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THE [HaRP ST@TE"S'DE

"OVER THERE  WITH GRUNCH
AND EGe PLANT

oé, A/a)//e:}" 4 A//’///.;'

The last fow days werc liks thet spsceship factory in “HIN .ORLDS COLLIDE, except
thet we hedn't hed time to meke e schedule to be behind in. and then we found it
would tske two deys instead of ons to gst to Cobh, where the boet left. It wes as
if Bellus hed sunt & postesrd on shusd to szy hu'd bo drooping in & dsy cerly. But
et lest all tho erticlés end lotters wors writton, my Hyphon stencils cut end meil-
sd off to Chuck Hsrris, snd tho dsbris tidisd up. Tho proussroom hedn't look.d so
tidy since befors fandom havpenod te it and it thought it was the leboratory. On
thet last night Jamss cems up to say goodbys snd we stood on the front lewn telking
about how fer we'd como since we entoryod fandem end how fer I wes going to go.

Next dey thore begen my grim struggle with the trensport systems of the world.

The first skirmish was quits mild, just e msttoer of tho train being full--thore'd
boun some motor reces in Bolfest I hedn't husrd sbout---ond my heving to weit thrce
hours in ¢ quouv whilo the reilwsy peoplo scourud tho country collecting coeches
for a svecisl train. They must hsve put completists on ths job, bacause thet trein
was the longest I have aver seocn. I think they were charging the peopls up front
helf fare., It wes elso the slowsst. I don't know whet devious route it took to
Dublin, but I know I never heard of sny stations celled Cmsk or Tomsk, or ovan
NMijni-novgorod, on ths Grost Northorn Linu. About midnight I got into Dublin, found
e hotel tout who sent me to an Unanproved Hotsl (I didn't enprove of it either), end
vessed the night in such = Terribly Sirange Bed I fclt like Willkie Collins getting
betweun ths covers of sn anthology.

The next day, Sunday, thers wes snothor slow trein journcy to Cork through stst-
ions with ouaint nemos like Sellins, Borris in Ossory, Bellybrophy, Gentlemen,
Clonoulty, Basllagh, Saloon Bsr, Knocklong, Gentlemen, Buttevent, Mellow, Blerney,
Refreshmentroom, end finslly Cork. It wes now 4.30 end I hed to report to the ship-
ping agents in Cobh at 6.30. Still innoceént of the fets that was dogging my foot-
steps, I asked whet time wes thse noxt trein to Cobh., 6.30. I wont to the bus stop
outs¥de tho stetion looking for information. Ths queue wes esger to help. Regret-
fully, they couldn't offer me 2 bus to Cobh direct, but they went into conforenoce
under a huddle of umbrellas and shortly issued a statement to the effect thet I
could got « bue to Monkstown on the other side of the bay and teke the ferry across
‘ould get me to Cobh in hslf en hour, they announced eonfid:intly. C(ne hour lster 1
got off the bus st a windewoept huddlo of cottsgos end looked sround for the forry.
All I could scc through tho driving rein wase & little stono jotty running or rethoer
tottering out to see. and e smell boy sheltering from the rein end spray in a tin
hut. I eskad him where thp ferry wes and He pointad out to soa. At first I couldn't
sov enything but mors rsin snd sprey, but then duddonly thors it wes. Lifted briofly
into view on tho erust of & tidel wave wes e tiny rowing bost menned by two smull
boys., I stered st it ms it bobbad in snd out of sight. "Thst's the ferry,” I said.
It wmen't s quostion., I just kpoy it wes., "“Yas," ssid tho smsll boy, “thet's ths
forry." 5“"
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I looked at the ferry for almost ten minutes, but I still couldn't meke¢ up my mind
sbout one little point. 'Is it coming or going?" I esked finally. "Coming," said thse
boy, "it'll bo hers in about ten minutes." He seemed to fesl that some sort of an
explanation wes due end added comfortingly, ‘The regulsr ferry geve up when the storm
started end these fellows don't know much about it,*
I folt that expleined e lot. "A bit rough today," I
sgid casuslly efter s whils. 'Yes," ssid ths boy,
"This'll probably be their lsst trip.® I thought so
too, but I wouldn't hevs been so callous gbout it.

However there wes alweys the chence that they _
would meke it =nd I thought I'd better get my besr-
ings. "Is thet Cobh?" I sskod, pointing to throes
whitewsshed cottages on the far shore., It seemed
very small to be a port of call for tranmsatlantic
liners, but thon nothing surprises me in Ireland.
"No," ssid the boy, "Cobh is four miles further
down. But you can get the train thore." I saw it
coming, but I lét him remd his punch lins., “What
time is the train®" I msked, es if I didn't know.
"It leeves Cork st 6.,3C," he said innocently.

Thinking regretfully of anothor vrobability~world in which I wes waiting for thet
trein in e werm ber I turned back to the ferry., For & long while I could hsve sworn
the boys were losing ground and I waes expoecting them to turn beck. I wes hoping they
would turn beck. I wss praying thoy would turn back. I do hate to see peopls drowned,
especielly someone as nesr and dear to mo g8 me, But et lest thwy revached the jetty.
Onc of them held onto it grimly and looked uxpectantly et mo. I throw ons suitcasu
down into the boet end 1iftod the othor ons up onto it. Then, cetching the bost on the
way down sgein like an elevator, I lurched in end satvdown. As we got out of the com-
peretive shelter of the jetty I put my fest on the ceses to stop them felling over-
board end held onto the sidus of the boet. It wesn't e very long journey, if you
didn't count the distence.we went up snd down, snd to my surpriss we srrived on the
other side. I'd oven menaged to kesp my heed from dipping in the wster when the bost
rolled. They ssked sixpence for the fare (ebout e dime). I reflectsd thet life wes
cheep in these perts snd geve them & shilling. I wouldn't hevs gone through th-t =gsin
for & thoussnd pounds. This is one Irishmen who doesn't bolieve in forries.

1 sot off slong the road to Cobh, dotormined to try my thumb et hitch-hiking. I wes
£ll plessed with myself for stopping the vory first car thet came slong, but it turnad
out to bs s taxi, Howgver it got ms to Cobh five minutes bofore desdline, snd tho
rgent oven put mse onto =n hotel which hed room sveileble in thu middle of tho holiday
soason, I found out why. It wes en increiible plece, even for rurel Irolsnd. In the
lounge thire wore not only the ususl antimecessers, espidistres end photographs of
desd rvlatives who lookoed it, but slso 37 veses-~-I countoed thom---, sbout & million
other piscus of highly bruskeble bric s brec, twosstopped grendf=thor clocks, snd en
scoustic grrmophone with s pro-olectric recording of John McCormick singing 'Silvur
Threeds Among The Gold.' I didn't plsy it. It wesn't that sort .of plase. I felt that
thet record had probably been plsyed only once and thet helf the femily hed probebly
died from the excitement. when she wes showing ms my room the old woman who owned the
joint ssked me did I drink. Being short of money I ssid no thenks. “"Thet's good," she
seid gravely, "beceuse I draw the line at drink.%he seemed to draw the line st eand
under glmost everything. She csme into the lounge thet ovening at 10,30 snd told me
it wess time to go to bed. I'd sdviseo Cobh fandom to look clsewhore when they ducids
to hold » Convention. .

B~

Next efternoon I wes in the big customs shod looking curiously wt &ll the other
passengers. It sesmed there were other people going to America too. Most of them
sevmed to be returning Americens, end many of them middlo-aged women. By the express-
ions on their faces, end somc of tho onus thuy used in svcsking, some of thom sovmed
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to bo disillusionod sbout Irulsnd. Looking round, I thought you could hardly blemo
them. It wes stili resining, end tho Cusioms shcd wes cold snd droesry, with the et-
mosphors of guilt thst elweys hengs zround those placos. teids wes tho shabby
town of Cobh and the riffraff of souvenir sellers and tip-hungry porters thet in-
feste tourist spots. I began to feel @ little mshemed. Aftsr =ll, I thought, whet
hzs Irelend got thet psople shodd travel thousends of miles to ses. Just rain,
ruins, snd a lot of wet scenery. I resolved I wouldn't ask snyone what they thought
of Ireland so es not to put too greata strsin on their politeness. And then the old
country mede s comsback. It was totslly unfeir snd unroasonsble, but Irelend scme-
how menaged tc rodecam its roeputetion with cno casual gosture, 4 strolling musicien
with en accordecn found his wey intc thae locked customs shoed snd begen te sing
'Come Back To Brin.' Tha plsce wee suddenly full cof music snd cverything wes chsng-
ad. It wesn't just e nendescript custcme shed sny morc, it wes Irslcend snd we wers
21l leeving it, Some of the women began to ery quietly and the custcms officials
stopped trying to behave with Wnglish efficisncy. If the entire resourcss cf the
Irish Tourist Bosrd hsd werked for years to produce this flood of sentiment they
couldn't heve dcne better, and yet it wes charscteristic of the country that it wes
all done in spits of suthority. I esked the musicien leter how he'd managed to get
past the gusrds and he said he'd had to pretend to be drunk. This may not seem &
perticularly cunning ruse, but it is g fact thet in Ireland e dtunk man is treated
with fer more considerstion then anyone unfortunete enough to be saber,

The tender that was to teke us ocut to the Neptunie wes over an hour laste sisrting
end when we got to the rendezvous out at ses the Neptunia wasn't there. I wes com-
ing to expect this sort of thing. %Wventuslly e speck on the horizon developed into
s big snd rether shebby-looking old ship. .6 went up the gengplank inteo a couple of
hours of utter confusion, caused partly by the fact thet the company seemed to have
sold half the berths in the ship twice over, and pertly by the fact that ship time
wae gxn hour end & helf behind ours and nobody had thought to mention it. The dining
rocas werg full of sterved and angry passengers looking for food, and non-fnglish-
specking stewards perplexedly turning them swey with shouts of ‘zu fruh!* The ship
wese supposed to be Greek though it wes built in Holland and registiered in Psnsma
(hroceuse spperently you can get sway with anything there) but the crew were almost
all Germen., The passengers wers sbout equel parts German, Americen, Irish and
miscelleneous British, I wss too thrilled to setllo down anywheru that day and
snent the rost of it trying to find whoro everything was, principslly my cabin.
vory time I 1ot it out of my sight it would nip round to the other side of tha.
ship, but efter s while I wore it down and retired victorious.

Next morning the weather clesred up and I just wandered around looking et the
sea and thinking., It ves the first time for weeks I'd been able to sit down calmly
end think about the trip itself instead of editor's desdlines end timetables and
tickets and documents end money. Thet was all over now end 1 was actuslly on my
wey to America. It was still incredible, but it seemed to be happening. Sometimes
I felt awed st myself, es if I was somcbody elsc. Sometimes I folt wonderfully
eleted. Somotimes I just felt like jumping overboard. But thora's something very
soothing about & world consisting sntirely of ses. For sll you know the land world
might heve ceased to exist, and anyhow it =l)l seems less important in s planet
wkich is, you reslise, mostly water. You look st the Atlantic beneath you end
trkink thet's been there unchenged {or millions of yeers befere man, and maybe no
ona ras ever been over thet particulsr bit before. Dsy efter day there's nothing
to sees but 511 thst hydrogen cunningly mixed with oxygen. You forget everything
bus the ship.

It wesn't s bed ship ss ships go, though this one didn't go very fest. It hed
ebout the seme cruising speed se e bicycle. I didn't mind though, I loved everythig
about ths voyage and as far ss I wes concerned it could go on for ever. I made some
friends, mostly s Cenedisn girl who'd been hitch-hiking in Europe for six mcnths
and en Bnglish intellectusl going to New York to work in ths bellet. Thers was glso
g group of what the Englishmen persisted in roeferring to as ‘culture-hungry Americ-
ans', gll erty types on their wey beck from Paris end ell ss intellsctusl as they



feke than. They s kel mo what 1 did . ad why I was going to Americam, the way people
do ou buera ship, enc in B reckless moment I told them I wes e pulp author going to
the Stetes on his dollar eernings, which was the neerest I could zet to the truth
without going into a long and complicsted explanation invdlving fandom, fenzines,
conventions and Shelby Vick. I defy anyone to explain any of these phenomene in a
voyege lasting only eight deys., I effected to regard my 'work' with humorous conte.
empt , but they had suoch an swed respect for anyone who actuelly mede money by writ~
ing theat they would stand sround asking me humbly how I wrote and thought up plots
end sc on, and I would give them cynicael dissertations sbout merkets snd rights and
word retes and everything. It was fun. Towerde the end of the voyage they esked was
enyone meeting me and I said, quite truthfully, “Just a few fsns.” Haw. I wondered
sometimes what I'd do if thers turned out to he another science fiction fan on the
ship, but I figured it wes pretty unlikely. Admittedly I'd noticed e young men in
the lounge reading Lovecraft, but that didn't mean enything.

It did though. I met him agaein in Los Angeles and it wes Allan Hershey, leading
Outlander and paest President of the LASFS.

Time went drifting by in a dream, liks the sea, until one morning there wee s no-
tice on the bulletin board LANDING IN NEW YORK 5.30AM TOMORR(OW. I went up to the
sharp end of the boast, a8 we sailors call it, and kept wateh sll efternoon. Ws
weren't going to sail on past Amsricas if I could help it. Round sbout four o'clock
land eppeered on the left, a long low strip like & cloudbank. And I wsa the first
te ses iti I guess maybs the poor old Cepntain thought it wes a cloudbank--we cen't
sll have oyesight like mine---because he didn't evince any interest until soms more
land avopeercd an hour leter in » differont ovlace. It didn't look aquitoe so much like
e cloudbenk, end soon it filled tho forward horizon =nd the sea wes dotted with
ships. As darkness fell we were gliding very slowly towards the entrence to New
York harbour, Streight ahead was e tiny Statue of Liberty, and on the left the many
coloured illuminetions of Coney Island. All around were the fast moving lights of
cer headlemps. Up among the fmint stars the lights of downtown Manhettan shone
dimly through the heat haze. The weter was very celm. Bits of garbege seiled mej-
estically past. The ship slowsd to & stop end dropped anchor.

In the sudden silence the smericans could be heard excitedly pointing out lend-
marks and calculeting how long it would tske them to get home and just what they
would heve to eat. The British, on the other hand,were strangely quiet. They stood
around as if they were lost. The foreign ship, this immense country that these
people thought of as home, it ell made them entertsin for the first time the in-
credible ides thet they were foreigners., It wes gll too much for them.

In the ber that night it came to & hesd. Every other night the bar hed bean
taken over by the Irish with ceilidhemmeic end come-all-yes or by the Gurmens with
their oompegh music end yodslling. The British end Americans had just set around
end wgtehed their antics. But on this last night the Americans got together and
begen to sing--Stephen Foster tunes and cowboy songs and the Whiffenpoof song and
modern dence numbers. As far ss the English were concerned this wes the last stiraw.
A smell group of them st the other end of the room begen quietly but defiently to
sing Loch Lomond. Thie wes very Tnglish-~ther® wasn't & Scot aemong them. At oncs
they were joined by reinforcements from London, the North Country, Weles, Northern
Ireland end sang Ilkley Moor and Cockles and Mussels end The Lembeth Welk and The
0ld Kent Road end other old songe, all st the top of their voices. Their repertoire
Wae enlarged by the srrivel of contingonts from the Hmpire, Cenade with Alouette
end Austrelis with Vel tzing Metilde, snd finelly twe Fronchmon joined the perty.
Both the 014 World end Now World groups were now bawling as herd as they could,
¢ach trying to drown the othor. It wes e glorious row. The Americens began to lose
ground, but st the same time everyone seemed to run out cof songs. The battle de-
generated into guerilla warfare, as now and then someone on either side would start
s song end find nobody knew the words. There seomed to be s sort of Genevs Conven-
tion thet it wasn't fair to sing the semo song twice. It would 81l heve finished in
enticlimax and » vsgue but reel entipsthy betwuun the Americans ernd the 014 World
if ono of & group of thres ust Indian nogrovs who'd boeun sitting unnoticed in the



cornér hadn't quietly sta:ted to sing calypse. The whole room cgt enlrsnced end then
jeined in with & roar tha* must hevs baen haard iz New York. It wus gloricus. aAnd
even after he ran out of calypsos he knew more eongs than sither side, and they were
gll songs everyons could siag.

About one o'clock in the morning, tirsd but heppy, people begen to drift beck up
on deck. It wss incredibly hot and close, with not & breeth of wind on the oily wsten
We couldn't feco going down to ocur stuffy csbins. Wo'd figured on slecping on deck,
but everything wes ss demp ss if it had boeen reining. No onu folt like going to sleap
enywey. W3 staycd up =211 night, lesning on the rsil end telking. About four o'clock
we wore heving broskfast and the ship was moving sgein. Wie pessed tho Statuoc of Lib-
arty almost unnoticod in tho morning mist, oxcopt by tho English intcllectusl who
was hoard amsking what it sdvertised, end sew the sun risa gpoetasularly behind the
Menhatten skylinc.

Tho Staton Island ferry (ferry! araggghhhh!!) passcd us very closec and I inspocted
it carefully just in case there were any fans waving to me from it. However the first
one I heard from waes Joe Gibson, 8 letter from whom was deliversd es soon as the
boat docked. It was addressed to me in Bansne Bin No.4 (I wondered how he knew the
number) and sgid "It's this way: I'm eitting hero minding my own business, which is
to get as much done on s new novel es possible before making trecks for Chicago--
thet city being short of tracks this yesr--when elong comes an innocent-locking post-
card sigred ‘'Shelby.’ 0ld Shrimp Bost usks would I be so kind as to welcome you...
Look for g fellow in a blue hat. He'll look like a plainclothes policeman, but stand
your ground--it's me."

Eveniually the Immigration People got themselves straightened out. All the US sub-
Jects went smugly through first, end then it was the turn of us aliens. I had a whde
pack of documents in an old GALAXY envelope snd every time I cane to an offizigl I
would shuffle them and deel him a hend. If I won I would be sllowed to go on to tha
next teble, like a bridge tournament. I'd hed eome practice in this geme already end
at lest won the first orize, a clear view of the gengway. I found to my shocked sur-
prise that suddenly there wass absolutely nothing to stop me walking ashors. I prompt-
ly walked ashore. I wes twenty yards down the customs shed before I reslised I hed
stepped onto American soil without even thinking sbout it. I wes nearly going back 1o
do the thing proverly, with appropriastely solemn thoughts and perhaps a few quotable
words, but I wes too glad to get awey from 173 ' :
those officisls to risk being ceught in the L_E::L—-—!
machine agein and finding myself on-the way
back home. So I just made my way to the sign
marked 'W', end waited to be claimed,

Someons in s blue suit came up and shook % L
me by the hand. "Jcs Gibson?® I dsduced
keenly. But it wesn't, it was Deve Kyle. It
wes trueg there was only one pass sllowed
per passenger and Joe had got it, but Deve
hed wengled his wey in on a press pass.,Joo
came up in s few saconds, end after m few
moments chet they revemled conspiratorislly
that Will Sykors and his henchman Calvin
Thomes Beck were outside. They suggested I
might like to go into the cloek &nd degger
business, They would go out and wsit for
me & couple of hundred yards outside the shed, while I strolled out by myself past
Sykore and Beck, who wouldn't recognise me, I wes thrilled. Nobody could have err-
anged a more fennish welcome. Not ftwo minutes in the country and alresdy I was up
to the neck in New York fen feuds, However I temporised becasuse I hed nothing sgains
Sykore---I've never been sble to sort out New York fasndom snywey---and I thought he
wight just possibly be & 1ittle put out st this practical joke. It didn't seem all
that precticsl eithser, asnd beside I rether wanted to meeot such = legendary figure as

oykora. Fortunatsly I didn't have to commit myself baceuse shortly afterwerds the
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legendary figure materielised inside the customs shed, having menosuvred his way in
by ecutectiag the Chiasf of “olice at Heboken. Fe imnedistely swept the grcund from
undsrneath the othors' foul by enncuncing thst his eide Lad » car snd weos wiliing
to tuke =11 three of us snywhere we liked. Being unsble to produce & privste heli-
copter =t short nctice, the homs teoem hed to sdmit defeat. We telked together for =
while and then Kyle vary kinsly offered tc sce whet he could do towerds getting me
rail or plane reservacicns to Chicego. I'd vented to get there befors the crowd
srrived, or at lesst Blcch and hie 20COQ0 snszkes, snd of course ths boat had heen e
dey late getting in. I srrenged tc pvhons himw at ncor szd off he went.’

By this tims 1'd besn wsiting beside my luggage for about half en hour =nd no one
seemed to be taking any interest in it. For the first time I took time off to look
sround me sud noticed an ominous snd snormpous guaue gbout half e mile down the shed.
I set off down to it, and sure enough this wes whers the bottleneck wss, a mess of
hot and bothored psopls who had all meds the samv mietzke =5 mo. For socme strenge
reagson overyone had to call hare to check their baggegse and then find & customs
officiasl to examine it. I supposed it waes & piece of unamerican inefficiency des-
igned to make the visitors fecl et home, but I'd have been just es heppy il they
hedn't bothersd. Half wey up the queue I gsw my friends from on bosrd ship. I joined
them, trying to look gs if I'd just steppsd out for & bresth of sir. After en snx-
icus minute or two I reelised I had got off with it, but it didn't ssem to be doing
me much good. For the firet half hour the queus didn't move sn inch. Then suddenly
it heppened, We moved sn inch. I begen to wonder if I would get out of here in time
for Scuth Gate,

I heve to cagll this s qusus, bocsuseo it wus enything but & linc., It was in the
form of sn enormous wedgs, tanering to single filo botween two tsblus. ihen the
préssurs get bsyond so many tone per squsrs inch, s mangled body would bu projected
vith grest force down betwson the two tables in front of the customs insnectors, in
ro fit condition to tell lies sbout eny dutlisble goods he happened to havs. Bvery
now snd then the mass of angry peopls st tho back would surge forward, pushing the
cueue gnd the tebles and the customs officisls end everything else befors thum
several yesrds further down the shed. I calculated that sssuming we survived this
heet we'd push the bestsrds into the Pacific by December. After esch stampede
policemen would come along snd swear at the queue and the gueue would swesr back.
Vitriolic remerks were pssead mbout Awmericen efficisency end hospitselity snd the
gncestry of the customs officiels end deamnad foreigners and if you don't like it
hors why don't you go beck where you came from. (I elways sey there's nothing like
travel for promoting internationsl understending.) Now end egain someone would try
to move along towards the front of the queus and when this hevpened the crowd would
roer likse en =nimal and I would look shocked end pclicemen would come and push us
end shout to us to form fours.

While I wee standing there thinking it wes & pity I couldn't print soms of the
crowd's replies to thet lsst suggestion, Evelyn Smith found me. She szid she'd got
into the shed by slaiming to be my mother. (She isn't, reslly.) We talked for =
vhile and ther I told her to go and sit down. vomeons had better be it enough to
help carry me out. 3esides policemen kept shouting st her, thinking she wsas trying
to bresk into the qusue. Sykora also came along a couple of times, waeving encourag-
irgly and ssking could he get me something to wat. I couldn't 1ift my arms to wave
back, but I sporecisted the kind thought. After a couple of hours of this I was
reaily cericusly ccnsidoring ebandoning my luggage altogether, but the customs off-
icigls werse now in roal feer of buing lynched end begen to spood things up, snd at
lgst I found mysolf et the fronmt of the queuc. I wes ruslly surprisod; I'd cwussud
bclicving theru was s front to that queus. Thu customs gxemination itsolf wes quite
en snticlimex. I wished I'd had a couple of stomic bombs or something to meke 1t
811 worth while. The man rooted sround until he cems up with a copy of the (uennisu
He read bits of it here and there, gsve me e peculisr look, snd scrawled a rude
word on my case. I steggered out of the place with my retinue, cesting s last
guilty lock st the wretches in the queue who'd besn there before me snd hoping they
wouldn't still be there when I was coming back.
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Cutside the shed, in the fresh cleen sir of Hoboken, there were Ken BeAle znd
enother New York fen cslled Marcombe, lirs Beck, and her son Cslvin Thomas. The
lagtter two put themselves unreservedly at my Beck snd Cal, as it were, snd offered
to drive me into New York for lunch. I said I'd just as soon havs a hamburger though,
s0 we¢ stopped off st & diner in the Palissdes. I hed my firet hamburgsr, closely fol-
lowed by my second snd third. As far as I wes concernsd the food preklem in americe
was new solved. I phoned Dsve Xyle from there, but the lsres hs giotzd wers so much
more then I expectsd thet I decided to take the bus efter £11. Joe Gibscn then ssid
he would go this afternoon too, instead of waitiag till tomorrow. Thore were a few
heurs to spare befors the bus left, so I phoned H.L.Gold and invited myeolf down to
his gpartment. We ell sot off agein in the car. "n the wey Calvin wgs stopped by the
police for speading, but Mrs Bsck sald sho wouldn't do it egain. The policuman wes
so taken aback by this thst he lot us off znd went swsy by himself to think it over.

At tho Greyhound Ststion tho perty disintograted. Joc went home to pack, Sykore
wont on to work, the Bucks wont to lueve their cer in, and #velyn snd I made our
wey to Gold's spartmont. It was 2 nicu placs, full of inturusting things like ad-
vancs copius, msnuscripts, gellouy proofs, besr, snd H.L.Golé. After sn hour or so
the Becks arrived, bu’ it wes already pest the timse we should leave for the bus.
The Becks szid hsllo snd goodbye to Gold in the sasme breath snd we zll set off agsin.
Celvin and %velyn Smith had s polits but heartfult ergument sbout the compsrative
sdventeges of texi and subway, which Csl won after dvulyn had virtuslly thrown her-
self in front of seversl cabs without aveil. There followed @ serisvs of wild dashos
from train to trein, the monotony of which wes relieved by fighting with the rush-
hour crowd and discussing tho correct routs. Everyone w2s solicitous sbout my wel-
fere in the rush hour of g crowded city, not heving sesen this pasrticuler sheltered
flower boerding a trem in Ballymacarrett on s wet night. 'hy, here there weren't
even eny people being dragged along the ground. We got to the bus station &t 5.29
and Joo grested us wryly with thonews thet we had am hour to spere since the bus
left on Standsrd Time and apperently New York wes on Daylight Saving. Feuling like
dopes, we went along to a drugstore. I only wanted something to drink, but Mrs Beck
was worried gbout my health end cerried on a stout rearguard sction eimed et divert-
ing the party to a proper restaurant. Shg sccompenied us intc the drugstore under
protest snd, presumebly out of consideration for the owner's feelings, switched
over to French. I told her I wasn't hungry in French either end she settled for
bringing me s dish of soup. I must say I never expected that six hours sftcr lending
I'd be arzuing with a fen's mothor in French. It's thoss 1ittle surpriscs thst mske
life interesting.

Life was interesting thet dey. Tho bus left
punctuelly at 6.30, full of gssoline snd good in-
tentions, but only struggled es fer as the next
& stop before the spirit ceesod to move it. A pro-
b R j ccssion of mechsnics, Gsch clesnur than thce last,

¥ hed conferences over it until finelly one with &
tie on made the ducision thst we should changu
bussos. I think this is his fulltime job.

Now, at this point I would liko to d.fund the
Greyhound Company sgsinst ant unfair sccusstion

<\§h\;i:\\thut has boon luvelled egsinst thom, It hzs boon

bruitod about, probsbly by some brutc umployyd by
Treilwsys, that our bus broke down three times
MR UQJLLJ L between New York and Chicsgo. I em happy to say

3: WHT wo Q thegt this 1s not true. Not once, in all my long
YoU CHARGE s TO and eventful essociation with the Greyhound Com=
< Pany, heve I known that noble and generous organ-

RAVEL S—OL"CLU anJ isetion to foist me off with a pstched-up bus.
‘f?AllhajAt{( USSE S hi=o Every time one broke down they would simply throw
——__'"'-———.________ - = » s
3 it ewsy end bring on & new ons. Their ccurage in
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versisting with this policy in the faco c¢f finaneciel ruin wes in keeping with the
0ld bus company motto "None but the brsve demerve the fare.” I am gled to say it
was finelly rewerded. You will scerecoly believs this, but the fourth and finel
bus did not bresk down st ell. This romerkabls vohicle wes immedietcsly whisked
eway to the Groyhound Reseerch Leborsterics, whero they ere working on s form of
Willis-proof transport.

Joo gnd I didn't talk much at first. He had begun tho journsy by remerking that
he didn't like tho stuff I wrote, end since T didn't likao to edmit thet I couldn't
for tho life of me rumembor anything at all ho had writtun oxcept & spsce opurs in
OW distinguishod by the use of fens' names, & wholu fiuld of convursstionsl gambits
wes closed, Bosidus, I was too busy gotting my first look at America. Things hed
been moving toc fest in New York., I knew I should got some sluup bucsuse I hadn't
hed any last night ond I wesn't oxpucting ta got much more the noxt few, but it wes
ell too intoresting. I must have fellen eslevp for & while though, for in tho cerly
wmorning I woke to find myself in the Ven Vogtien situation of walking along a long
tunncl without knowing how I got thuors, It took me & fow momunte to reslise I wese
in ¢n undurground pesssgewsy bunesth the Punnsylvenie Turnpikoe lceding to e dinor
on the other sidoi I'd beun drusming I wase welking slong & corridor om tho ship,
end oven sftor I'd wrkened up I couldn't convinco mysclf thet it wasn't the solid
warth thet wes rolling snd pitching, it wes mo.

By noxt cfternocen wo wers so late thet the driver just didn't cerc any morc. Wo
must have boon & good 200 miles from Chicago when we passed & sign mdvertising the
Morrison Hotel, but I kent expecting it round every corner. It waan't, and whet
with the tension end the hest--the lest few busses had had no gir-conditioning--~
I was 8 wreck when we did arrive. with one last effort I dragged my luggege out
snd locked round the bus station. Lee Hoffmen end Bob Tucker were right in front
of me, but for a few seconds I didn't ses them. Maybe I hed never rselly believed
thay were reel pecple. Then they ceme suddenly into focus and I thought they were
Just like thoir photogrephs, only different. Better-locking for ons thing. I'd bsen
geared up to anything, even Robert Bloch and 20000 snskes, end it was e relief to
find only two. .Two. poopleé I mean of course, though I luarned leter thet they and
Rovert Bloch hed plenned s particularly fiendish welcome for me st the hotel which
didn't come off only because Bloch didn't get time to orgenise it. I was to be shawn
into my room to find Ginny Seari in the bed end there was to be s knock at the door
end the house detective asking had I a woman in there and when ssld no he was to
throw another one in snd there werc to be blackmeilers and jualous husbands end s
gunbettle with blenk cartridges onding in Tucker being shot and bleeding tomato
kotchup all over the floore Tucker's death w uld have been the give-asway of course,
I couldn't be expected to believe thet. At the time I wasn't tco unheppy thet all
this fell through. I hsdn't seen Ginny Saarl yet,

Tucker took over and whisked us sll efficiently over to the hotel by cab. Joo
went to his room tc lie down, I don't know if it did him any good, but it made me
fecl a lot better. At least I had stood up to the hoat and everything as well as =
native of New Mexico. In my own room Lee enrolled me into the Confedsrate Army and
geve me & cap with the initlels FLEAC on it. In casse there is anyone in fendom I
dldn't explein this to st the lMesquerede Bell, it stands for 'Fandom's Leading
ixpert end Critic' & distinction conferred on me in s New Worlds asrticle describing
the members of the Imternstional Fantesy Award penel. Vince Clerke has never let s
live it down, though I pointed out to him that I hed reviewed e book oncs end that
the 'expoert' was esn obvieous misprint for 'export.' I countered by formelly desig~
nsting Lee en Honorary Irish Fen end giving her my other harp brooch brought spec-
islly for the occasion, These golemn ceremcnies concluded, we went down with Bes
Mehaffey and Bob Tuckaer tc get something to est.

Over the mesl Hoffman end Tucker told me all about how they'd been waiting for
me for three hours and:had gons to weit in the railroed stetion becsuss it hsd @
much nicer weiting room but I wesn't theru sither, end I told them of my sdventurses
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with the Greyhound Company. Then there was s stunned silence ss evervone reslissd
whet en extrezcrdinsry thing was hsprening. We could undarstend eech cther; Oon-
tempt wes hesped on a certain Vince Clarke. I wes immenssly relievod, though I'd
been prepared to deal with the first sigm of sommuniczilion tiroublz oy teting. out

3 piece of peper, drewing nire concentric circles cn it, znd pulating o Lks third
one. Still dezed and exhausted, but very henpy, I madse three purs, of wkich Tucker
caught the third znd worst oge. He solernly shook ms by tne hsud, now convinead
that I wasn't an impcster even if 1 hadn't got en Irish sccant. (i do wish the
3ritish end Amcricens would gat togsthor end cowe to somo sgrecment es to whather
I have an ircomprshensiblo brogue or an English sccent.)

On the elevater back upstsirs ws wsrs the first to maks the acqueintance of
Bellhop No.3l---also known g8 'Levertcey’ frem what the 1iftgirl called him. He
revealed himsclf to be no crdinary bellhop, but =2 fan. He was thrilled to find a
science fiction convention boing hold right under his nese s2nd declared his in-
tention of throwing up his job so that he could attond it. lesnwhile, he seid,
if there wes enything we vented, enything et sl1l, just csll on him, Nething was
too much troutle for & fellow fen. And of course there would be no guestion of
peymont. wo told him who Bes wes and sha enrolled him es a Convention member
right there in the clsvetor. He wes ss good ss his word, &s meny fens found ocut,
but Tucker hss been so calloused by ysars of vile huckstering thet he hss for-
gotten the innocent sincerity of the dewy-eyed neofsn. At eny rate, when Loverboy
imported a couple of csllgirls into the room where ths poker schecol was in session
everyone fought shy of them and thsy wers finglly teksn over by two rivul pros,
who found that they were indeed 'on ths house.,' Tucker's anguish when he hserd
this was hvart-rending. "Of courss thoy weron't pretty,” he sasid, ™3ut My Ghod,
FOR FRE®!!™

- - -

This astonishing narrative to be continued...e.o..
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by Bob Silverboerg

Publishers are busy people, and probably can't be bothered with such insignifi-
cant details as the names of the men who write their books. Now that science fiction
is despectable, apparently Gnome Press fecls that it is no different from any other
outfit. I commend your careful study of Gnome's advertisement in the May aSF, which
offers books by Greenberg, wan Vogt, Arthur Clarke, Lewis Padgett, and Clifford D.
Simak, Of all these people, the only ones whose names were spelled correctly were
Greenberg and van Vogt (and perhaps we should exclude Greenberg, since he owns the
company and might reasonably be expected to spell his name correctly.) But--"Pagett,"
"Clark," and--horror--"Siwack." Clarke, besides heing deprived of his distinctive
silen® "e'" had the name of his great novel zarbled tc "Prelude to Fame". I detect a
trend.

®x W %
Don't You Read q Department: From Der Voodvork Out, Silverberg, @ 19, apr 52:
"I wonder if Philip Wylie whll sue Keasler if OPUS survives to its 2lst issue?"

Fantastuff, Terry Carr, Peon Nov b2: "Will Max Keasler be sued by Philip Wylie if
his fanzine OPUS reaches to its 2lst issue?"
x % K

Since I'm sore at Charles Wells for leaving me out of his excerpt from the 1960~
2000edition of the "Immortal Storm'" in his new fanzine, "Fiendetta," I'll be picayune
and guote a glaring error from said excerpt:; he claims Frieberg Weinhaufer was the
first pro editor to publish a fanzine while editing a prozine. This ig, of course,
wrong, since Charles Hirnig published "The Fantasy Fan" for three years while editing
Wonder Stories. And Robert Lowndes had his hands in numerous Futurian publications
after becoming an editor. So there, Wells. And how is it your author completely for-
zot the contributions of Paul Janssen? Here is the man who aided Willis in his hour
of greatest need, not to mention his four-term presidency of N3F--and you omit him

completely! Hor shame, Wells, for shame.
L] L] »

It's getting close to Christmas, so...the first ten overseas fans who write Bob
Silverberg, 760 lontgomery Ct%., Brooklyn 13, N.Y., will receive samples of the current
issue of SPACESHIP,

x 3 B

And isn't $he stf field ridiculous now? SPACE SF, a newcomer with just three
issues behind it and practically no regular following built up, has announced that it
is going monthly, And before the next year is out, Imagination, If, Fantastic, and
foo knows how many others may be en the twelve-a-year-tag. buring 1958, startling,

O#, F&SF, and Space all converted to monthly, to join aSF, Galaxy, AS, and Fa. It's
too much,
® k %
Thanks to Ziff-Davis for finally bringing the terrible twins to a timely end.
The news that the March 1953 issues will be the last for FA and the lasat crud issue
of Amazing is the best I've heard yet. And with one fell swoop we loose two more of
the pulp-format mags, and also shed two monthlies. The new amazing will be bi-monthly.
I fear it isn't going to keep "The Club House" and this may be harmful to fandom. 1
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su.gest thet fans bombard Z-D with requests to reinstate the valuable Phillips column,
snould it be dropped.
* k%

Reading I've liked: my pet stories of the year drawing to a close form quite a
list. SS: "Journey To Barkut'", "The Lovers", "Asylum Earth". ASF: Nearly every lung
story, but especially "Gunner Cade", "Dumb Waiter" and "Blood Bank", Galaxy: 4 good
deal, chiefly "Gravy Planet". F&S¥: "Bring The Jubilee" may have been tne best s-f
magazine story in years. Bverytning else in F&STF this year was top drawsr.

The pulps had a good year, with reasonably high qualityi SS and TWS continued
the peak set by Merwin, while aSF had a tremendous year, its best since before the war.
Galaxy deteriorated comsiderably, with much of its fistion as slick and shiny as its
Kromekote covers, but still ran good stuff. F&SF is completely indescribably, and, naw
that it's running novels, will someday be as good as Urknown was, and in much the same
vein., 3

Yiriters of the year were Walter Miller and Jack Vance. Most promising new mag
wag Fantastic, with Space SF second. Short stories, novelets, and cover paintings
were perhaps at an all-time high; the year was featured by the amazing turnabout in
Bergey and tue fine work of Schemburg and Emsh.

Predictions for 1953: Planet will
go quarterly once again; Sam Mines's
mags will break all s-f pulp circulation
records except those set by Shaver. Walt-
Hev du i3, er Miller will be acclaimed as a new
] Heinlein, selling a serial to aSF or
) : Galexy or both. Earle Bergey will become
IA WANT A one of the most popular cover artists,
: and Ziff-Davis's "Fantastic" will con-.
TREAT tinue to improve. '(Who could dream, in
o .
INSTE A D 1949, that Bergey or Ziff-Davis would

be praiged?) -~ i’
OF A R 2
ar f 1953 will see a trend back to the
TREAT ME FJT-;? pulp format from digest Bize, with sev-
i eral pulp houses adding to their lists
- with s-f titles.
* L3 * L]
Since writing the above, word has
reached me of:.the death last month of
. Barle Bergey. It came as a complete
shock, something whieh is hard -to imag-
ine, Bergey, harBlly a person as much as
a symbol f£or all that was bad on stf x
covers, dead! IF is, perhaps, ironic,
that after drawing unabated abuse from
the fans for his never-ending bem-trizngle
covers of 1940-50 period, he would die
just when the fans were beginning to
appreciate his artistry. The "new" Ber-
gey of the pust year and a half was one
of the top illustrators of pulp sf, and
we regret his passing, not orly bocause
he was 2 landmark in s-T but because he




was a top Tlight cover artist when not hampered by editorial policy. Earle K. Bergey
most abused of all cover artists, will no longer be the trademark of SS znd TWS. It
scems hard to believe. e )

w % %* * * ® »

The new crop of cover artists scems promising., I have nothing but loathing for
the work of Walter Popp, who, so fuor, has shown a talent for producing Bergey-like
scenes with none of Bergey's mechanicel proficéercy. Ed Emshwiller is one of the
best prospects in years--~he's yat to 8o a bad cover, and his interior work is fine,
The army will shortly release Walter Miller (no relation to the author) who was number
one artist at asSF until the draft cut short his career... And Paul Calle, who had
acguired a considerable reputation, should be on% of the army shortly as well., As for
the other now cover artists-~1 haven't been noticing who's done the 1S8R Ziff..Davis
covsrs, but theyfve been as uniferm a collecticn of slop as I've ever seen. Why isn't
aohert Gibson Jones, once so populawr, used by ZD any more? A, Leslie Boss was intro-
duced with mych fanfare, by Lowndes, but I can't secm to appreciatc the unusual Ross
style. aSF added one Pawelika to its stall this year but suo far he has producecd no-
thing outstanding., Jack Coggins, an old hand at illustrating but new to sif has
done four covers this year, two good, tao poor, I still have yet .o find anyone who
can match Hubert Roger's prewar work for asF,

® - 5% *

o one scems to have noticed that James Blish's excellent "Surface Tension" (GSF
fiuz 52) which was acclaimed by many as the year's best novelet, is actually a rewrttten
and vastly expanded version of "Sunken Univerge" by the same author, which appeared in
Super Science Stories for May 1942 and: was Bubscequently reprinted in that mag after
the war, ucder the byline of "Arthur Merlyn".

* * *
lioneysavers Departments the series of Cherry Tree Fantasy Books from Erngland continuss
unabated. 21¢ pocket-book reprints of US hardcovers. These pbs are high-quality in
format, as opposed to most British pbs, and are top-drawer economizers. The third
group of four has just been issued, featuring two magnificent buys, one so-so, and
one dud. The four are "Typewriter in the Sky" and "Fear" in one volume (what a bar-
hain{ Two Hubbard novels from Unknown for a dime each!); "The Thing From Another
;orid" {which is our oid friend "Who Gocs Thore" masquerading under its more popular
nameé., This is a collection of seven of the best s-f storiss ever written, led off by
the all-time tops in s-f chills.) The so-so is James Walsh's dreary "The Vanguard to
Neptune,™" a story by a British-author which appeared in ionder Quarterly in 1932, and
which has never appeared in US hardcovers. The dud is Theresa DuBois' WSolution T-25"
Which appeared here in 1950 as 'an orizinal hardcover in the Doubleday line, and which
drew descrved catealls from reviewers,

This series is one of the best reprint strings of all--the other eight titles
are "Sinister Barrier","The Last Spaceship", "The Kid From Mars", "Flight into Space",
"Ralph 124C41 Plus", "The Sunken World", "Gabriel Over The White House, " and "John
Carstairs" a half-and-~-half assortment of mediocre and great stories in neat format
at 21¢ a throw. Interested fans can get any o the series from Ken Slater or ther
british fans at face value. ((We suggest Ken at chis address: Capt K. Slater 13 Gp
RPC - BACR 156 - c/o GPO England or Chuch Harris - "Carolin" - Lake Ave - Rainham -
issex, England.)) -

And that closes up shop for now,
---Bob Silverberg
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Instead of the other material scheduled for this issue, we are bringing
you the remainder of THE HaRP STATESIDE. It was originally intended both by
this editor and by WaW that the Harp be published in one piece in an issue all
to itself. Your editor fouled up the whole affai® and apologies to Walt. The
rest of you peasants will please accept this issue as is. And please bear with
us through our postal silence, our mishmosized Quandrys, and the other symptoms
of confusion {no relation to Shelby Vick). The long sad tale of "why" would
only bore you and us both,

This issue is counted against your sub as two issues af Q, like the numb-
ers on the cover infer. Next issuc will be out some time next year.,

Dear Iriends,

Have funtees..

({apologies to ShelVy for swiping so mnny of his ideas...like the title above))
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THE HARP STATESIIE (con't)

The party that eveaimng consisted of us four plus Robert B.och, Marty
Greenberg, Dave Kyle, and Evelyn Gold---& nice number. It kept moving from room
to room to keep from getting any bigger, on a gsort of reversal of the snowball
principle, Every now and then somebody would ring up and somebody would answer
the phone "Communist Party mcadquarters" while the others would talk loudly and
gutterally about atom bomb plans and NKUD agents and so on. If the enquirer per-
sisted he'd be told to call back in five minutes and the Party would pick up
its drinks and silently steal away. Every time tnis happened Evelyn Gold would
sugzest with her beautifully acted ingenuousness that we move to her room because
there was an osculating fan and so on. I mention all this not because it was the
witticism of the century, chough it went over big at the time, but because it 5
is my mission in life to explain the interlineations in QUANDRY. It was after
midnight before the Party got another recruit. Tucker greeted him with a too
innocent enguiry as to why he wasn't writing in aSF these days and I guessed it
was George O, Smith. I was told the Conventjon could be regarded as having start-
ed ncw, [ saw what they meant. For one thing, GOSmith is a taller of shaggy dog
stories who might be aqualled by &Later Phillips, but no one else,

About 2 am--we were in GOSmith's Yoom by them--averyone decided wo go out
and get somecthing to cat. In the restaurant people were- telling mildly risque
Jokes and Dave Kyle came solicitously down the table to make sure all the words
wore familiar to me. The were, and the svories. At the dest going out someone,
probably Bloch, suggested we scnd B postcard to *arty “reenberg, who'm we'd lost
some time ago. Somebody, probably Bloch, wrote something witty and we all signed
out names. On the way back to the hotel somuoone even remembered to mail it. The

fact that they (con't overpage)
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mailed it in s garbage can shouldn't be teken @s en aspersion either on Bloch's
literary style or Greenberg's living hsbits. It was just that kind of paerty.

Back in the hotel about three o'clock it suddenly occurred to GOSmith to wonder
if Boucher had errived yet. A msn of action, George celled the number. After just
about the time needed to wake 2 men out of & sound slepgp at 3am, Boucher answered;
end after some gay if one~sided badinege S —
he hung up agein. George couldn't under- : = 5
stend it. This wesn't like Good 0Old Tony.
He must have besn cut off. He callsd the
number again, listened to Goed Q1d Tony
for 8 moment, snd then put down the re-
ceiver with an injured look on his facs,
Thet bastard 3oucher couldn't do that to
him. “e must ell go elong to his room
immedistely end kick the door in. QOr,
buttor still, push s strip of film under
tho door end ignite ons ond of it. The
sheer beauty of this glorious suggestion o
moved us slmost to tears, but after some %
telk George finslly settled for us =ll A
cencelling our subs to F&SF, ﬁf%c" oy

Some time leter I went to bed for the first time since Tuesdey morning. I must
have got up agein a little later thet Fridsey, but I don't remember it. In fact the
whole day was s complote blenk until I resd Grogg Calkinsg' report in Consla. From
thet I scc I wes sitting on the floor outsids tho Convention Committee suits some
time that morning., Thet's right, Let's sev, I remombsr now I wzs tslking to somobody
there whon I saw Rich Elsberry who was one of the poople I spocielly wented to meot
8o I excusocd myself snd ran sfter him end woe hed welked oncs round ths hotsl when
someone celled me into the Committeu suits to tell me sbout somu changs in wy part
of ths progremme and since I hadn't oven scen ths progrsmme yot bucsusse the postal
d.livery on bosrd ship wss so bed it wes 91l onc to me end on tha wsy out agesin to
rujoin Tlsberry I mst Ava Fircstons end GMCerr erd Rey Higgs snd hed boon talking
to thom for & whilc whun somuoneg cslled me swey to meoet Howerd Browno who seid he
knew I didn't think much of AMAZING but didn't I think FANTASTIC was 8ll right and
they had printed s quarter million copies of it =2nd he hoped the fans liked it and
he seemed very pleasent snd almost deforential end I remembered all thse rude things
1'd said sbout him end was quite tekeon sback to find he hed read them beceuse I
néver think of anyone resding Guandry coxcunt Les and Shelby end Hsrris and Clarke
end Bloch gnd = fuw other people I like though I knowmit has a biggor circulaticn
than thet end then someons ssid Forry Ackermesn is here end esking after you so I
said yes I thought FANTASTIC: wes the best-looking sf mag over published without too
much emphesis on the 'loocking' and went to say hello to Forry whom I wes now mesting
for the third time=--London, Belfast, Chicago---and we shouted et sech other for e
fow minutes until Forry said look hsre's John W. Cemobell don't you want to mest
him and I thought hsll no becsuse ghod knows he might hsve resd some of the things
I wrote about him too and how could I wxplain in this medhouse that I wes rude to
him not because I didn't think he was a good editor but becsuse I knew hu was but
not so good he could do it without trying so I said not now but hey you come send
mest Les Hoffmen becguss it wes one of my pet smbitions to introduce two of America's
glltime top fans to one snother so ws went outeide and I introduced Forry Ackermen
to Lee Hoffmen fan historians plesse note and we g1l sat at the end of the corridor
outside the suite snd talked and after e while the plece wes full of BNFs with Les
end 4e and Tucker and Bloch and Keasler snd Elsberry and Celkins snd the Committes
room must have becn ompty now bocause there was & sce of faces stretching es far es
the cye could seo with McNeil's rising on the horizon liks g full moon and we talk-
e¢ for a while but 211 I cen remember is that Tucker seld he once advertised auto-
graphed copiss of the Ueinbeum kemeorisl Volume for sals and got thres replies and
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that Gregg Calkins presented him with e 'Littls Gem Dendy Huckster Bedge' in
pokerwork snd I thought the »noker work touch wes specially spnropriate and Bloch
had his heed in Hoffmen's lap and somewhers in the distencs GLCarr or somcone
mith a cerrying voico was telking in absolutely wonderful intorlincetions like

HCSVER TM’TS THAT JCB HAS GCT TO D DICATE HIS LIFZ TO GOOD OLD NSF

and latar I had to go into the Committes room =gsin beczuss Glnny Seari wanted me
to write out some fects of interest about myself snd I thought sho wss Judy Msy
because I didn't ses hov snyone es buautiful ss thet could hsvs cxisted in fendom
without me hesring sbout them end though of courss I couldn't rufuse her snything

I just couldn't think of anything to say excoent maybs thet I hed introduced Forry
bekcrmen to Lus Hoffmen end puzzled over it for quite e while end thon dodided I'd
weit until she =sked for it egein snd thon find out wh:st it wes for so I just wait-
¢d end wetchod Mex Kuaslosr throwing # onu-men oxhibition of his surious ertwork
which is just like his unserious sriwork excent thst the nudus srg & bit hors
twistod looking =nd wes thrill.d to meet Ray Nelson who I think is one of ths fow
truc geniuscs in fandom snd trisd to geot him to promisc to do mo some certoons not
knowing thet this is the wrong spproach
baceusc Nulson never promiscs to do car-
toons he just docs thom end:whst you
have to du is fellow him =zround with =
venecil snd prpor end put thom in front

of him whonever he sits down and hopa
for tho best e<nd you're lisble to get

it becruse I ssw him letor turning out
me=sterviecss for Kinmsler -t ths reto of
ong = minute which medc me even more
joelous of Keesler sincs =11 I'd got wrs
ono little certoon which I'm beginning
to be dreadfully afreid 1've lost though
raybe it'll turn up in the mail one of
these days like the sirmsiled sock I got
in Sgverneh but after s while Ginny Sasri
seemed to heve disgppeared so I went out-
side again end evarycns wes gone except
GOSmith who said Dona had told him he needn't come home if he didn't get ms to
promise to call on them in Now York so I szid thanks very much I'd. lcve to'l'd

hate to come betwesn & man and his wife snd we steyed talking for a while until
Sturgeon came past and George started speculsting to his face about why it had
grown a beard and I msde a little joke about it end Sturgeon went on out and

cloged the door behind him snd then cams back to say I heerd thet it was good end

I wes plessed elthough it waesn't bscsuse most times nobody hears my jokes because
I'm inclined to throw them awsy which is maybe the best thirng to do with thom end
shortly efterwards I left GCSmith snd wendered downsteirs or rathsr downclevator

by myaelf tc the lobby where I fell smong hucksters more or less the samu crcwd &s
lest night except that something new hed been added called Jim Webbert only of
course I didn't know who he wes and took him for ancther vile huckster although he
kept offering me cigarettes and exploding his lighter under my nose gnd I don't
think he krew who I wes either but figursd thet if I wes with the pros I was im=
porfant ancugh to be offered cigarsttes to and it turned out he had e notebook
with 211 the importent pecople's fevourite cigarettes and drinks listed and every-
one wss emused when Tucker sskad had he sexusl preferences 1listed too end because
he hed Jchn W, Cempbell aznd George O, Smith on the seme page end it wes all very
interesting but I figured thero should be & lot of people arriwing I wentsd to muet
like legaly Banister and Shelby Vick end Honry Burwell so I excused myszslf on the
grounde that I wented to se¢ if the Terrace Cesino wes svailabls for the recording
Graogg Calkins wanted to meke of FANNIUS McCAINIUS with the originel cest snd in the
Fr,oa,
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lobby I ran across Lee Hoffman whom I hadn't seen since morning end we went down

to the torrsce czsino but instead of fens it was full of peculisr poeople like acc-
ountants or Catholic girls or something so we went up to the lobby again and met
vsrious peopleé erriving snd then went with Sam Moscowitz to Wimpey's Glorified
Hemburger where we drenk several chocolete malts and talked sbout one thing end
probsbly asnother but tho only thing I cen romember is how wonderful chocolate mslts
wuro so that I swore s mighty oath that I would drain Chicego dry of chocolate malt
but I had the job only hglf finished when ws went bsck to the hotel end rosmed
eround talking to lots of puoplo but nons of them svwme to hava writton s convention
roport yet so I don't know who thuoy wcra. ’

And that's 811 I can rememboer about Fridsy. Or rathosr most of Fridey end & good
part of Ssturdsy. T do rumember though, with horrid vividnsss, thet the phons rang
et 7,30z2m thet morning. I didn't think there oven was such s time. It was Dave Ish,
He had just mrrived, snd was full of energy and enthusiesm end horribls things like
thet, There should be a lsw sgainst young fens arriving at Convention hotels &t im-
vossible times in the morning full of c¢nergy and enthusiasm. I explained that I'd
hed less then eight hours sleep in the last five days snd the gonvention hadn't sven
started yet, and that if I got up st ell thet dey it would be sfter noon. I droppsd
ths receiver in the general ares of the rest end relapsed into unconsciousness. 1
should have told the operstor not to put through eny mors cslls, but at the time
such a brilliant stratagom wss bsyond my powers of thought. The phons begen to ring
every ten minutes. After s while I begen snswering it "“ster Greham spesking" and
when they asked for me I told them Willis wss dead. But no ons belisved it but me.

Finglly I gsve in and got up, elmost falling aslsep in ths shower. I wont down-
stairs end hed four cups of coffes. I med Dave Ish on the way, but decided to let
him live. It wes still to hot to est, end besides I felt terrible. I mst Kemslar
snd Hoffmen end we bought s bottle of Indien ink and went up to my room. It wesn't
zn artists’ drirking perty. we just wented to mske some additions to the Tucker Hotsl
nlan I'd brought with me. Then ws Just sst there half asluep and talked until it wes
time to register for the convantion, We took our plsces et the end of the line. I
had my membership ticket all ready---I'd been csreful to pack it because I'd have a
long way to go back for it--but somsone brought Lee and ms slong to the front and
registered us before everyons clsa. The direct edministration of raw egoboo like
that can bs embarrassing.

At 8 guerter to three we were in the Conventlon Hall locking for s table. I wented
ong nesr the door so that st leest I wouldn't snore right into the PA system, but
someone celled us and we wers wedged st & crowded teble helf wey down the terracs.
The Convention was supposed to ctert st three, but it wesn't until 4.15 that Korshsk
got up snd announced there hed been & dslay--some of us had noticed that--and that
it wes due to the fact that Catholic girls had been using the hall. You got the
impression that they hed been doing Nemeless Things in it. He nromised faithfully
thet there w uld be no further delay. This ennouncement wes punctuslly followed by
ten minutes delay, during which someons called pleintively for Bes Mahaffey over
the PA syctem. lany fens who slso wentsd Bes Mshaffey fslt thet the PA system gave
him an unfeir edventege. After e finsl dssperate entresty "Does enyone know where
Bea is?" Bill Hemling meds s greceful little speech of welcome end {orshsk got up
to introduce the guests.

In some ways this wes thae besgt turn of the Convention. Korshsk's eyesight is on
= pzr with his knowledge of present-day fandom, snd he spent morse time apologising
for the first then introducing the second. After picking out the few notsbles in
the front rows he pesred duspeiringly sbout the auditorium, being finelly recduced
to calling on just anyone whose nsme ha hsppened to know, Hs had snnounced first
thet he wes going to "jump from table to table”, a prospect which delighted meny of
us who felt that an scrobatic turn of this sort was just what the Convention needed
and were looking forward to the review of it in the BURROUGHS BULLITIN. But before
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he even sterted beating hie bresst end swinging on the chandelier, Xorshek unecc-
ountahly turned vicious, threatening to "strike here esnd there st rendom" end to
Yhit es meny peopls et thie tebles g5 ha possibly could,¥ Ngturelly, this terrified

the guests snd they cowered in the shadows 5 C)PJ;

so thet he couldn't find them. This soemsd Ciofﬁl, ,

to infuriste Korshsk even mora. He knew % \ V(pjobd

they woere thers gll right. He produced Gfif:’ Ny '

the registration papers to prove it, and 5 : \; / L)C}L} e
L4

revesled blsckly thet he was going to
"shoot up and down the list, picking out
the highspots®. Among the highspots so
picked out were verious ornsments of
aptediluvisn fandom, well known to fan
historisns, and such luminaries of to-
morrovw's fandom as Herlsn Xllison end
Roger Sims. Among the noncntities left
to their obscurity were Lee Hoffmun, Max
Kessler, Shelby Vick, Henry Burwell,
Rich Zlsberry, %vae Firestone, GMCerr,
snd virtuslly every other fen who hss
been hyperactive in the last few yesrs. The only rssson I got among the immortels
wes thet for s good hslf hour Henry Burwell hed besn shouting 'Welter Willis!™

end pessing cards up under Korshsk's nose with "INTRODUCE WALT WILLIS™ written on
them in block letters. He was on the point of orgsnising s fireworks display with
my name spelled out in coloured lights when Korshsk, running out of nemes he re-
membered from the most recent issuse of THE TIME TRAVILLER, reluctently introduced
me. I stood up and wsvad a orogramme, grinning foolishly. after a decent intervsl
I set down sgein, snd noticed to my dismay thst Korshek wes still pesring deeper-
etoly about the suditorium. I locked eround for something to throw at him, but
baefore I could 1ift the table he asked me to stand up =zgain. I stood up, weved
programmes above my hesd like & helicopter, end wes about to let off a smell
hydrogen bomb when he saw me. I was ths only fen introduced twice to thet convent-
ion. No wonder McCain thinks I heve s split personslity.

Korshek st lest gave up the struggle and introduced the members of the Committeae
who were, fortunstely, just under his noss. Judy Mey then introduced the gsvel
which is to be handed down from convention to convention, snd very nsarly broke
the lins of descent thers end then by hitting the table two terribls blows with it.
After 8 nicse littloe spesch sbout the present-dey prostige of sciencs fiction sho
wes prouscnted with a bouquut of roses slightly bigger then herself but not helf
ee attrective,

After thset I'11 bet there were sunnouncements snd things, but I was fesling too
dreadful to pey eny sttention to them. I decided thet if I wes going to lest throug
this convention I would hsve to get some sleep, so I went to bed., This wes the most
sensible thing I have sver dons in my lifo. I left instructions for Lee to ring me
at p.30 sharp, which she ssys she did. In fact she says she rang for five minutes
without geotting sny answor. She got worrisd and called Shelby Vick, who csme in
from next door to view the body. He didn't heve eithar the heart or the strength
to weken me, but he could see I was breathing so he left me until asbout 11. I got
up, still feeling fairly dopey, end wendered into Burwell's room where & girl
called Rosen whom I'd navor hesrd of before came up and celled me a chiseller. My
morele momentarily shattered by this unexpoctsd ettack on its most vulnersble
point, I retreceted through the nuxt room snd took & glass of whiskey, Les Hoffman,
end en elevstor up to the top floor. We looksed in at the penthouse perty but it
wes too noisy for us in our prosent steto so wo just sst for a while on tho steps
to the obsorvetion tower and locked at Ciicego end telked. After a while we went
“#3. 40.*he penthouse psrty, just in time to bs thrown out eslong with sveryons élse.
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I don't know what had teen going on---gll we hed seen was Sturgeon playing his
guitsr end it didn't seem es bad cs all that---but T suppose this was the nighnt

gll the demagoe was done in the ponthouse, beceuss it was the next dsy thet ell the
rumours started rbeout Les Jole having fleown back to Frisco in an unscheduled huffl,
disenchanted with fandom. dctusllty he did stsy on in ths hotel, though he withdrew
from o1l perticipetion in the officisl progrsmme end he certsinly wss gore. No won-
der, beceussa it seems thore wes ovar e hundred dollars worth of dsmage done to the
Little Men's penthouse thet night. At the end of the Convoention they were sfraid to
check out becsuse they hadn't got thc monsy to psy for it. Burwell overhssrd them
discussing it and though he hedn't Dbeen in ths penthouss said he didn't like to
think of them going home fesling liko that shout fane end geve Les 20 +fowsrds the
bill. ®d Wood chinped in with smothor ton and so did orne L.J.Grant of Chicago. Thess
wore gll the nsmes I was »ble to gat, but in s few minutes Les hed mors than $10C
end just stood there with tesrs In his eyes. Thet's just typlcal of fendom. Souas-
times it's enough to dissnchent suyone, but it’s full of nics peopla.

There was such sn immensc horde of rofugcos from the oonthouss weiting for the
clovetors that Loue suggestod we welk @own to the 20th Floor end cstch the local.
yscif gnd Forry Ackornan and o f3v¢ othur congonitel maniacs followed her, end some
hours lgter stsggered ocut into the £0th Floor, which amezingly snough wses still
thers. Ws wouldn't have bsen surprised if the hotel ked bsen rebuilt in our absencs,
Wwe went on down to the Committss suites, but one lcock =t thet amosba-liko msss wss
gnoctgh. & docided we'd prefer a nics roomy sardine cen sny day snd went out for
soms chocolate malts, At lesst thet's whet I had. Necier! Then we went bsck to the
Atlanta cuits end talked till some time in ths morning.

I got up st ten, feeling fine sxcept for worry sbout my spsech =t the bansust. I
went next door to find that Burwell erd Vick end Calkins had besn up =211 night, and
locksd it. So hed Bez Mishaffey, vho didn't. I took somo of thoir coffes and iced
weter, which were both st the sesme tempersture, and bogsn to write my specch on
Burwell's portabls typor. Of course I'd had .
s speuch written out wecks ego, full of fan-
nish =llusions, but ons look mt that Convun-
tion told msa it wouldnft do. Thon I hzd bresk- -
fest with Hoffmen, Ksasler, Kyls and Calkins
and wont slong to the FAPA mevting, I don't
kpnow if it was cvex by thenor whether it just
never got stesrted, but the only faps present
wers Gilderr, Les Hoffmsn, Hsl Shepiro, isrtin
Alger end "alter Coslet, and thsre wes just
gome desultory conversation. I think everyone
was subconsciously expscting Burbee snd Lansey
to anpear 1n their midst in s piller of fire.
Thers had becn a rumour they were here the
previous day--tlsberry snd thapiro =nd Briggs \§
tgd peseed themselves off on “Jebbert es 3oggs, (;_ \
Leney end Burbee---but no one else was fooled .——
except Kessler =nd Hoffmen and me. ‘e meraly
heard that Boggs had arrived, which we just could wish ourselves into believing,
and gll threc of us rushsd msdly slong to the room only to find Blsberry grinning
at us sarcasticelly.

Unpunctueily s« 1.45 the Convention startsd esgsin, with the pro editors' panel.
Bouchur ssid the various magazines were not competitors, and something 9lse equally
geniel but not so ridiculous on which I cen't docipher my noteos. I wich these
poopic would speek moro lugibly. Browne, on the defensive right from +the start,
teiked ebout the letters ho'd been getting on 'zsbesios papsr' snd defiantly des-
eribed Hicky Spillene (currcntly disfiguring in FANTASTIC) as "one of the best
science fiction writers in Amurica." Through the generzl daze induced by this re-
rerkshle appraissl Browne tried to pass off or us the squally romarkable argument
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that if fans didn't object to sf in the Saturday Evening Post they had no right
to object when sf magazines printed detective stories. (Mr Spillane's career as
g8 science fiction writer had lested approximately 30 seconds.) This was more or
less equivalent to saying that if we didn't object to digging our food out of the
ground we had no right to object wiin we were served dirt in our dinner. This
glittering target hung temptingly in the eir, but John W. Ceampbell wmanfully ig-
nored it in favour of a few stultifyingly uncontroversisl remsrks about the var-
ious magezines being complementary to cne snother. Evelyn Gold promptly livened
things up agein by being uncomplimentary to aSF with e delicicusly innccent com-
ment about how she--~or at least GALAXY--kept Tcllowing Mr Campbell, obviously
implying just the cppesite. She went on to give somo interusting news, as did
Lester del Rsy who said he had got up cut of bed to follow her. Ne one fcund
this surprising. Hamling engagingly dofonded IAGINATION's 'all things to all
fen' policy end was followed by new beoy Sam Mines. He started off by seying how
gs an editor smong sll these writers end fans he folt liko & carrct entering a
group of hungry rabbits, but the sudivnce found him vory much to thsir taste

and h. went down very wall.

Palmer made¢ a specch about O07's policy as dissrmingly frank mss his own edit-
crigls, Oi hed no pelicy. He said however that it hed = new sssociate oditcr,in
the form of Bea Mshaffey. I can think of few better forms, but I doubt if in
actual fact Bea can ever be really much more than s glorified consultant. The
man who pays the paver calls the tune. Though I must ssy that Palmer told mse
later that he recently wrote s story for OF and submitted it to Bea, who re-
Jected it. He rewrote it and Bea rsjected it again, whereupon he sent it to
Howard Browne. (I don't know what Browns did with it--ho scums to be st thes end
of the line. ilaybe hs passed it on to the Saturday Evening Post.)

Quinn of IF made a short but emusing spesch quoting a lstter by & fan who
pammed everything in IF unmercifully and then snclosced a sub. Cuinn scemed to
think this nullified the criticism, it not having occurrsd to him thest the fen
wes orobably & completist.

Next came the questions session, starting off with one thet was inspired only
in the sense that it had been cooked up beforehand to start the bslls rolling.
It wes why they were all in the editing businsss. Ressons vsried from love of
money te marrying H.L.Gold, but most of them seid they liked it tcec, even Howard
Browne. JWC said it was beceuse he was interested in speculative thinking and
wanted someone to help him do it. It's interesting thet JuC was the cnly psrson
there whe could not only say thst sincerely, but bes buelisved.

In a discussion about format Browne sgid Ziff Davis thought the pulp mag was
dead. No one suggested they knew because thsy had killed it.

A more interesting question was why edifors don't write more. JWC, st whom
it was cbviously simed, said he had @ sort of gentleman's egrevment with Strest
and Smith. Apparently he didn't think it wes quite fair to 5&5 to writs indup-
endently while in their employ, end 5%S didn't think it was quitc fair sithor.
Semething will have to by done about Strset snd Smith.

After they had all been coy =bout their circulstion there came-a question
which gave everyone their long sweited chance to jump on Howard Browne. It was
"What is the place in science fiction of the impinging fislds of detective
fiction etc?" Or, in Brudc Bnglish, "Micky Spillano! What the hell?"

Browne came out of his corner fighting. Millions of people read Spillanse.

He would help FANTASTIC mske money and thet, he implied, was that. Bvelyn Gold,
unshesthing her clews egasin, evologised for not being able to hesar what Browne
had spid, though she was sitting right beside him. She didn't think Spillsne
would attrsct steady readers. Browne, spesking & little louder, said if he was
preved wrong he was willing to take his place in the breadlins. Apparently he
kneusded the dough.

irec said nothing of importance and Boucher said that was what he was just
going to say. In an improbable alliance with Browne J.7 vouchsafed the opinion
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that the best cource of new sf readers was from emong detective story readers.
Del Rey made the excellent point that there were no detsctive story readers.
8rowne sald there were no detective story readers becauss there were no good
detective storiee. Del Rey said there were no geod Getectivs stories.beceuse
therc were no ‘detective story resders.

Before it had beon decided which came first, the grunch or the eggplant, the
argument concluded. It's difficult to say who won it. In a sense Browne did, be-
cause he brought everyone elss down to his level. The whole thing was fought on
the basic assumption that the only c¢riterion waes commercial success, whersas--
though it may sound old-fashioned end cld world---ths real point is thet snyone
who traffics in the effluents from the Spillane sewer is doing real harm to his
fellow men. Marihuesna peddling is also commercielly successful.

On the guestion of reprints Browne was mors likeable. He was so disarmingly
frark thet one felt pretty sure neither Mir Ziff nor Mr Davis was within earshot.
He said Ziff had mede him reprint the Poe stories, snd all he could do was pick
the shortest ones he could find., "Mr Ziff,” he said, "thinks that Mr Poe is. still-
writing gocd science fiction.,"

After the questions the speskers all stood up amid epnlee-3, like the lest
night of a musicel comedy, snd the convention edjourncd for the suction. I didn*
intend tec try to buy anything, though I thought I might bid for the April 43 aSF
if it ceme up, just to pernetustse & fannish traditicn. I just wendered around
locking for pecple I'd missed seeing sc far and trying net to get to nervous sbout
the banquet. I didn't succeed toc well at either. Inexorably the hour came when
I had to mount the platform. Among those present on the eczffold at this time
were deCemp, E.Z.5mith, Clifford. Simek, and Jeck Willismson. I carried on brief
conversations with them all as we drifted past one esnother like ships in the night,
driven by the whims of the organisers in their attempts to arrange us in the
least hideous array. Simak 2nd I played several rubbers of musical chairs which
I must have won, because I was finally placed next to Ginny Ssari. Or maybe this
wes on the theory that no one locking in that direction would notice me, for I
noticed to my slight horror that everyone elsc wags dressed up while I was still
in wko sportscost and baggy trousers. However I hadn't anything else with me so
there wac nothing to be done except look as if I was an apostle of dress reform.
It's not the sort of thing that really embarrasses me--I just hoped the Committ-
ee's feslings weren't hurt.

After some more arranging of thorns betwesn roses the benquet was served. I
stared at the first dish in horror. Was sll my work come to naught? Had T not
written s widely disseminated article designed to slert all Americe as to my
tastes in food? And now, at this banquet expressly designed in my honour, what
do they serve me? Lettuce! Oh, the horror of it. I toyed with' the ide=s of throw-
Ting the plate in the feces of the Committes end stalking out, ignoring their
piteous pless to return. T knew I would hsva fasndom bohind me. From LASFS to
C8FL {2ns would bresths to ons another in shocked whispersi "Did yeu hear what
they actuelly served Willis ot the Chicon?”...."Not, not lettuco?"..."Yos, lot-
tucol" Klsberry would write en Open Letter to Harry B. Moore thanking him for
not having poisoned the gucsts of honocur a2t thce Nolacon. I should be =z martyr
to fandeom. Furthermore, I would have got out of making a speech.

But on the other hand T wes sitting next to Ginny Saari. I remained where I
was and toyed idly with the dish. (No, not Ginny Ssari.) I poked vicicusly at
the vile stuff until someone came snd took eway the mengled remrins., Adter that
they served some food. It was good, but I partock of it sparingiy though I hadn't
egten since morning. No doubt I was going to disgrace myself in iniumerabtle ways
but gt ile=zst I was not going to be sick. I don't remember what the food was ve-
cavnse I wes talking to Ginny Saari, but I do romembervthinking +thav ocut taere in
tne derkness everycne must be commonting on the peculiar way I used my krlilc
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and fork. I felt that maybe I should rise
end make a bried speech explaining that it
wasn't just thst I didn't know any better,
but thet in Burone everyone ste this way
and 1 could prove by tims and motion study
that it involved l6ss muscular effort,
less wear and tesr on cutlery, and loss
delay in the elevation of nutriment then
the Amsricesn systom. But orn the wholo 1
decided to restrein my impaticnce to meke
8 speech.

In due courses the banquet ended and the
debris was cleared eswey. Will F. Jenkine
then performed 1952's Greatest Servics To
The Cause Cf Scisence Fiction by remsining
absent end leeving Robort Bloch to master
the toast. Bloch was wonderful. Aftor his
onening remarks I felt decp within mo effim conviction that it was the unanimous
feeling of the Convention that 211 us other guests should remain silent for the
rest of the evening and just let Bloch telk. I for onc was willing, nay eager,
to sacrifice my ovn olace on the nrogramme. But not so Hugo Gernsbsck. Nothing
was going to stopn him reading his speech after he spent all thet money getting
it printed. He got a tremendous welcome. Personally I thought the ovation wss
rgther to him as the almost accidentsl symbol of science fiction thsn to Gerns-
back himself, but Hugo seemed to entertain no such doubts.

Now Hugo is a nice old boy, kind, courteous and s thorough gentleman. He is
glso the Faether of Science Fiction and a respected figure in thc publishing
world. Furthermore hs stood Forry and me a lunch in Los Angoles. Al1 these are
mighty virtues. MNevertheless it seems to me that the paper he resed, however in-
teresting in itself, was not sltogether suitable for the occasion. It4: whole
point was that pcople who foresaw inventions should heve s cut of the pstent
royslties, a suggustion from which no one would stend more to gszin than Hugo
Gernsback. In fact, if it had been law he would own helf the world today and
the rest of it tomorrow. 1t seems to me thet a World Science Fiction Convention
is not the place to =sir a private brain weve like this, espscielly ons es odd
as the idea that people should be paid just for thinking of things it would be
nice to have. I know that Bugo felt he was speaking for all sf writers, but
when he was reported in the paners what sort of publicity was going to result?
Not something about the vrestige of modern science fiction, but that Hugo
Gernsback thought of the wheel even befors the Russiaens.

However it was a good spesch and Hugo sat down to epplauss not much lsss en-
thusiastic then before. Bloch then introduced Sprague de Camp, who obviously
loves making speeches. He was good---a lot funnier than his humerous novels,
which to we have eslweys sutfered from the slight defect thst they aren't funny.
Scmeane told me during the Convention thaet de Camp has rna sensa.of humeur at
all. Powever, it ssems he is 3 very intolligent men, snd after many years of
observation and experiment he has sucesedad -in -iseleting the elements in & sit-
ustion that other peonle consider smusing. Retiring to the privacy of his lab-
oratory, de Cemp then combines these elements in new combinetions and produces
these novels of his which anparently roll some people in the aisles. However,
synthetic or not, his speech struck me as genuinely funny. Meybe he's got
hold of & new formula.

Doc £mith, who obviously doesn't love msking specoches, followod by explain-
ing in his modest wey how ho didn't oxpect to heve to makoc this ono, snd wont
on to confoses diszrmingly that his provious onos had ell boen carcfully written
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out beforehand. I loved this part of his talk, especislly when he pointed out
that people who can write can often not speek in public and shouldn't be expected
to., Me and «.7.8mith,; I thought. But ke then cut the ground from under my feet
end proved himself o fraitor tc tho cause by meking one of the bast spesches of
the Convention. Though I thirk he'd have got nearly as much applause if he'd
merely reed the stock exchangs quotetions in e Swshili dislect, =s epparently I
did et the Loncon. Hs is just about the best loved person in scicnce fiction.

Simek csme next with enother intelligent contribution, but I 3idn't he=r s word
of it because I was on next. This was the moment I'd been dreeding for the last
six months and it wes sll worse then my vivid imagination had ellowad for, sven
after seaing that terrifying photo of ths Terrece Cesino. All thuse nwnfsens, the
footlights, the calibre of tho other spsskers, the microphones which wers so low
I knew I'd heve to crouch over them like @ gorilla, or risk them coming to pieces
in my hends when I tried to adjust them. My only comfort was thel the Committse
had gone out of their wey to roeassure ms I could be es brief as I liked and since
everything was alresdy running lete I could tske them at their word.

Simek finished his spesch and sat down. Bloch introducsd meé in the most tactful
and unemberrassing wey possible. I welked to the rosirum. Good old Gwesdorf hurr-
ied forward and sdjusted the mikes intslligently. I spoke for a few minutes, making
three bad jokes that were laughed et and one good ons that wasn't. I went back te
my place and sat down., Life, it seemed, wont on. I had never reslly thought of it
doing that. "hile I wes getting used to this extraordinary behaviour on the part
of 1ife Bouchsr csme up from the floor of ths housa, with a remark that coming up
to the platform like this was a Conventionmanship ploy worthy of Bob Shaw. I wes
delighted and resolved to airmeil Bob about it first thing tomorrow. Boucher fin-
ished his witty speech and the banquet wszs over.S5till suffering from shock I went
dowvn into the hall end met Heaslsr and Hoffman. They threw their arms around me
affectionately and said my speech was wondsrful and they were proud of me. I loved
them for that. They can have my right arm any time they like, and I'll even pay
the postage. I knew it wesn't true but at lsast I must have been intelligible. I
loved not only Keassler end Hoffmen, but everyone---the fans, the pros, America,
life, the Convention. Ths Convention:! iy Ghod, hers was this wonderful thing going
on and.1'd besn wasting helf of it worrying about a trifle like a spsech. I de-
clarsd the Convention open a2s far as willis wems concerned end went to change my
shirt.

Soon afterwsrds thsothros of us mst agsin in Lue's room. The function of ksx and
mo wss to porsuado Les thet she could possibly come to the mgsqusrade in her cost-
ume. 2 had beon rosdy to do this no msttor what the costumo was, but when wé saw
it wo knsw we had a ghod-given mission to givo it to the world. She hed mimeosd
pagcs of § on shests of silk snd mado thum into s dress. ith this snd es many
octher ingenious Hoffmanotions 2s e contents page of  sho wes attired es its lest
issuo. e were overcome with admiration. ax was so inspired he resolved to comé
in costume after all. 4After some thought he took off his shirt and shoes, rolled
up his trousers, and came as a fan from Missouri. I put on my confederste hst end
we sat off for the slevetors.

A lot of people had slready arrived, and more were coming every minute. Ivelyn
Gold was fetching 2= GALAXY in a stardusted evening dress end meny of the other
girls had pretty costumes, but the men seemed to prefer to coms ss monsters. e
roamned arcund sezying hello to psonlo. Svery time we met someone not in costume I
would ca2v "I say, thet's clever," and Lee would ssy "Gad what s terrifying cost-
ume, ” end liex would say “Gosh, you look horrible." and of course if they were in
costune we would ask them why they weron't. We did this to &.J.Byrne, who wes dis-
guised horribly as The Thing, green skin and fangs and all. He csught on quick and,
goming umsxnesiedlv on conservateively dressed Forry Ackerman, reeled awsy gibber-
ire witn terror, Shortly the ounch wes served. This was compounded from fruit
juice and absolute alcohol under the expert supervision of George Q. Smith, whom
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the Little lier had co-opted as spirituous adviser. After this things livened up,
and becgme & 1‘iftle more like my original idea of an Americen convention. A pro-
ceseion of feas wen wsaving its wey round the hell singing, to trhs tune of 'John
Brown's Redy', s scng which bogan “Glury How We Hete Ray Bradbury.™ A smoller
groun wes staiping scwme zort of mimsd plsy, surroundgd by 2 group of carisus on-
lockers. Scmeone wes snooting flying saucers out of & gun. melizopisr beanies

were' in evidence. The floor wzs littered with flssh buibks. In one corner there
wes oven a water pistol fight going on. Scmsonse was lying on the flows sfter this
and we thought it wes part of an act, but it seems Irom SFNL tha®t he vas sclually
hurt. another cesuslty round sbout this tims was CMCarr, vhum we nad lset saen got
up 8s a womsn with three heads. Appsrently she got the middie ons caught in th?2
elevetor door. Ve wers reelly gorry to hear this, though lax vommenmea cel*ouFJy,

*T hope tha hotel ooesn 't sue."

it i

He glways spoaks in 1ntwr]1neatlons He was nearly balng a casualty hlmself that
night. He wes accustomed tc wading berefoot through spilled punch, but the broken
glass took more getting used to.

I'd meant to go up to the Atlants suite st 1 o'clock, but I got roped in to
judge the costumes, along with £ill Hemling and Shelby Vick. Being inexperienced
ir thesc affeirs, we tock the most logical and least tactful way of doing it---
had the contestants nareds befors us several times while we resjected them one by
one. Bill Famling, the onc with the most moral courege, got the job of pronounc-
ing our sentences, which he did with grest suavity and tect. The main edventage
of this procedure was that wo got seversl excellent views of Ginny Seari, being
the only people in the hsll who could reslly take in the finer points of her
costume without avpearing rude. Finally ws gave her first prize, I don't see how
any red-blooded male could have done otherwise, but mctuelly the best costumes
there from the point of view of wit end originality belonged to two girls who
didn't enter for the contest---Lée FHoffman and a girl from the Little Men's party.
The letter casused a resl sensetion by gvopsaring in » low cut dress whose neckline
plunged on either side of a shockigly lifelike third breast.

3y the time I got up to the Atlants suite--the 770 of this convention--things
were very quiet. It seems this unusual stete of affeirs was due partly to Bill
tntrekin snd partly to the house dstectives. Bill hsd imported a carboy of some
11quid that seems *o have besn the Americsn equivalent of potesn, and it had
wrought hasvoc. Zob Farnham innocently took one glass snd passed out for ten hours,
come other fens who tried it wesre never heard of again. Some ssy it even made
"Henry Burwell's eyebrow twitch. I would however like to deny the rumour, first
spread by Tucker, thet my esteomed collsasgue Jim Harmon passed out in front of ths
alevators. This ie not true. In ectusl fact Jim came to in front of the slevetors.
while the cortege bearing his body was baing questionsd by tho house detoctives.

My remembrencer Cregg Celkins says I was talking that night with him, flsberry,
bhapire, Van Splewn and some othar peopls, but 211 memory of whst we talked about
hes baon blasted from my mind by thc stark horror of seeing thet Max Keaslcr was
drinking ginger beer mixed with creme de menths.

Next morning I waes swekened by the phons ringing and Bd Wood telling me I was
due to spesk in the penel debete and could I hurry on down. I asked would I have
time to shave end he seid yos. Grestly daring I ssced would I have time for g
cup of coffee and he ssid yes. After such consideration I didn't like to ssk him
would I have time to nropere = spasch, which I'd figured on doing thst morning. I
had something elready, but it wes for = proposer and not a seconder and would need
to be altered. Twenty four hours ego the prospect of doing this on the spot would
have terrified me, but I was a new man since the banquet. I shaved and had some
cof fee and strolled into the hall just in time. Moskowitz introduced us and Evens
amd Tood led off while T cut chunke out of my speesch and scribbled smaller ones in.
It &11 went off OK I suppose, though I wes still hslf asleep. I think sveryone
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else was too, so it woulcn't have mattered enyway. I don't think eny of us felt like
constructive forces in science fiction that morning, sxcept maybe the people who
were trying to orove ve weren't., Pereonally I [elt mors like 2 cun of coffec. The
most interesting part was the question period, when Jim Harmon got up and mede s
speech the vurvort of which seemsd to be that Jos Gibson wes en imbecile. As if this
wes & mere procedursl error, hoskowitz tcld him mildly thast he must ask & guestion,
not make a speach, ‘hereupon Jim, logically enough, ssked the nanel whether or not
wa agresd thet Joe (ibson wes an imbucile. It scemed to me et the time that this
would have bson 2 much more interesting subject than the one we had and I'd heve
liked to ssk Jim to state & cass. !aybe we could have got Joeo to take the negstive
and had a8 full drcss debate on this controversisl topic. Unfortunately Sall ruled the
question out of order so I nsver found out whet hed made Jim so ceger to give his
revelation to the world,

After this it was announced thst the rast of the progremme would be postponed
until the efternoon and I went out to get some breakfast and sirlstter forms. I asked
8 Chicesgoan the wey to the Post 0ffice and ho not only understood me but politely
cshowed me the way. which just proves neither you rnor I can beslieve apything the %ng-
lish tell us about each other. =

The sfternoon session ctarted with e book publishsrs' nanel, it says here, It might
have besn a trouve of dancing girls for =11 I knew, because I wes too busy telking
to 211 sorts and conditions of peovle to vay any ettention. Lveryone stopped telking
when Bloch ceme on though. I just don't ses how it's possible to heve s good conven-
tion without Bloch. 1 thirk he shculd be preserved intect for futurs generstions,
ipmortel like Tucker. Ths very next time I heve s million dollars I'm going to rent
an hotel and throw a commznd convention for half Britich fandom and nesrly sveryons
I met at Chicago. Bloch will intervens while Temnle and arthur Clarke ere insulting
one snother, Cs:rnell will bs MC, Tubb will handls the zuction, and Keassler will make
occasionel devastating comments over the P4 system. And the whols thing will he
filmed with sound so that I won't have to sit hers besting my brains out trying to
remember what neonle said., I'm afraid I mors or lsss stovped taking notes efter the
benguet. I was having so good & time. Cf courss I cen ramember = few things ebout
3loch's sowech, liks hov he nemed Zvelyr (old 2nd Bes wshaffey as the wditors he'd
most like to submit to, &and how he telked ebout somsonse being =o busy hs couldn't
oven take & counle of hours off to wdit en sntholoyy., end how he compared.the flight
of 3 shin in interstellar snaca to a thought flacehing through an editor's heac and
how he oresentsd s tciluet seat to Judy sy and threw a ssucer at ,illy Ley. 3But for
811 I know, Johr .. Cemnbell may have done all thess things and morey I just don't
remember. I know I'm failing in my duty as =
convention revorter in neglecting this imoor-
tent snesch, and I'm sorry. However, sll is
not lost. 1 do hzonon to havs ong rots of :
vhet kr Camobell said and though I cen': : T o
quite understand it just now it must obviously <
ve very significsant. Annarently st one point
in his wdcres® made the following statement,
£s near s5 1 can mske out:; "Hawming beys ats
kenr levy." I heven't scen this remark repn-
ortad in the press, fo nerhans it has been
sutoreseed in the interests of nstionsl sec-
urity snd the FBI zre upn in Csmvbsll's office
ggain, If go. the next gensretion of fans
wi}1l hesr about it. Frequently.

It's no wondsr I can't understsnd what /
notes I have here. bocause psonlu koot dron- ﬂéﬁ/
ping by our table snd tslking, Zvory few min- [ /
ut 3s somwone would come slong asking had wu ix
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seen so-and-so and Mex would invariebly reply "Over *hers" end point to the other
side of the recom. If we'd steyed thsre long enough wax would have had the whole
convention up against that wall. but after Campbell's speech we went up on the
rocf a2nd flew pesper seroplanss, -e'd nlenty of fanzines with us and were able to
follow several interesting lines of research. One of the most important contrib-
utions to seronsuticel decign made by Holfmen, Keesler end ©illis thet afternoon
was that phto-offset eseroplanes {ly much better than mimeosd ones. Meybe it's bpe-
ceuss their contents sro measnt to bse on s higher plane or maybe it's just that
they fold more resdily. Aanyhow ths theory was proved mhen a Hoffman Msrk IV ohoto-
of fsat model flsw halfway out owver Lake e

Yichigan 2t sn sltitude of 38 stories snd
then wheeled in esn enormous arc over Chi-
cege. Few fenzines can have had 8 wider
circulation.,

Faving proved that fandom wgs a const-
ructive force in science fiction we went
downsteirs egein becsuse I wented to see
- the voting for tke next convention. I
don't went you to think I'm just a dil-
ettante constructor of pasver aeroplanss
witheut my heart in the work, it's just
that I siuply had to ses this ballot.
This was history, the sort of thing thet
gots reported at longth in The Immorteal
Storm. I got out my notsbook and detor-
mired to miss nothing. (By the way, look-
ing st this notebook again, I'vs just re= -
member sd what Cempboll reslly said, bo-
cause there's s Koesler comment under-
naeth I've just ‘deciphsred. Csmrbell ssid
"Human beinge sre humsn buings" snd Mex
said "That's s broad ststement.")

There were nine contendors---New York Kyle, Naw York Sﬁkora, Philsdelphia, Ind-
isnspolis, Detroit. Ssn Francisco, Beltimors, Nisgare Fglls snd Pittsburgh--end
they were pleced in order by being dreswn from & het py Fritz Loiber Jr. Jr. oykora
claimed the nominetion on behelf of the Gusesns Science Fiction Leagus, the New
York Science Fiction Society, znd the Americen Science Fiction Socisty. Lyle, not
to be outdone, claimed it on berelf of the iestern Sciencs Fiction Socisty, the
Mew York Science Fiction Lesgue, the Bronx Science Fiction Club, the Hydres Club,
snd the NMew York Chspter of the Little nonstars of Americs. The iwo protagonists
stood panting at each other while bshind the scenes their supporters hestily con-
stituted further fan clubs in case reinforcements were needed.

Round about here I'm 2frgid 1 started to get mixed up. Mot bscsuss there seecmed
to be mors fen clubs in New York than fens, but becsuss ©,i,Ivens got smong them
somé way or other and confused me. Besides, neople kept telking to ms while I was
trying to sort everything out. These .merican fans don't saem to resliss how
hi§§g§ig thess matters are. No reverence, that's the trouble. I didn't catch up
with the march of events until they'd got es far as Detroit, Their spokesmen ann-
ounced that actually they didn't wsnt the Convention at all, it was just thst
they'd got into the habit of bidding for it. This seemed pretty odd, even for fan-
dom, until he went on to sey thet they were in fevour of Frisco and started to
speak on its behelf. I wes overcome with sdmiration at this nest trick for getting

in extrs time for Frisco's case, and got my first inkling of the intrigus that wae-

goimg on bshind the scenss. I got 8 whols bottlefull of inkling almoet immediately
aftsrwerds when I wes celled dovn 1into the smokefilled ares just below the stage
amd told confidentielly that it wes ell arranged thet Philly wes to get the nomin-
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etion, that most of the other bids were dummies snd would be withdrawn at the
crucisl moment so a8 to precipitete s landslide end thet if I would sasy e few
words on behalf of Philly I would get my fare peid over next yesr., This was sall

g0 exciting as to be pretty well impossible. I said ths lsst suggestion wes un-
thinkable, thst I didn't think I should interfers like that in American fgn aff-
girs, snd thst snywsy I thought San Frsncisco should get the nominetion. Then I
climbed over the caucases and wont away by myself to recover. Somewhere ahout this
time peonls were asking questions sbout what facilities the wvarious cities could
offer, meinly interesting for their implied criticisms of the Morrison Hotel. This
wes ths first public exprossion of the widesnrsad disgust everyone folt for the
Lorrison Hotel end their house dutectives and everything they didn't stand for.

At onc voint during the quostions session it soumed clssr thst Niagasrs Fells would
got tho nominetion unenimously if thuy could only promisc that the falls would run
whickcy for threc days. Some shockud mombur of ths audisnce ssked whother we wsntwd
n sorious constructive convention or g drinking brawl, and got thu insvitable
AansSWer.

I finally gsve up hone of writing » connected sccount of =11 this when I was
celled uv onto tho stage to scrutinise tho counting of ths votss. All I know is
that things did work out as I was told they would, that someons voted for Pogo,
and that I thought it was z shams the Littls lien dian't get the nomination efter
they'd werked so hard for it and shown that they could do a good job. It's noct as
if Philadsiohia hed done either. In fact it seemed that they hadn't expected the
nomination at gll ‘end weren't prepared to find it dumped in their leps just becausas,
presumgbly, Mew York fendom couldn't compose its diffourcnces long onough to put on
the convention themsslves. However it wes all very exciting even from the stagse,
and it must have besn hectic in the suditorium. I heard of one New York fan who
hat¢ kis ballet paper tcrn up by others who disagrecd with his vete and hed to
fight his way decwn to the front for anothor.

After the result wds znnounced judy May ceme over tc mo and askod me to meke a
short snscch on bohslf-of world fandom asking overyone to got- bohind Philly and
pull together., This scemed & rather awkward procedurs, but I knew what sho meant
and started trying to work out something thet wouldn't sound too presumptuous. Then
she changed her mind end decided it would be bottoer first thing aftor the interval,
so I went and got an N3F gpplication blank to write on---incidentally they seem to
have becn about the only exhibits that weren't stolsn---joingd the Philcon (or is
it the Wleventh Anniversary Scisnco Fiction Convention?) in tha lobby, and woent out
. to have something to eat.

Afterwards I turned up in the wings with sbout 5000 words, 4500 of which were
crosced out, snd wesited nervously with this clutched in my hot little hend. But
oither the Committes hed forgctten sll about it in the general cheos or hed felt
that the breach between the Little Hen and the others was too decvp oven for my
silver-tongued Irish orstory. Neither would have surprised me.

Grestly relisved, I went back to my teble to listen tc Bob Tucker's wirecordings.
I mi;ht 2s well have gone up to the roof zgein. I kept moving my seet to gut in
line with the spasker veics coil, but any extra high frequonciovs I got that way
werg just 25 unintelligible as ths rest. It-wes very frustrating bucause peopls
wers laughing their heads ofl all eround mes neverthsluss it was not me whe stols
Burweli's wmirecerder after Tucker had finished with it.

After this there was a guitar accompsnied by Ted Sturgeon. It was a nice guiter.

The bellet was surprisingly good. Bgllet.is eslways inherently ridiculous, gnd it
was a tribute to this one that nobody laughoed at it. In a way it was like 2 copy
of ORB sot tc music---the same prutenticusness end overseriocusness, the ssme pscudo-
sophistication, snd tho samo undcnieble telont. The music wes outstanding.
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After thie there was to have been a play, but it wes cancelled by agreement be-
tween the Committes and the Committee. Ve did get a semple of it, a song by Bea
end Bill Venable. This was so wall received that it hsd to be sung esll over agein,
so people must hsve liked it. A matter of nstionel tsste I supposej personslly it
mede me squirm. I just don't foel = taste in literature is something to sing torch
songs ebout.

I'm sfreid that like sveryone else in the rear of the hall I gave up irying to
follow the Philadelphis group's FALL OF FEN. People were saying thet 1f this hsd
been put on before the voting San Francisco would hsve got the nominstion, but it
would have probsbly been 0K if everyons bshind the third row had been issued with
binoculars and a hesring eid.

Round about this time the winning tickets were drawn in ths verious ballots,
There wers only threc people involvad in this, Forry Ackermen hseld the hat, Zvalyn
Gold drew the tickets, and Doc Barrett collscted the prizes. This labour-saving
arrengomant left everyons else fres to wender ebout =znd talk. Doc Smith stopped
by, sworc me in ss Assistent Moon Commissionoer, snd esked for my sutogravh for his
two deughtors. I was so flabbergasted I forgot to amsk for his. (Not that I collect
autogranhs, but =& s matter of courtesy.) Now, I kept thinking, somothing has happ-
enad thet will reslly impress Jsmes. Next time he spegks of Z,E.Smith in thet hush-
ed voice I will be able to mention casuglly how Doc asked me for my autograph at
the Chicon.

I just cen't romember where (Gerry Davis' snd Harry Harrison's excellent turn
fitted into 911 this. A1l evening I'd been getting up from my table to rosm around
looking for people I wanted to ses., Later on I reported back every couple of minutes
beceuse I1'd been told thers was going to be a formel presentetion of the scroll end
I didn't went anyone think I wes trying to get out of it. When the films started,
however, it began to look s if I wes going to get out of meking yet enother speech
(some time I must publish a collection of my undelivered speeches) end I sneaked s
look at the scroll, which Bill Entrekin hed left with me while he went looking for
someony to present it. This was the first time I'd seen a list of contributors, and
I woes shgken to find how many of them I hadn't met, or worse still hed met without
saying 8 word of acknowledgement. In desperetion I wont esbout pevring at psople’s
chusts like m movie talent scout, end wes shaken egain to find thet peopls were
leeving ell the time. The Convention wes breaking up before my eyes. Somehow I'd
been imagining it would end like the London ones, with evsryene joining hends and
singing 'Auld Lang Syne' or at least stending sround and seying goodbye. Instead it
was just petering ocut in universal chsos. £helby Vick, whom I still thought of es
reving just got in, hed checked out hours asgo. People had aven given up looking for
Henry Burwell, & quest which had united ths whole convention for the first part of
the evening, though poor Henry was still hunting for the ballot prize which head
been stolen. with the end of their ordeel in sight the Committee had got out from
under and were just wandering about muttering to themsselves end looking pethetic-
ally for assurances thet the convention hed besn a success. All the time groups
of people were checking out. It wes like the breekdown of civilisation.

Finglly it dawned on me that the convention wes sctually over, that the only
vestige of the officiel machine still functioning emid the ruins wss the film pro-
jectionist, and thset I could take up my scroll asnd go with a clesar consciencs. I
didn't ‘feel 1like wstching movies, so Les and Max egnd I left to look for a perty.
e were immedietely jeined by Ken Beals. The four of us roamed the hotel for some-
thing 14ike an hour, sesrching for what Bob Shew cslls 'fennish good cheer'. lie
woula strokl slcng disconsolately for a while, someone would suggest a room, we
would zo to the elevators, get out at another identicel floor, find another derk
and silen* rcom, arnd resume our trek through the endless wastes of red carpet. ue
knew thers wes s party going on in the penthouse, but none of us had bevn invited.
We'd thouzht the original three might get in, but we didn't think there wes much
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chance for the four ¢f us. Lec suggested going upsteirs and throwing a psrty off the
rcof, but Ken wasn't in ihs mood.

Some time after 2em we were in the main lobby again when Bea Mshaffey and Henry
Burvell cesme in and czlled me ovor for s ccnsultstion sbout the ballot. I arrsrged
to meet Lee snd Mesx sgein eithsr st Leu's room or in the nsnthouse---like most people
ex gnd T hed checked out of our own rooms thet moraing to seve money---and went out
with Bes snd Honry to z night club. Je sat in sn alcovs and drenk Tom Collins's sand
telked es best we could while s brassy women seang et s pisno in & niche sbova the bar
and gnother cne with no ciothos on swam srournd in & gluss tank. (Ged, how I've lived.)

After p while I found my way beck to the hotel end knocked on Lus's door. No answer.
I stood for » moment amseuring mysulf thet this wasn't the wreng room. As = mettor of
Tact I wouldn't havs bsen too surprissd if it hed turnsed out to be the wrong hotel,
I'd been five deys in Chicago snd I still hadn't had time to take a look at the place.
As For the hotel, the forty odd floors were so absolutely idsnticsl in spvesrsnce
that my subconscious was firmly convinced there was only ons of them, though with
saveral million rooms end e system of corridors possessing infinite connectivity. all
I knew zbout the layout of thst hotel was thet if I wandered sbout st rendom for =
minimum of five minutee praying to Roscoe for c¢uidance I would through his divine in-
tervention suddenly find myself at the door I wegntod. Yss, this was tha right room
gll rights I wes =till sober enough to retsin my memory for numbsers. I wss unsobur
snough howevor to give thu door g couple of hearty thumps bofore I moved off, ths
wey neople do when they're roelly quitc surc there's nebody theru, I'd just dono this
whon I noticud two houso dotoctives bearing down on mu.

T bugen to ruslisc that my position wes doliceto. I don't know much about hotul
stiquette, but I had 2 suspicion that the houss detectives mightn't spprove of ms
battering dovn the doer of s girl's room at thrse o'clock in the morning, sspecislly
vhen I wzsrn't aven registerad st ths hotel. I suduenly visualised myself cut off
from fandom end condeumned to warder the strests of Chicego till dawn,

I nodded at them casuaslly and asked wkat time it was, trying tc capture the init-
igtive. When they told me I went tch tch, muttered something sbout how thsy must havs
gone out for something to eat, and sst off briskly in the direction of ths slevetors.
But they were going that wey too snd fell into step beside me., Cns of them gsksd
where I came from and I s=id 'Irsland.' Ths other asked whsgt my room numbsr wss. L
ezid '1630', wishing we weren't just zbout to pase it. The worst hapnensd, sné thay
stopned dead in front of 163C. "It can’'t bs," ssid one of thewm suspiciously, "wvery-
one checked out of there this morning. I hadn't figured thoy'd know the Atlants suita
s woll es all thet. I played my last card. "Ch ruelly?" I ssid, producing a %3y to
the rcom. This was & second koy 1'd picked up somswhore snd thought I might es woll
hold cn to until I finglly 13ft the hotel.

They wers shaken, but still weited exnesctently for ms to open the door, I supnosed
they were looking for luggsge snd was pleaswd to sse a pair of shoes on the floor
that 1'd left behind becmuse they weren't minz., No one slse in the suits sesmed to
have claimed them either. 7 ss=t down on the bad end meds to change into them, hoping
they would fit snd not feeling a bit like Cinderella. '"iveryone was supposed to have
checked out of thess rooms this morring," ssid the obstinate one. Where's the rest
of your luggsge?" "In the cer,” I lied, "I gm checking out this morning." That con-
fused him for a minute. “Whers are you going®'" he asked for lack of somsthing mors
sleuthliks to say. "Los fngelos," I said, Animal cunning gloamed in his piglike eyes.
UCHI" he ga3d triumphantly, mentelly polishing up his Dick Trscey badge, "I thought
you s21d you ceme from Irelend?" Give him credit fer one thing, he knew Ireland
Wwesn 't in Los Angeles. Meybe not even in Czlifornia. The sheer unfeairness of being
suspected because I was telling the truth for e change infuristed me. "I come from
Irzlend end I'm going to Los Angeles,” I explained with exaggerated patience. "*And
I don't eee whet demned business it is of yours." 'ie glared st sach other for a few
moments and then the communicating door opened and in welked my guardian angel dis-
guised es Bill Untrekin. "Hello Bill," I s=2id csesuslly. Apparently the car battery
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had run down snd the rest of the suite hed checked back in again. The detectives
were cuite demclishad. They became svelogstic end loquacious. They'd had az bad

time of it thsss last few days, one of thom expisined. "Yas,” said the other, 'we've
had 211 sorts of conventions hars, but we've nuver coms across sunyibhing liko thoso
scionce fiction noople. ® licively ho gddod, "I don't think they'll got the hotel
gzeia," "I don't think wo'll want 1t agein,” I s2id coldly, end huld the door open
for them

r I did un wy shoovs, pickud up ths owncorless pair, end mede for ths slovators. I
found thc pomthouss essily cnough and knockosd on the door. The only rusult wes thst
scmuone insidce shouted "Don't onun." I gcribblud a noto---"Are Hoffmen end Kusslor
thorg®~-leltor Willis"-~--and pushud it under tho door. Mothing hepnened. I was just
goirg away to look for & nhone when the door opsned to let some psopls out. I went
in, picked up my note from where it hed becn lying unroticed, dumnsd the shoes in a
corner, end went on into the big room. It wes certainly an exclusive varty. The only
veonle theres were Little Menfolk end some pros. l.ex and Les told me with glse that
they'd got in only as a grest favour and sfter solemnly vromising not to break any-
thing cr meke sny noise snd to leave when they wers told. It was hilarious to think
of these promises being exacted {rom probably the best behaved people at the Con-
vention, but eoparently when the Littls Men get disenchanted they do it in styles.

As the night wore on more fans came through the peserly gates, but the party stsyed
very close to our ideal---not too many neople and all of them ccnscious, The only
noise came from the pros around the bar, wheru for a whils I got caught up with a
crowd which secemed to consist mainly of Mack Reynolds, though one caught glimpses
of Tony Boucher, Poul Anderson, Jerry Bixby and others roaming round his outskirts.
1 scored en almost fatal success with some limericks they'd never heard before and
had troubls getting away. Not thgt 1 didn't like thuir company, but I wanted to got
back to Max snd Les. ispecislly liex, whom I knew I wouldn't sec again aznd whom I
knew 1'd miss, I finally escaped and went beck to the windowledge where we'd been
sitting. e svent tho rest of ths night there, holding court with various peopls
who drovved by, including Luos and ®s Colc, Rich Elsberry, Briggs, Sims and others.
izack Roynolds made occasionsl sortises .out of ths bar to pluad for mors limoricks.

I promiscd to mail him soms. Poul Andurson camo slong wanting to be tsught some
Irish drinking sengs. I seng him ss much es I could rumember of 'The Cruisk.en Lewn'
snd promissd to mail him the rest., I hed some competition from o,J.Byrne who was
standing in the middéle of the room singing excerpots from 'The likado' to & ssolect
sudience, Tuckar was being very quiet somewhere on e sofa. lax had besn dancing

with fvelwvn Gold, had swspt her off her stocking feet sufficiently to sell her a
subscriotion to CPUS, and was now dispensing 'No Dose' tabluts sll round. Fe'd been
living on them himeclf for days end wes boginning to foul vory odd indeed. But as
the dawn brokc wse were gll quietly heppy end talked about how wonderful 'it hed all
been and how much wo were going to miss cach other and how we must got together
sgain some time somchow. As for ms, I was as hzopy as I'd sver baun in my lifoe. All
the tension of the last few days was over ani to lock forwerd to I had th% prospsect
of four wecks of sesing America and sfter that e return to fendom without the worry
and embarrassment thet hed spoiled it for so long. I hed now been just seven days
in Americs without even having had time to think sbout it, but now & fesling of
utter exhaltation swept over meé to reslise thet here I wss sitting between Les Hoff-
man end Mex Keesler at the top of e skyscreper watching the sun risc over Chiczgo.
Life can be wonderful. It was onc of thoss moments that hss to be broken while it's
still perfect, end whon tho sun wegs fully up we went down to have breakfast.

Dostscrlft I supvpso anyone who hss got thig fer mus} be still lookln% for hig own
nems, » Took, I rem.mber you sll Very well, bu 'd stomped to telk zbout
v.urgonu I met thig thing would ru;ll{ havs got out rf hend. TLis isg Ju°t £8 much &s
¢ rimgmbor of whet hepoenedy 1711 hHVO to sort ou m{ impressiohs of cvury oaj
"nd i rgtthv sonfwhgrv,gls,. IuWO'li %1gv ay hft 1kﬂd LOVER XDuCtu
lJ/v ; “1 ot ﬁLdn T hnﬁ.mnﬂ§ a w na r imq v g BE n gs
qu1 ¥ F8%rlex % mokit ouf , whnien | wasn'ts, would on y heve® o5n ucausv
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mVSu1f0%n1; ényytlgﬁ? wes going on thst I dldn t want to 1nturrupt it. I crn huar

b Thae joku about thu grunch =nd oggplont cn line six of the sixtounth stoncil be-
A ¢on"° tec Bob Shew. e,
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