugh.

Kristine Kathryn Rusch, who published the story
in F&SF, went to accept the award on Maureen’s
behalf, while I sat in the audience, applauding. 1 had
been expecting this, so it wasn’t too much of a shock.
Besides, Maureen’s been deserving of the Hugo since
her first novel, and furthermore, she’s a very nice
person. While Kris accepted the award, I kept think-
ing of how Maureen came to my reading at Boskone
last year, and how pleased | was that an established
pro of such magnitude would be interested in my



work. Her attending my reading had meant quite a lot
to me.

The other fiction categories were left, and the
worst part of the Hugos is the fact that there can be
only one winner in each category. As I told Esther at
one party during the convention, | wanted to win, but
I didn’t want her to have to lose for me to win. So |
was ecstatic when James Patrick Kelly won Best
Novelette for “Think Like a Dinosaur” and when
Allen Steele won Best Novella for “The Death of
Captain Future,” but at the same time there were other
people on the ballot for whom I felt disappointed, as |
had been rooting for them too.

[ do want to express my deep appreciation for
something Jim said, though. I had helped him with a
small piece of science in his story (to the point where
he named the protagonist Michael Burr), and during
his acceptance speech he thanked me by name for a
key piece of research, thus correcting the mispro-
nounciation which Larry Niven had made. It felt
good to hear my name as part of the awarding of
some Hugo, even if it wasn’t a Hugo for me.

The last category was Best Novel, which Neal
Stephenson won for The Diamond Age. A fine book,
indeed. which I enjoyed highly, but I had been rooting
for The Terminal Experiment by Robert Sawyer.

The Hugos were over, and Nomi and [ headed
outside with everyone else. We were talking to each
other and looking for friends when Priscilla Olson
handed me a copy of the Hugo edition of Stat/, the
convention newsletter, and directed my attention to
the Hugo balloting.

My short story had been the last one to be
eliminated; I lost the Hugo to Maureen by a final vote
of 242 to 232.

I had lost the Hugo by only ten votes.

I was thrilled: | screamed with delight. If I had
lost by only one vote, I’d have been devastated; if |
had lost by a large margin, my slight disappointment
would have been intensified. But ten votes was just
right.

[ barely remember the Hugo Nominees Party (or
Hugo Losers Party, as some people call it). 1 had a
chance to congratulate David Feintuch, and I finally
got to meet Richard & Nicki Lynch, who had
published my first piece of fanwriting since | was a
teenager. But it was all over and we had an early
flight, so after only about an hour of socializing,
Nomi and I returned to our room to sleep.

#

15

The story doesn’t quite end there, though. When
I got back to the Cambridge School of Weston, [
announced at an assembly that I had lost both awards.
At the very next assembly, a group of my students
took to the stage to announce the inception of the first
ever CSW Bug Eyed Critter Award for Best Short
Story. They read the list of nominees — and of
course, my story was the only one on the list. They
presented me with an adorable Folktails “Alien in
Spaceship Puppet” (the bug eyed critter, of course),
which I could control by sticking my hand inside. It
even has a control stick for the spaceship, which you
move with your thumb, and it glows in the dark.

You know something? It’s better than the Hugo.

Am | upset? Well, of course I’m disappointed
— who wouldn’t be? — but I think of the story of
one of the American Olympians in Atlanta this past
summer, who lost the gold medal and was asked by a
reporter if he felt crushed about it.

The athlete stared at the reporter increduously,
and with a big smile on his face, exclaimed, “Are you
kidding? I’ve just won a silver medal!”

And that’s how I feel. It’s hard to be disap-
pointed when your first published story gets nomin-
ated for the Hugo, no matter how you do in the
balloting. Getting nominated was a fluke, I know, as
it usually takes years for someone to make it onto the
Hugo ballot. If I ever want to look at an award, well,
I’ve got my bug eyed critter. And in the end, [ have
to agree with the truth of what it’s like to be a Hugo
nominee, no matter how much it’s been turned into a
joke:

It really is an honor just to be nominated! &



& Time now for Part 4 of Forry Ackerman’s autobiographical series about the earlier decades of fandom,
but first some good news: we were able to do a taping session with Forry at L.A.Con, so there will be some
future installments in this series. This installment includes a visit to Irish Fandom in 1951, lingering
controversy with Robert Heinlein in the late 1950s, some clowning around with Isaac Asimov in the 1960s,

and more...
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I’m happy to say that Walt Willis has been my
friend for over forty years. A lot of people think that
I met Walt Willis for the first time when he was
brought over to the Chicago Worldcon in 1952. But I
had actually met him the year before that, when |
traveled to the United Kingdom.

In May, 1951, British fans had put on the first
international science fiction convention, and | was a
Guest of Honor. It was there that I first met Walt, but
with everything going on, that first meeting doesn’t
stand out very well in my memory. Anyway, one day,
after the convention, | found myself in Scotland, and
it suddenly occurred to me that, gee, [ was only about
45 minutes away by air from Ireland. If [ went, |
could see the Big Three fans there. And so I hopped
in a taxi and got over to the Glasgow airport.

I was the last one aboard an old-fashioned
propeller airplane. | was a bit nervous; it was the first
time [ had ever flown! (I had crossed the ocean by
ship.) I had earlier phoned ahead and talked with
Walt Willis, and he said they would be in Belfast to
meet me. So as my first flight left the ground, 1
looked out the porthole and saw a cemetery! As the
plane climbed, we went three times around a
cemetery, and all | saw out there were gravestones.
Not a good omen for my first flight! When we
touched down in Belfast, it turned out they were
having a transportation strike — the only thing they
could get to pick me up with was a hearse!

[’d left a cemetery and was picked up in a
hearse! And that’s how | really met Walt Willis.

And now, speaking of being ready for a hearse, |
have to tell you the story that involves Robert
Heinlein and Cyril Kornbluth, and myself. The year
was 1958, and I had just received a flaming mad letter
from Heinlein: “How dare you accept my Hugo in my
absence, hang onto it for over a year, and then when |
found out you had it, drag your feet for another month
before returning it?”

Well, I went pale and trembling to my wife. and
I said, “Honey, is this the way senility starts? Did I
ever have Heinlein’s Hugo?” And she said. “No, no,
no...”

So I phoned Isaac Asimov, and I told him,
“Help! Save my life — tell me I didn’t take
Heinlein’s Hugo.” The fact was that Heinlein and |
were more or less on the outs by then: the time had
come if I had said ‘up’, he would say "down’. if I said
*black’, he’d say ‘white’. Finally, I wrote him and
said, “Bob, I admire your work. You’ve entertained
and educated me about as much as anybody ever has
in science fiction. But, obviously, as social beings,
we just can’t get along. We might as well give up on
each other — you’ve got all your fans and activities;
I’ve got plenty to keep me busy.” And we’d just nod
when we’d meet at a convention.

So we had given up on each other, and | was
certain that he was absent in 1956, when he got that
Hugo. I’m sure if somebody had come to me and
said, ‘Forry, you know Heinlein, don’t you? Will you
accept on his behalf?” I know I would have said, ‘No,
I don’t think I’'m the proper person. He wouldn’t



appreciate it.” Well, Asimov just couldn’t remember
the circumstances, so he said, “Robert Bloch was the
Master of Ceremonies, and he would have had to
physically hand it to you. Ask him.”

So I called up Bob, and he said, “Oh, Forry, I’ve
been to sooo many conventions; I’ve been Master of
Ceremonies so many times, that I don’t even remem-
ber my own Hugo. But Dave Kyle — e 'll be able to
tell you.”

Well, at that time, Dave Kyle was over in
England, and it was 4:30 in the morning for him. But
[ thought, if /'m not going to sleep, why should Dave
Kyle? So I called him, and I said, “Help, help! Save
my life! Tell me I didn’t accept Heinlein’s Hugo!”
Well, to my dismay, he began laughing uproariously!
“What’s so funny?? C’mon, this is serious!” More
laughter. I said, “Dave! This is costing me big
bucks! This is a trans-Atlantic phone call! Stop that
laughing! What’s so funny??”

And he said, “Forry, don’t you remember? That
was the time the Hugos didn’t arrive! It was a big
embarrassing scene! We had nothing to give to
anybody! You couldn’t possibly have taken his
Hugo!”

Well, I thought that Heinlein might not even
accept this unsupported word, but we had our own
Watergate tapes — Franklin Dietz, who had taped the
entire convention. So I called him, and said, “Save
my life! You find those tapes and play them. If1
hear myself say, ‘It’s a proud moment as | accept this
Hugo’. you will have a scoop. because three thousand
miles away, you will hear me put a bullet through my
brain.”

Well, he was busy then and didn’t have the time
to look through miles of tape. It was about a year
later that he finally found it, and of course, it never
happened! So then, finally, I contacted Heinlein and
told him the whole story. Then I asked him, “Why
did you ever accuse me?”

This is when 1 learned of Cyril Kornbluth’s
involvement. Heinlein told me, “When | came back
from Europe. Forry, Kornbluth met me, shook my
hand and said, ‘Congratulations, Bob, on your Hugo!’
When I said, ‘My Hugo??’, Kornbluth replied,
‘What!? You mean Ackerman didn’t give it to
you?!?”” Well, unfortunately, at this point, Korn-
bluth was dead, so I couldn’t call him up and get the
straight of that story.

There was never any explanation or apology.
And matters eventually went from bad to worse. In
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the 1970s, there was a new science fiction magazine
called Vertex Science Fiction. The editor called me
up and said, “Forry, we’d like to feature Heinlein in
our first issue. Do you think we could get an inter-
view from him?”

At this point, Heinlein had said about the most
insulting thing to me that’s ever been said to me, in
my entire career in science fiction. He said, “I can
conceive of no circumstances under which it would be
necessary or desirable for you to have my telephone
number.” For twenty-five years, I could call Vincent
Price or Robert Bloch or Ray Bradbury or Arthur C.
Clarke, and I'd always give them full protection and
never abused the privilege. But that’s what he said to
me. So I said to the editor of Vertex, “Well, I don’t
speak for Heinlein, but [ know he’s just been inter-
viewed by Playboy.” And up to that time, being inter-
viewed by Playboy was the apex of your existence.
But Heinlein insisted on being paid for it — the first
time anybody had ever been paid for an interview in
Playboy. 1told him, “I really doubt that, on top of
that, that you’d get either an interview that you could
afford, or that he’d give the second one.”

Well, they called me again, three days later: “Oh,
god, you were absolutely right. No interview from
Heinlein. Boy, we’re on the spot! We’ve got his
name on the cover, we were so certain that we’d have
something by him. Help!” So I thought of his pre-
viously-discussed Guest of Honor speech that he’d
given in 1941 {{& see part two of this series, in
Mimosa 17 }}, and somewhere in my eighteen rooms
I knew I had a copy of it. So I searched it out. and |
read it, and I thought, well, this makes Heinlein a
prophet-with-honor — many things that he had
prophesied had indeed come true.

Anyway, | thought it was still a great speech, and
that it was time for fans who missed it the first time
around to get the opportunity to read it. So I gave it
to them to publish, and I said, “Now look, this is
public domain; it was never copyrighted. The minute
it’s out of my hands you can thumb your nose at me
and say, ‘Thanks, sucker’, print it and pay nobody
anything. But I feel by putting his name on the cover,
you’re using several thousand words by him, so you
should pay Heinlein, regardless of public domain.”
And then [ said, “It sort of seems to me you wouldn’t
know of this; you wouldn’t have a copy if I didn’t
provide it to you, so I think 7 ought to get a few bucks
out of it, too. And finally, we ought to recognize that
if Walt Daugherty hadn’t made the original record-



ings, nobody, including Heinlein, would have it.” In
my mind, I sort of thought that eighty-five percent for
Heinlein, ten percent for me, and five percent for
Daugherty would be fair.

Well, it was published; it saved the editor’s life.
But about a year later | got one of these flaming let-
ters written on asbestos. Heinlein wrote, “How dare
you give my work away to that magazine and accept a
payment for it?!” Well, I’d been sent a check for two
hundred dollars — this was from the magazine that
later paid me a hundred dollars for one letter of the

alphabet {{ & see part one of this series, in Mi-

mosa 16 }}. So I sort of thought they probably sent
him about seven hundred and fifty dollars, and maybe
fifty bucks to Daugherty. Well, it developed that they
had sent me two hundred dollars, expecting me to
make the division — exactly what I didn’t want to
happen! So I wrote Heinlein, explained what hap-
pened, and I wrote him a check — not for two hun-
dred dollars, but taking in consideration inflation, I
added twenty dollars to it, and considering in a year
he could have had five percent in a bank, another ten
dollars; [ wrote him a check for two hundred and
thirty dollars.

At this point, I was out thirty bucks for all my
activities. I thought the decent thing for him to do
would be to calm down and say ‘I’m sorry, here’s
fifty bucks for your trouble; give twenty-five to
Daugherty’. But no — he called and he wasn’t too
sure this was exactly the way things had happened.
He sort of felt that I got caught with my hand in the
cookie jar, and 1 had given him $230 just to assuage
my conscience. And then he said, “I’m taking the
curse off this money by giving it to my favorite
charity.” How about my favorite charity??

It was “Solution Unsatisfactory” as far as | was
concerned...

Speaking of agenting, though, I should say some-
thing about my career as a literary agent. It all began
in the 1940s — after three years. four months, and 29
days of World War Two, when I was weary of salut-
ing and wearing a tie, 1 looked around for something
to do to support myself without a boss, and represent-
ing science fiction writers as their literary agent
seemed like it might be a good idea. But my first year
at it, | made a thousand and seventy-five dollars in
commissions, and spent a thousand and twenty-five
dollars in postage. [ made a big fat fifty bucks.

That would have been the end of it, but young
Ray Bradbury, and Asimov, and other ascending stars
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came to my rescue. Although they already had
agents, they’d let me occasionally sell something
abroad for them. Well, I hate figures and love words:
I don’t like to quibble around with nickels and dimes,
so [ generally just evened things off. The first time I
made a sale for Asimov, [ sent him a check, we’ll say,
for an even hundred dollars when it might have been a
hundred dollars and eleven cents | owed him. He
immediately wrote back and said, “Well now, Forry, I
don’t want a penny more than I’m entitled to, but on
the other hand. I don’t want a penny less.” Well.
maybe I should have expected that; the next time I
made a sale for him, after I figured it out. his payment
actually came down to a certain amount and an extra
one-half cent. And in those days, the Post Office still
produced one-half cent stamps, so I sent him his
check and attached a one-half cent stamp to it.

[saac Asimov in correspondence may have been
a little predictable, but there was no telling what he
might do in person, especially at conventions. At the
end of three days in Asimov’s company, he was such
a clown, I had to push my cheeks together, they were
so sore from laughing! There was the time, ata
worldcon in the 1960s, that the publisher of Famous
Monsters of Filmland had recently started a new
satyrical magazine called Help. And in order to pub-
licize it, he had a classy model in an itsy-bitsy-teeny-
weeny polka-dot bikini wandering around with a sign
on her back: ‘If You Need Help, Follow Me". She
would bring people to a kiosk, and they would get a
complimentary copy of Help magazine.

Well, Isaac Asimov got out of an elevator, and
you know, he gloried in his reputation of being the
Dirty Old Man. He saw this fair derriere about 25
feet in front of him, and he broke the world record for
the 25-foot dash. The floor was made of marble, and
in the final two feet he went down on his knees, and
slid right up to the back of the unsuspecting model.

In this position, on his knees, his lips were directly
behind her hips. And then the world-famous author
of the Foundation series bit her... right on her
foundation. &

Sex Laws of Robotics?
No, that was
never part of
my creator’s
programming.

3




& First, some bad news. A few months ago, Walt Willis wrote us an apologetic letter, saying that due to
recent upheaval in his life (a back operation followed by moving to a different house), he was unable to do a
new installment of “I Remember Me” for this issue of Mimosa. Luckily, there is a silver lining to this, as it
gives us an opportunity to present some vintage Willis. The following was edited together from Walt's
column “The Harp That Once or Twice” that appeared, in the early 1950s, in Lee Hoffman’s legendary
fanzine Quandry; we begin at the 1951 British National Convention, and Walt's recollection of that first
encounter with Forry Ackerman.

Yeer noot’n Mmmmmmm?
Tll ]{ r lick ah mageen’d.
Ye luke hooman,
M t a’must nerm’l. o
No. 1 Fan

What
the devil is
this little man
talking about?

by Walt Willi :
y illis S
HARVIA
Friday, 10th May, 1951, at the First International every neofan learns: one is that John W. Campbell, Jr.
Convention is the editor of Astounding Science Fiction and the
When we arrived from our lunch, Forry Acker- other is that Forrest J Ackerman is the No.l Fan. For
man was just about to start speaking. From his my money, Ackerman’s position is infinitely stronger.
articles and letters | had formed quite a clear mental [ am sold on Ackerman.
picture of a thin, dark and neurotic type, eccentric and
egocentric in his ways, quick and impatient in his Sunday, 23rd June, 1951
speech. Instead, his appearance came as a great I might have realized this was no ordinary day.
surprise! [ found a big easy-going giant of a fan, In the first place, this was the day of our tennis club’s
quiet-spoken and gentle-mannered. There was no annual garden fete, and it wasn’t raining. Definitely,
loudness or ostentation about him at all, and he was they had slipped up. In the second place, the July
very easy to talk to, once you got used to a discon- Astounding Science Fiction arrived only three days
certing habit he had of going “Mmmmmmm?” with a after publication date. Not only that, but it had some
rising inflection, whenever you paused for his reac- good stories. It’s lucky I didn’t read them all at once.
tions to what you were saying. Maybe everyone does I would never have gotten over the shock of finding
this in California, but it certainly derailed my train of that they were al// good. On top of that, one of the
thought the first couple of times. letters in ‘Brass Tacks’ actually looked as if it hadn’t
Forry Ackerman is a true fan in a way that most been written by Campbell. How can such things be?
of us don’t come within a mile of being. Forry really Round half past six that evening I was sitting
believes in fandom; he still insures his life for $5,000 outside in my slippers — sometimes I wish I could
every time he sets out for a convention, in favour of afford a chair — when a telegram boy arrived
the convention committee, so that if he is killed by carrying, of all things, a telegram. | opened it. It
some traveling accident on the way, he will be worth seemed the only thing to do.

more to the convention dead than alive. (From what I

saw of what Ackerman did for the convention, $5.000 o) pyea| "STREET 7:40 THIS EVENING BRITISH
wouldn’t be nearly enough.) His will still provides

for his priceless library to go to fandom. It will be ELRGPEAN ATREANS "TERHTMAL FORRY
inadequate compensation. There are two things that “Steady now,” I said to myself and clambered

MEET ME GREAT NORTHERN RAILWAY STATION
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down off the roof. I dashed through the front door to
show the telegram to Madeleine. I think she sus-
pected the moment she saw me that something was
up. Feminine intuition | suppose, or it may have been
the fragments of wood and glass hanging around my
neck. I really should have remembered to open the
door first. If you have ever seen a woman who has
just been told to expect an important visitor in less
than two hours you'll know what happened next. |
stepped hastily out of the path of the blur of motion
and tore off to borrow some money from my father
and order a taxi. Don’t think I spend my life ordering
taxis — there was a strike of public transport at the
time. Don’t ask me how they knew Forry Ackerman
was coming. Then I went back to the house; it was
vibrating rapidly like a power station. There were all
sorts of things to be done. I won’t bore you with the
complications — | haven’t decided yet just what else
[ will bore you with — but at the time, it seemed to
me that | had spent the better part of my life knocking
beds to pieces, carrying them up and down stairs, and
putting them together again. It was a scene of utter
chaos and indescribable confusion, something like the
subscription department of Galaxy magazine.

Finally the taxi came and at exactly 7:41, I found
the World’s No.1 Fan standing quietly in the middle
of the railroad station, like a petrified Forrest. |
brought him home in triumph and left him with a
copy of Lee Hoffman’s Quandry No. 11 while |
mounted my rusty steed once more to send telegrams
to James and Bob. 1 thought of telephoning them, but
it would have been difficult since none of us happens
to have a telephone. 1 found they couldn’t be reached
that night, so [ told them to come early the next morn-
ing and went back to Forry. I got the distinct impres-
sion that he liked Quandry; the first thing he asked
me when | got back was whether he could get his suit
cleaned and pressed. [ looked blank, and he ex-
plained that he got it all dusty from rolling around on
the floor. And the Irish are supposed to have a
reputation for making extravagant compliments. As
far as I can see, the Americans are way ahead of us.
For instance, Forry told us later about one Dr. Keller
paid to his wife. They were both seeing the Grand
Canyon for the first time. It was a romantic and
impressive sight. “You know,” said Keller, “when
God made the world He thought it needed something
like the Grand Canyon, so he just scored His
thumbnail across it and made all this.” He paused and
looked at his wife. “But,” he said, “when God made
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you, dear, He had to use both hands.” 1 thought that
was perfectly charming, and 1 should imagine the
Kellers are very happily married. It will take more
than Dianetics to break up that home.

God, keep your hands
off me. I'm not clay in
your hands anymore.

5,31.?1\1

U7\

Wy

James and Bob arrived about ten o’clock the next
morning and stayed for lunch and tea. Whether
through delayed airsickness from his first flight or
some mutated virus, Forry wasn’t feeling too well, for
which we all felt unreasonably guilty, but he didn’t let
it get him down. He revealed an unexpected talent for
mimicry and his impersonations of various fans were
delicious. Incidently, I found the reason for that habit
[ mentioned he had of going ‘Mmmmmmm?’. Ap-
parently he had great difficulty in understanding what
people were saying and didn’t want to be asking them
all the time to repeat themselves. We were a bit sur-
prised at this — after all, we only talk about four
times as fast as he does and, of course, we have no
accent at all.

In the afternoon, I showed him my magnificent
collection of books and magazines, which covers the
whole field of science fiction from A to B. It must
have taken all of two minutes. Then, showing a laud-
able freedom from envy, Forry wrote a couple of little
commemorative pieces for the next Slant, and we set
up one of them and ran a proof. The other was an
unbelievably complicated pun which we didn’t feel
strong enough to tackle just then. Doubtless, after
time has exercised its healing influence, we will be
able to face it again.

Not quite twenty-four hours after he arrived,
Forry had to fly back to Edinburgh. It seemed an
awfully long way to come for such a short visit, but
we thought it was worth every penny of Forry’s
money. | only hope he thought so, too. &



& Even though a worldcon like L.A.Con is a good place to meet people, it turned out that not everyone we
wanted to see did attend. Someone whom we wished could have been in Anaheim is Sharon Farber. We'd
looked forward to seeing her (for the first time in three years!), but not long before L.A.Con we received a
postcard from her saying she couldn't be there. She was missed, and L.A.Con was less fun without her;

we'll have to try again next year in San Antonio.

TALES of ABDVENTURE
and MEDIGAL LIEE
#13%,

by
Sharon[Farber (

The Seven Year Itch — Reproductive Strategies in the Star Trek Universe ..or..
What Happens When You Drive a Lot to a Satellite Office and Listen to Twelve

Hours of Stephen Jay Gould on Tape...

Years ago, before I went to medical school,
before I studied chemistry, back about the early Plio-
cene when it was hard to get to class what with all
those giant tree sloths blocking the path... Years ago
[ was a biology major, studying evolution and animal
behavior and comparative anthropology. And [
learned what it is that organismal biologists think
about all day.

Sex!

Well, they called it ‘reproductive strategies’, but
it was really sex. Everything else — food, shelter,
parenting — were all subservient to a creature’s need
to pass on his or her genes. And every single evolu-
tionary adaptation led, in some way or other, to en-
hanced reproductive fitness. In other words, you ate,
drank, grew, slept, interacted, and breathed in order
to have sex.

This eventually led to the realization that sex-
obsessed teenaged boys must be the larval form of
PhDs in biology.
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Around that time, a local station began showing
Star Trek reruns for the first time. I re-watched
“Amok Time,” where we learned that every seven
years Vulcans must return home to spawn or die.
Like salmon. (That puts a bit of a damper on your
desire for lox and bagels, doesn’t it?)

But it just didn’t make sense. Because we had
also learned (in “Journey to Babel”) that Vulcans are
monogamous. And it doesn’t make sense for monog-
amous animals to only mate every seven years. In-
fant mortality in the wild is too great; the species
would die out. The only animal I can think of with a
remotely similar cycle is the elephant, and they can
get away with it because they’re big, live a long time,
and are more than able to protect their young.

Okay sure. Infant mortality in civilized society
can be pretty low. Modern humans and Vulcans
could easily keep a population stable or even expand-
ing by a single birth per breeding every seven years...
but remember, it’s only been in the last 150 years or



so that a human baby has had over a fifty percent
chance of surviving to adulthood.

Well, a friend pointed out. this could have
evolved after Vulcans got real tough. But we know
from our own history that major physical changes in
species stop once cultural evolution takes over. (I
don’t count sickle cell anemia and racial differences
as major changes.) Unless it was the product of con-
scious gene engineering... yeah, sure, like the Vul-
cans would consciously invent a method of reproduc-
tion that simultaneously scares and embarrasses the
hell out of them. A complex reproductive strategy of
this sort obviously had to evolve early in the species
history. It may even have been a holdover from pre-
Vulcan homonids.

Maybe, you say, protoVulcans went into season
yearly, and then when more kids survived they only
had to do it once every seven years. Okay, that
sounds good... but it’s hard to evolve in the direction
of diminished reproduction. Think of it... Joe and
Tom only go into pon farr every seven years. But
Fred has a mutation that allows him to get horny
every five years. Why, in just a millennium or two,
everyone will be descended from Fred and cycle
twice a decade. That’s what they call a reproductive
advantage.

FASCINATING,

Or we could get around it by saying that Vulcans
have litters. Yeah, and Spock was an only child be-
cause he was mixed breed. I don’t think so. Human-
oid babies are just too dependent and too demanding
of resources and parental care. Most twins in primi-
tive societies don’t survive — sometimes there is
ritual sacrifice of a twin, which at least assures the
survivor of a chance.

We’ve established that mating every seven years
won't keep the species going. And think about the
problems of a monogamous relationship — what if
the timing is off, and the female isn’t in estrous when
the male is in pon farr? The phrase, “Not tonight,
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honey, I have a headache” could signal racial suicide.
Obviously then, females could not also have a seven
year cycle. One suspects, rather, that they are sea-
sonal induced ovulators, releasing eggs as the need
arose.

So why did CroVulcans only go into cycle once
every seven years? I suspect it has to do with the
temperament of Vulcans. | remember Spock saying,
sometime or other, that his pre-logic ancestors were
emotional and violent. Add sexual competitiveness
to that volatile mixture and you lose any chance of
pack cooperation. The men are too busy killing each
other to hunt mammoths and fight other packs.

#

Back we go to the dawn of time, early summer.
A tribe of australopithecus vulcanis is huddled about
the waterhole, making stone axes, picking vermin
from their loved ones’ pelts, and fighting over carrion
remains. One of the guys puts down his flint knife,
and wanders away to sit apart from everyone. He’s
shivering and a little wild-eyed. His hunting buddies
watch him go, and exchange the prehistoric version
of ‘nudge nudge wink wink’. The women giggle.
It'1] be a hot time in the old desert tonight.

Night falls. Our hermit (assuming he’s not just
been picked off by a saber-toothed selat, away from
the safety of the fire) steals back to camp, grabs a
woman of fertile years without a baby at her breast,
and...

...And what? Romances the love of his life?
Engages in a lengthy courtship dance? Get real.

No, he rapes her. And then he grabs the next
available woman of child-bearing age and rapes her.
And so on. Remember, he’s only got a night or two,
and he has to impregnate as many women as possible
to keep the tribe going.

Romantic, huh?

(Though I will admit I had a killer crush on
Spock when I was fourteen, I didn’t recognize the
attraction of his horny incarnation. He had all the
subtlety of a teenager full of peach brandy, all hands
and looking ready to vomit.)

One suspects that interpersonal affections might
have entered into it, or at least that a lack of mutual
repugnance was necessary. A male would go first to
his favorite female. She might try to keep him there
for another go around — repeated matings increasing
her chance of conception. (Not consciously, of
course. Remember, reproductive drives constitute an



urge to breed, without a consciousness of the conse-
quences.) If she didn’t like him, she might fight...
and he’d be smarter to look elsewhere than to waste
his limited time and energy on an unwilling mate.

#

The seven year cycle raises a few interesting
related points. The first is that male and females
would have to achieve sexual maturity at different
ages, in order to prevent brothers from mating with
sisters, with the resultant chance of a high percentage
of unfavorable mutations. This would only matter for
the first pon farr, but given the lifespan of primitive
populations, the majority of males would only get a
single pop, so to speak.

Also, it would imply that early Vulcan cultures
were matriarchal, or at least matrilineal. (This was
suggested by the role of T’Pau in Spock’s pon farr
ritual. Face it, Vulcans were portrayed as a very
sexist society. but here was a woman presiding over a
religious ceremony.)

And remember Spock’s dorky brother from Star
Trek V? (Actually, I prefer to think that when Kirk
fell off the mountain and was caught by Spock at the
beginning of the movie, his entire spine was sheared
from his brain, and he spent the next six months re-
generating, making the whole dreadful movie a hallu-
cination while he was sedated. It beats the alterna-
tive.) He was the offspring of Sarek and ‘a priestess’.
‘Priestess’ in this case meaning holy hooker. Vulcan
society would need a way to deal with the unpleasant
fact that unresolved horniness was fatal (unlike hu-
man males, who just say that)... probably by a reli-
gious sisterhood (the Vestal Vulcans?) who have as
their spiritual healing mission the succor of unat-
tached males in need.

WELL-NO.. T ...
T DON'T KNOW

WHY THEY
MADE STS.
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But wait, where does monogamy come into this?
How can marriage evolve in a species where males
only mate every seven years? The closest you should
get would be clans with communal harems.

Time for a little hand waving, as my theor-
etically-inclined professors used to say. What would
happen if those saber-toothed selats got organized
and ate everyone in the tribe except a very few males
and females? Or let’s say the tribe has grown too
large, resources are short, and everyone’s quarreling.
Naturally, a small band splits off and crosses the
great Red Desert to new hunting grounds. Pon farr
mating just can’t support a small group. How can the
species survive, let alone expand?

We have to hypothesize that a Vulcan male and
female, in constant close contact, will become able to
mate more frequently than every seven years. May-
be. for you romantics, as often as they want to. Thus
they will have lots of kids, found a big tribe... and
once population density reaches some critical point,
the males will once more go into cycles.

I initially thought that this implied porn farr
involved negative feedback from the pheromones of
other Vulcan males — in other words, male-bonding
cutting down on libido, kind of like a perpetual bowl-
ing night. Then, every seven years, like tension
building up on a fault line, horniness bursts out. But
if that were the case, Vulcan civilization would in-
hibit monogamy simply by so many people being
around. and Mr. Spock, isolated from his species’
pheromones, would be much more attentive to Nurse
Chapel.

Thus, monogamy must be possible with positive
feedback between pheromone secreting males and
females in close proximity, with pon farr as the re-
productive fall back position. The resumption of pon
farr would be behavioral — guys associating with
guys in hunting groups in larger tribes, with probably
a milder group pheromone negative inhibition. Thus,
modern Vulcan civilization, with small groups living
in dwellings. would allow pairbonding.

One final word on the subject... The low libido
of the species goes a long way to explaining how
Vulcans could accept a philosophy of logic and self-
restraint. After all, it’s easy to act cool when you’re
not hot.

#
The Star Trek universe has this bizarre ability to



make all humanoid aliens, no matter how weird and
socially obnoxious, monogamous (and able to inter-
breed. Go figure. We can’t interbreed with chimpan-
zees and we share 99% of our genomes. But I guess
it’s not quite as bad as Independence Day. where a
laptop interfaces with an alien computer. I can’t even
get my Mac to make nice with a PC!) The Federation
may have done away with nuclear power, but the
nuclear family is everywhere. It’s like Father Knows
Best in outer space. (Hey, no wonder Jane Wyatt was
there...)

Let’s look at the Klingons. All we know about
them is that they live in clans, have a rigid hierarchal
social structure, and are very romantic and monoga-
mous. How does that evolve? (And remember, no
one’s really sure how our species went from the pri-
mate basics — harems or amorphous interbreeding
tribes — to out current putative monogamous state.)

The closest analogy might be the wolf. Every-
one knows that the alpha male and the alpha female
are loyal mates, and their adorable puppies are raised
by the parents and older siblings, uncles, aunts, etc.
[t’s a bit less well known that the loving alpha couple
spend a large proportion of their time preventing
other wolves in the pack from mating. The pack can
really only support a single litter, so mom and dad
have to bully and snarl and interrupt to make sure no
one else has any fun.

Perhaps early Klingons were like that — pair-
bond couples with subordinate kin. Of course, wolf
packs don’t mix well with their peers, and Klingons
need some mechanism for getting together and form-
ing societies. Perhaps CroKlingon spent the summer
months in small packs, hunting, mating, and raising
kids. Then in winter they’d join into larger groups,
again with rigid hierarchies, to follow migrating
herds.

#

The Ferengi... let’s think about them for a min-
ute. Make that a brief minute, please, being that they
are truly obnoxious antisemitic parodies. Ferengi
males like to claim they keep their women naked and
subordinate, but so far as we can tell they live in all-
male units (the only family we’re familiar with being
two brothers and a son) and invariably get the hots
for tall, domineering women. And their major visible
drive is the acquisition of wealth.

(Okay, let’s pretend that the recent show with
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Quark’s mom, I Love Lucy-esque as it was, never
happened. My scenario is a lot more entertaining.)

I was thinking Ferengi just pretend their women
are weak and inferior — the poor short guys get
picked on enough. So they brag, trying to make
themselves look like macho dudes whose women stay
home tending to kitchen, church, and children.

But I suspect that Ferengi women are big and
tough. They stay on the home planet. living sepa-
rately from the men, hunting and gathering, and rais-
ing the kids (kicking the boys out at puberty to join a
male herd, like elephants and numerous other rela-
tively social mammals).

They don’t need the menfolk until it’s time to
mate. Then the little guys approach boldly and with
great display, bearing gifts. They impress the women
with their wealth. (Think bower birds, only with tax-
free bonds and jewelry rather than real estate.)
They... hell. they bribe them. The guy with the most
stuff wins. (Of course, he winds up broke, but I’'m
sure there’s a Rule of Acquisition about starting
over.) The women know their suitors are intelligent
and canny, and get some nice presents to boot. It
certainly fits the facts better than the ‘Ozzie and
Harriet’ scenario that DS9 inflicted on us.

(I personally like to think of Quark’s mom as
looking something like Julie Newmar — tall. in con-
trol. and disdainful. And she may be naked... but
only because she’s wearing so many jewels and
scarves and other expensive gifts that there isn’t any
room for clothes.)

Well, that’s all for Star Trek aliens and their
evolution; I’ve got more important things to ponder
on my long drives between hospitals... like who’s
stronger, The Hulk or Superman? &

HMM ... PONDER
PONDER .. AH...
CONTEMPLATE




& There were some obvious contrasts between L.A.Con and the 1995 Worldcon, Scotland’s Intersection,
not the least of which was the climate! However, in spite of the great distance between the two locations,
both were truly Worldcons, with large delegations from many countries in Europe and Australasia.
Although fandom originated in the English-speaking world, there are now many prominent fans whose first
language is not English, including the Fan Guests of L.A.Con and the writer of the following article.

bu AHRVID EnNGHOLM

Reflecting back over twenty years of involve-
ment in fandom, I think that the thing that first of all
got me caught in fandom was the fan-slang, or its
fannish language. It’s a remarkable language in many
respects. but not a respectable language in some re-
marks, to quasi-quote Walt Willis. The first fanzine I
ever received. in the spring of 1976, was No. 78 of
Fanac (the Swedish version of Fanac, which lived
much longer than its American counterpart). Just
receiving something called ‘fanac’, or speaking of
‘fanzines’ will make you intrigued and confused —
and hooked in about a second!

Basically, Swedish fandom uses the same fan-
slang as American and British fandom, but there is a
smorgasbord of local variations and inventions. Ifa
fannish word exists in English, it is perfectly accept-
able to use it at once and expect everyone to know it.
(If they don’t they will have to learn — and your
ego-boo increases since you managed to puzzle your
fellow fan.) We will certainly understand mimeo,
LoC, beanie, hoax, oneshot, mimeo, gafia, fiawol,
fijagh, DNQ, RSN (short for Riktigt Snart Nu, but it
means the same), con (the longer word is kongress),
and so on.

English words usually work fine in Swedish,
since both languages are Germanic and related. Not
to mention that Swedish since the 19th century has
borrowed many English words, due to the industrial
revolution, the British Empire, American music and
film. and later the computer industry. Swedish has
borrowed words from Latin, German and French too,
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which English has also done. English has even bor-
rowed from Scandinavian languages. When the Vi-
kings occupied most of England, English got words
like ‘gate” and ‘window’. (But ‘gate’ or gata in pres-
ent day Swedish means ‘street’ not ‘entrance’, and
‘window’ means ‘an eye towards the wind’ in Danish
and Norwegian.) Present day Swedish has also ex-
ported a few words into English, like ‘ombudsman’,
“smorgasbord’ and ‘moped’.

Of course, we’d often put Swedish endings and
spelling conventions into English fan words. Conso-
nants are often doubled in Swedish and an ending ‘a’
indicates a verb, so ‘pub’ (or publish) became pubba
and ‘sub’ (or subscribe) became subba. ‘To LoC’
could sometimes becomes ‘LoCca’. To make a
Swedish verb out of ‘to trade’ becomes more difficult
— tradea just doesn’t look right. There is sometimes
a variation in pronounciation. Swedish tend to put the
stress on the second syllable, or have equal stress
(which for foreigners make the language sound like
the Swedish Chef in The Muppet Show). Thus some
Swedish fans will say ‘fanzi-ne’ instead of ‘fan-zine’.
Fannish spelling is also important. An extra *h” here
and there shows the rhight shpirit. An *f" in front of
words is fanother fhing, with fariations.

Swedish fanzines in my early days sometimes
had lists of hundreds of fan-slang terms, which were
immediately consumed and put into use without the
slightest hesitation. If there wasn’t a word for a cen-
tral concept, one would immediately be invented, and
if something funny happened a new word or phrase or



concept emerged. This is the basis of local variations.

Two early sources of inspiration were Elst Wein-
stein’s The Fillostrated Fan Dictionary, which I or-
dered from the States (I found every every second
word in it to be an abbreviation of some sf society,
but still...) and Ingvar Svensson’s Skandifandom.
Svensson did two thick ‘yearbooks’ of Scandinavian
fandom in the mid 60s, which did things like listing
the short stories in all fanzines, exploring all possible
variations of abbreviating ‘science fiction’ (‘sf”, ‘s-f°,
‘SF’, ‘Sf, “‘Sci-fict’, ‘sci-fi’, etc.), and listing fan-
slang.

In the 50s Sweden had its local version of
Ackermanese, ‘Appeltofftese’ (or appeltofftska),
named after Alvar Appeltofft, an enthusiastic but
somewhat eccentric Swedish fan from that decade.
Appeltofftese was a mixture of general slang, English,
other languages, fan-slang and totally invented words.
A simulation of Appeltofftese would sound like:
“Amigo, I dig dein fanzine. Jeez, it's cool & ql!
Fillot pa side zwei is tooooo much! But beware of the
marsianerna som will invadera. Jag have mein Luger
ready.” ‘Ql’ reached widespread use, an abbreviation
of kul, which means ‘funny’. The incomprehensible
‘Henrylinderese’ and the witty ‘Adlerberthese’ are
later variations of importance. The latter, by book
reviewer Roland Adlerberth, always notes that the
heroes klarar hyskan a det fortjdanstfullaste (“fixes up
the mess real good”), making a book en hornsten i
varje sann sf-fans bokhylla (“a cornerstone in the
bookshelf of every true sf-fan” — of course, you’ll
need a bookshelf shaped like a polygon).

In late 1978, I and a (then) friend started a news-
zine, Vheckans Avfentyr (“The Wheeks Advfenture,”
which [ have mentioned in earlier articles in Mimosa)
that did a lot of fan-slang-slinging, constantly distort-
ing words and inventing new ones. For instance, the
then half-known semi-pro Steve Sem-Sandberg was
renamed ‘Steve Slime-Sandberg’ since we didn't like
him. (Now he is the highly paid cultural editor of
Sweden’s second morning paper, and 1’d better shut
up.) Things we didn’t like were ‘highly puerile’
(hogeligen puerilt) or ‘unreasonably humoristic’
(orimligt lustifierande). We were in constant feuding
with the local Tolkien Society Forodrim, or Farodrim
(‘Sheepodrim’) as we said, covering the adventures of
the typical member, Burkalf (‘Tinalf” or ‘Jaralf”).
Letters to Tolkienists should, we argued, be ended
with Ringakingsfullt (‘Disrespectfully’, note the
‘ring’). The fantasy fans have a wide variety of
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words, by the way. I won’t go into that, but I could
mention that the imcompetent translation of LOTR
into Swedish by Ake Ohlmarks is the cause of
ohlmarxism.

HOGELIGEN,
PUERILT,

There were sometimes mini-feuds (‘feud’ is fejd
in Swedish) around the usage of fannish words. Some
wanted ‘fanzine’ to be spelled fansin (since we say
‘magasin’ instead of ‘magazine’). Others pointed out
that fanzines weren’t a fannish sin and the *fansin’
side eventually lost. Some comics fans have adopted
‘fansin” but that’s OK since comics is a fannish sin.

Roscoe, the third fannish Ghod, was an impor-
tant import into Swedish fandom. The concept of
fannish Ghods was too powerful to bypass. Available
information on Roscoe was a bit meagre, but it was
easy to fill in details. Every issue of the newszine
quoted the Roscoenian motto “The Reality of Fanac,
the Hope of Ego-boo, and the Promise of Bheer”.
(The newszine was also called The Jack Wiedenbeck
Magazine: Harry Warner, jr. once wrote that “Jack
Wiedenbeck was the first fake-fan.””) From 1981 on ]
have arranged Fourth of July parties to the honor of
Roscoe, when Stockholm fans gather to drink enor-
mous amounts of bheer after which we will see Ros-
coe’s shimmering rocket in the sky, to remind us that
the beaver Ghod on the last day of the 200th Fandom
will descend from the sky to revive all acti-fans and
bring them to the Perfect Fandom.

There were some attempts to use competing
Ghods (Ghu had a brief popularity), even Swedish
ones like Birger, a hedgehog who flies over the sky in
his red UFO. (A rip-off of Roscoe? Beaver = hedge-
hog, rocket = UFO?) ‘Birger’ was invented by Mika
Tenhovaara and Tony Eriksson, who also made a long
complete list of new Swedish fanslang, that had some
humorous points but never caught on. For instance,



they suggested NKVD instead of ‘SMOF’ (‘NKVD’ is
the old name for the Soviet KGB). They also called
the mimeo vevmys (approximate translation:
‘crank-cosy’). Eriksson also found The Best Place in
the World (Varldens bdsta plats) in a sand-pit outside
the city of Eskilstuna.

Another concept of fan-religious implications is
‘the fannish raw-force’ or den fanniska ra-kraften,
which is the high energy extra-force a fan may utilize
when he for instance goes into the twentieth straight
hour of typing stencils. Just rd- (‘raw-") became a
popular. genral prefix from this.

FANAC STILL REQUIRES
PEN FANNISKA R A~ KRAFTE

Stockholm fandom (or StF, or The Squares of
StF. from Irish Fandom or The Wheels of IF) wasn’t
the only ones to invent new words and concepts. In
Sala fandom they found out that any question could
be answered with Det finns mycket (“There is much”),
a phrase that spread rapidly, and that an sf hero al-
ways could get out of trouble by gndgga sin kdcka
rokokorumpa i morgongrdéten (“rubbing your dashing
rococo ass in the morning porridge”).

When it comes to food, jordnotter (peanuts) is
important, being the food of the early Stockholm club
meetings in Lars-Olov Strandberg’s apartment and
later the object of The Great Peanut Race. In Gothen-
burg. spritskransar (a sort of cookies) became popu-
lar. (I think it started with someone saying: “Any-
thing may become fan-slang. Take spritskransar, for
instance.” And he proved right!) In Linkoping the
fans eat some sort of small candy, shaped like flying
saucers. A mythical dessert is ‘Fanana Split’ (ice
cream with bananas shaped like rockets).

Witter, from the name of the fangroup
Witterhetssdllskapet Din Ven Fandom, became a
central concept in Stockholm fandom. It is a varia-
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tion of the word ‘vitter’, which means ‘knowledg-
able’, but came to be used for anything witty, fannish
or funny. Local inventions in Stockholm fandom
included drkeneo (‘arch-neo’) and KG or Kul Grej,
‘cool [or funny] thing’). The arch-neo Ture Storm is
a Swedish variation of Joe Fann. The concept of
dumska, an ungrammatical variation of stupid
(approx. ‘stupidness’), became popular from the
absurd comic strip “Blixt-Grodon™ by the fan Lars
“Lon” Olsson. The term ‘recenzine’ is sometimes
used for a review-fanzine. ‘Blast corflu’
(sprangkorrekturlack) was used by fannish secret
agents to get into high security board rooms. Maybe
you could get the help of a FATT-fan? (“Fandom’s
Answer to a Twelve-ton Truck.” a big and strong fan.)

An important invention, for good or more likely
worse, was the fanzine blockade (fanzineblockad,
Swedish often use compound words, like German),
invented by Marvyn De Vil in 1978. If youare ina
feud with someone you may put him in fanzine block-
ade, i.e., you won’t send him your fanzine and you
may possibly persuade your friends to do the same.
The theory is that your resolute action will force your
foe to gafiate, ha ha! (But in practice it seldom
works.)

For many years the concept of a fanvecka
(‘fan-week’) was important — if you have the house
for yourself, announce a fanweek and invite all fans.
A ‘fannish weekend’ is just for a couple of days. To
attend these events, you we’re often tempted with et
koppel brudar (‘a leash-ful of broads’), which is quite
essential to engage in goka spanken (‘to fuck the
booze’) resulting in en massa skakande gaende pa ("a
lot of shaking going on”). If you can only meet in a
group phone call, over a switchboard, you have a
telefangathering.

Swedish fandom adopted the name Sverifandom
(from ‘Sverige’ = ‘Sweden’ in Swedish) and Scandi-
navian fandom was Skandifandom (local spelling is
‘k’, not ‘c’). If you like something, you may say
“it’Sveri ghood.” Bheer, of course, became Al (*61’
is related to the English “ale’, but don’t order a big
‘61’ in Germany unless you are a robot and fancy a
can of oil) and we did sometimes try to build that
bheer can tower to the moon. The Danish and Norwe-
gians are similar to the Swedes in fan-slang use, but
maybe not so extreme.

An import from Danish and Norwegian is
bytteabbo, which means trading subscriptions to fan-
zines. The Sala fans in the late 70s, by the way. had



the habit of explaining all typoes as “Norwegian
fan-slang.” The Danish fans call their country
‘Fanmark’, but if you’re in evil spirits you may say
Mundanemark. A Norwegian breakthrough in print-
ing technology was the Rory Rull, basically mimeo-
graphing without a mimeo. If you’re really desperate
you can use with pottography, invented by Denis
Lindbohm in the 50s, using special paper developed
in ammonia that smells like piss. Anyway, it is better
than proffset. You might want to do a tape-fanzine on
a cassette instead. a kazzine.

Two words (possibly) inspired by German fan-
dom. that has had some use here, are Vurguzz and
voldes-fan. The first is a fannish drink, some sort of
blog, said to be popular among German fans.
“Voldes-fan’ is a fan who is “violent and destructive,”
like throwing water-bombs from the top floor; the
term had some use after the incident when a couple of
fans attracted the police after firing blanks outside the
SFSF clubhouse. Speaking of blog, one might men-
tion my own home-brew wine, Chateau Roscoe; I’'ve
called my homebrewed Fannenbrdu, and I’ve some-
times tried to brew cider, TryckCider (= ‘printed
pages’). If you drink enough of this weird stuff you
become a brungangol, an ancient Nordic word mean-
ing ‘he who often goes to the well’. By the way,
Yngve, as in the similar “Yngvi is a louse,” is also old
Nordic.

Some have tried to replace the term “science
fiction” itself in Swedish. Suggestions include
vetsaga, teknovision and faktasi. The latter was in

fact Swedish Galaxy’s winner in their great contest to
find a replacement-word, around 1960. The only
impact it had was to rename the publishing firm of
Sam J Lundwall (Lord Theo of Chandra), Fantasi &
Fakta, to Faktasi & Fanta. The latter is a popular
drink, 'stass (‘of course’).

Finally, a number of quotations have intrigued
and amused Swedish fans over the years. The motto
of Boras fandom used to be “How, but where?” (Hur,
men vart?), unless they simply shouted Boraaaas! or
commented Sa sért da! (“How sweet, eh!”). Gothen-
burg fandom correctly observed that “Fandom is
something much bigger than ourselves” (Fandom dr
nagot mycket storre dn oss sjalva). Anything may be
“scratchy and so” (raspigt och dant) or “such shit!”
(san't skit!). 1f you really want to see Swedish fans
roll on the floor you may claim, “My name is Nisse
Ear” (Jag heter Nisse Ora). But is hard to beat the
interview with the fan Wolf von Witting (also known
as Wull Vor-Wirring, ‘total confusion’) in a national
newspaper in 1979. When asked why he liked sci-
ence fiction and space, he answered: “Just imagine,
white dots in a black darkness!” (Tdank, vita prickar i
ett svart morker!). That was years before Carl Sagan
(when he wasn’t busy stealing my Ansibles) found out
about the blue dots. And if you have to finish a letter
or an article fast you might write, “I have to finish
now, because Lars von Laserbeam just entered the
room.”

Jag maste sluta nu, for Lars von Laserstrale kom
Just in genom dorren.

By TEDDY HARVIA

are the only creatures [ like you've ever
who eat when we aren’t| been hungry or
hunsrﬁ, drink when we | thirsty in your
aren’t thirsty, and have\ lives. When do
N, sex in all seasons. "\ you have time ;
7 for sex?

/

CHAT, the 4th Fannish Ghod

S/ \
We science fiction fans Y You don’t Iook‘\

L~
In the Spring, we have sex at
Al

ieCon. In the Summer, at
DeepSouthCon. In the Fall,
ArmadilloCon. And in the
Winter, ChattaCon.

And
people say
animals are

28



& L.A.Con and Intersection had other commonalities besides their international nature, of course. One of
the most interesting was their timebinding nature; many different fan generations were represented, and
you could delve through past eras of fandom just by talking with some of the attendees. One of the
attendees at both Intersection and L.A.Con was Dave Kyle, who has been active in every fan era from
practically the beginning of fandom. In this article, Dave continues his description of the pre-fandom days.

On January 7, 1929, Buck Rogers — a comic strip
character — woke up in the future. He staggered out
of his cave into the twenty-fifth century one week
before my tenth birthday. About six months later,
Hugo Gernsback snapped back onto the magazine
scene. His Science Wonder Stories and Air Wonder
Stories appeared on the newsstands alongside his lost
child, the pioneering Amazing Stories where Buck was
born. History also marks that in 1929. the term
‘science fiction’ was used for the first time.

In the previous issue of Mimosa, [ recalled my
first ten years of life when I was “Raised in the
Roaring Twenties.” I indicated that my second decade
began in that historic science fiction year of 1929,
although I unknowingly and unfortunately missed the
start of the action.

Would that it were so, but neither Hugo Gerns-
back nor Buck Rogers stirred my passion for the yet
unnamed science fiction. Instead, it was certain youth-
oriented material that whet my appetite, such as boys
magazines, and particularly Tom Swift. The American
Boy magazine was very much an early source of
imaginitive fiction by writers like Carl H. Claudy and
Thomson Burtis. Then came the pulps.

As [ left the 1920s, I had an explosion in my
reading tastes. Pulp magazines, I slowly realized, were
a plethora on the mass reading market. [ became
fascinated by their gaudy-colored covers. The fast-
paced stories were slam-bang adventures about every
imaginable topic — sports, the West, railroads, the sea.
aviation... just about everything. Well, almost
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everything. Only an occasional ‘unusual’ story, a
genuine prototypical sf story, surfaced in that ocean of
fiction. These pulps pushed me considerably farther
along the road of the popular fiction of the day and
made me an avid aviation fan.

It took Gernsback to inform me that what I really
liked was ‘scientific fiction’, or ‘science fiction’, and
that through those gateways I could fly into other
dimensions using my imagination. That awareness
finally crystallized after my thirteenth birthday.

[ vividly remember that day. It was the spring of
1933, and [ was now in that rarified air of being a
teenager and a high school freshman, with a new sense
of maturity. The event which lit up my new world
happened on Cottage Street, on the wooden steps of the
front porch of two elderly neighbors, the Joyces,
brother and sister. Their house was diagonally across
from mine in my hometown of Monticello, New York.
Across the dirt road from them, the local gang of kids
(using the pleasant, old fashion term) customarily
played in a huge, ragged field partially bordered by
wild apple trees. The Joyce front porch was a sort of
friendly community hangout, a peaceful spot honored
with good manners during the rest breaks between
stickball and kick-the-can games.

The event which changed my life was simple.
One of the older boys, Nick, who might have been one
of those whose evening conversations | overheard one
evening arguing about stars and planets and possible
extraterrestrials, casually laid down a magazine next to
me. It was not just another pulp, for its larger size was



unique. [t had an intriguing, fantastic, colorful cover
— a golden cylindrical, needle-nosed, wingless aircraft
was arrowing down on a large, green globe, a strange
mechanism whose companion lay half broken on the
sea. I picked it up and looked at it.

It was the June 1929 issue of Science Wonder
Stories — four years old, yet it seemed like new.

| was immediately intrigued, on my way to
infatuation.

[ didn’t have to plea to borrow it. Nick recog-
nized a possible convert, so I took it home and sealed
my destiny. Appleton’s simple yarns of young
inventor Tom Swift had been terribly juvenile;
Burroughs’s swashbuckling adventures on Earth and
Mars were fantasy yarns, good but not ‘scientific’. But
here there were stories more fascinating and intel-
lectually more provocative than I had ever previously
imagined.

It turned out that the magazine was Volume 1,
Number | — the one in which the term ‘science
fiction’ was first coined. My life in sf had begun and
fandom was just around the corner.

#

It was the radio broadcasts of Buck Rogers, first
airing in November of 1932, which had greatly fed my
interest in the yet-to-be-identified science fiction. The
term “science fiction” had, by then, been introduced to
only a hundred thousand or so magazine readers, but
‘Buck Rogers stuff” was quickly picked up for use by
the uninitiated. It was the easy password for reference
to the technologically or scientifically unusual, and 64
years later, it still is. *Buck Rogers’ has been in the
dictionary for many years (“of pertaining to all things
futuristic”), but lost its academic status and was gener-
ally discarded when ‘science fiction’ entered the dictio-
naries and replaced that comics-created romantic term.
But yet. that shouted, echo-chamber enhanced, long
drawn-out radio introduction — “Buck Rogers in the
Twenty-FIFTH CEN-tury” — still lingers forcefully in
my head.
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By the third year of the Buck Rogers broadcasts,
because | had some artistic talent, cartoonist Alex
Raymond had become the dominant influence on me. |
regularly savored his Flash Gordon in the Sunday
newspaper. Not only did the adventures thrill me, but
the artistry of his drawings had me imitating his dis-
tinctive style. To this day, | have many sheets saved
from the Sunday papers. In no small measure, Flash
and Alex (not to overlook Dale Arden) nudged me into
going to an art school after high school graduation in
place of Dartmouth College (which I couldn’t afford).
Before Buck Rogers, I found nothing comparable in
the comics, yet the strip had hardly any early influence
on me, because my family didn’t get the newspapers in
which he appeared. Nevertheless, those two comics
together inspired me to create, in 1935, my first fan-
zine. At first it was titled Fantasy World. According
to Robert Bierbohm, who is currently finishing a book
on the history of comics, I was the first ever to create a
sf comic book in fandom.

#

One particular store in Monticello was a focal
point for my interest in the pulp magazines. It was
called the United Cigar Store, locally owned by a
family named Wollenski. The store was part of a
widespread chain, distinctive for corner locations in
New York City, similar to and functioning like the
ubiquitous candy stores. The large tomato-colored
signs above the door with their bold, gold raised letters
proclaiming ‘United Cigar’ are a warm and friendly
memory.

All United Cigar Stores seemed constantly busy,
especially because they were the place to go to make a
telephone call, in the type of booth that Superman was
to make famous for another generation. Inside our
local store was a metal rack holding magazines and
newspapers. Outside, on the street, was a large
wooden newsstand, a waist-high box on which was
spread the various newspapers and around which were,
upright, a ring of the latest magazines. These displays
of publications were to me as dazzling lights are to
moths. The bright and provocatively colored covers of
the pulp magazines most captured my attention. Care-
fully, I would slide a pulp from the indoor rack, never
from the outside table-box where I might be considered
a potential thief. Gingerly, almost guiltily although not
furtively, I would examine some pulps. I knew my
actions might be disapproved, but my conduct was
exemplary and [ was tolerated. As [ became a regular
customer, with my pulp addiction for flying stories
soon followed by my stronger science fiction addiction,



[ became friendly with the old man (well, to me he was
old) who ran the store. When Mr. Wollenski became
aware of my enthusiasm, he encouraged rather than
disapproved of my examinations. He was patient when
| would ask. “Has Wonder Stories come in yet?” And
when he said it hadn’t but that another magazine had
(the non-Gernsback Amazing Stories), 1 would glance
at it, hunger for it, sigh inwardly and then deny myself,
because I couldn’t spend the money I had saved for my
Wonder. Twenty-five cents was a big deal in those
days.

And so it was that in 1933, | became a certifiable
regular reader of science fiction, with Hugo Gernsback
and his magazines as my guide and standard. Loyally,
I bought Wonder Stories immediately upon the day it
reached the newsstands. I quivered with the thrill of
holding it. feasting my eyes on the inimitable Frank R.
Paul cover, sniffing the aroma of the pulp paper and
fresh ink. Soon I had a routine: first, I checked the
contents page, then I quickly skimmed the department
at the back, ‘The Reader Speaks’. It was there I had
the camaraderie of fellow fans, listening to their
printed praises, their boasts, their comments, and —
with irritation or approval — their criticisms. Two
letter writers were predominant: Jack Darrow from
Chicago and Forrest J Ackerman from San Francisco.
And soon another regular: David A. Kyle from Monti-
cello, N.Y.!

In the June 1934 issue my first letter appeared.
The heading read: ‘From a Young Fan’. That was me!

The letter was long and told in detail how I had
discovered Science Wonder Stories. 1 was lavish in my
praise for Frank R. Paul, and was proud of my growing
collection of back copies. Most significant was my
closing paragraph: “I’m going to stop now, for I think
this letter is too long already. Watch for my letter
every month, for my middle name — is Ackerman!”

Shortly thereafter, I received a personal letter
typewritten with a green ribbon and signed in green
ink. In a friendly and casual manner, it personally
drew me into the whirlwind of fandom where I have
been ever since. It was signed by Forrest J] Ackerman.

Forry and I are related only as brothers in the
fraternity of science fiction, but I consider we are as
truly cousins as two might be.

From then on, my personal sf adventures began.
That same year, the Science Fiction League was orga-
nized by Gernsback, with Forry and Jack on the edito-
rial board. {{ ®& see Dave’s article “The Science
Fiction League” in Mimosa 14. }} My involvement
became intense. and my activities accelerated through
my final high school years, with 1936 being the zenith
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of excitement and glory. That year, I published and
contributed to fanzines, joined the formation of the
Fantasy Amateur Press Association, started the Phan-
tasy Legion, was a participant in the first science
fiction convention ever held, was on the verge of close
friendships with Fred Pohl, Dick Wilson, Don Woll-
heim, Isaac Asimov and others — and Wonder Stories
accepted my short story, “Golden Nemesis.”

Yes, 1936 was a great year!

And 1936 was also a terrible year!

I’1l repeat the ending to that previous article:
“Then the world ended after April 1936. Wonder Sto-
ries was gone! Hugo Gernsback was gone, too!” No
doubt about it, the departure of Hugo Gernsback from
the science fiction field was devastating for me and for
others.

Science fiction has, however, survived, soaring to
greater heights in the Golden Age as the Grand Masters
began appearing on the scene. (How the revitalization
of sf affected me in the second half of my second de-
cade is a tale to be told further in the next article in this
series.) In the autumn of 1936, I stepped through the
most magical gateway of them all, at the first-ever
science fiction convention, when typewriters and let-
ters took on the substance of flesh and blood — and
again, in 1939, at the first *World’s SF Convention’,
when my childhood mentor 4SJ and other young men,
fans and pros alike, became real.

In retrospect, it is so very difficult for me to com-
prehend that the giant in the science fiction magazine
field, the one who recognized the unique niche and
created scientifiction (scientific fiction) and science
fiction with its fandom, Hugo Gernsback, rose and fell
within one decade — from 1926 to 1936. This histori-
cal fact is almost incomprehensible — only ten years,
ten years which shaped not just my life but those as
well of so many of my friends. In fact, Gernsback put
his imprint on an entire, enormous field.

I remember when I was about ten years old, over-
hearing those older kids out on the street, under the
street lamp arguing fantastic ideas. They were
thoughtful, imagining wonderful things. Science
fiction epitomized romance then. Science offered
mysteries — dreams with infinite possibilities about a
technological future. There were youthful, optimistic
visions. And there was a strange universal truth —
truth as it existed for that turbulent time so very many
years ago. We science fiction readers had the promise
from our genre of a continuing search for the truth as it
would be in the future. 1 felt that way before I was a
teenager. With the promise still there, I still feel that
way now. &



& With more than 6,000 attendees, L.A.Con was one of the bigger science fiction conventions we've ever
attended. It seems normal now to expect conventions of this magnitude every September, but it didn't used
to be that way; some of the early worldcons had only a hundred or two attendees. Early fandom was very
much a grass roots movement, and it's only too easy to forget that it all got started many decades ago with
obscure, nearly forgotten little fan groups like the one described in the following article.

A Flame ¥lickered
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[t was a balmy summer day in the small town of
Lynn Haven, Florida. The light, sweet smell of
honeysuckle was in the air, the aroma augmented by
the cloying sweetness of gardenias. Naturally-
jeweled hummingbirds darted from blossom to
blossom, undisturbed by the few cars that passed on
the concrete street. Inside a two-story frame building,
an old building, much bare wood showing between
flecks of white paint, The Shape of Things to Come
was flickering on a sheet that had been hung as a
temporary movie screen.

The year was 1948. The Florida Flames were
having their one and only convention.

Now I’m sure Harry Warner, Jr., has no record of
any fan group called the “Florida Flames’, and | doubt
if there’s a record anywhere of our convention. We
consisted of several Lynn Havenites, most of which
did no corresponding whatsoever, and we had no
clubzine. At the time, | was not publishing an ish, so
there was little word spread.

This didn’t bother us; we weren’t up to anything
big.

My memory bears a strong resemblance to a
farmer cultivating a field; my subconscious is the
farmer. Some things are weeded out by mistake,
never to be seen again — and unfortunately, the
names of the members of the Flames escapes me. Or
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else there were only three — a friend named Charles
Heisner, another friend named Sandy Land, and
myself: that’s all [ can recall. We three were all in
our late teens, and avid readers of sf. Dunno why we
decided to take a name, but we did. We decided it
should be something alliterative, and almost became
the ‘Florida Flamingos’, but sanity prevailed.

By now, I forgot who first came up with the idea,
but all agreed to it. Joe Green (now Joseph L. Green,
published author and NASA employee) lived in
Cottondale, a smaller town about fifty miles north of
Lynn Haven. Joe had a friend. Joe Christoff. in
Pensacola, who said he could round up a copy of The
Shape of Things to Come for us to show. Ladies of a
local writers group I belonged to agreed to provide
covered dish meals for a couple of lunches if they
could attend. Because of my presence in the club,
they were aware of sf and wanted to see the movie: a
couple of them had even heard of it.

There was an old building which had once been a
movie theatre, but now belonged to the city. It was
used as a meeting area for some local clubs. These
clubs usually met at night and seldom on weekends,
so we were able to obtain it as our convention hall. It
came complete with some tables and folding chairs,
so we were in business.

Three out-of-towners attended: Joe Green, Joe



Christoff, and Lin Carter, who was from St. Peters-
burg. [ had met Lin a year or so earlier when [ was in
St. Pete for a few months. With the presence of these
three, the event wasn’t just a few locals getting
together anymore; our gathering was a Real Con-
vention.

One social commentary: Sandy Land and Joe
Christoff were practicing homosexuals, and Lin
Carter said he was, as well. While the locals may not
have known the tendencies of Christoff and Lin, they
were certainly aware of Sandy’s sexual tastes. No
one, however, seemed to pay any attention. Another
‘plus’ for Lynn Haven.

Other than the movie, I remember very little of
the convention itself, except that everyone seemed to
enjoy themselves, including the women from the
writers club. And there was a costume party! | had
so much going on that I had no costume; at the last

minute I got out my pipe and put a pen behind my
ear.

“You’re not in costume!” someone objected.

“Sure I am!” I responded, using the stem on my
pipe to indicate the pen behind my ear. “I’m the
author who dreamed all this up!” 1 was accepted.

But even though the convention was a success,
the Flames never tried it again. The fire just slowly
died...

...for the Flames, that is. Lin Carter went on to
active fandom and a career as an author. Joe Green
ended up working for NASA (what field could be
more desired, at that time, for a fan?) and sold many
stories, articles, and books. I sold a few paperbacks
(not sf) myself, and even went on to put out a fanzine
or six. In 1952, 1 formed the Willis Fan Fund, and
have now returned to active fandom. A series of
Phoenixes arose from the ashes... &
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