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HO W TO PURLISH A ONE»SHOT

This is a one-shot session. The time is 3 something PM and the
place is Charles Vells' pluce, kis deep dark fan-den under a large flst rock
in back of his nouse. Jesse Floyd is curled up in one corner with Pam Bulmer
while Ken Blumer sits staring evilly et e typewriter which is staring evilly
back. Charles We.ls, Himself, is trying his btest to crowd in between Juwoc
wsd Ken, which I =«wm serconly writirg something for this fsbulous oneshot.

This is supposed to be a fabulous Insurgent-type one-shot session,
but somebody tell me how you can have a fabulous Insurgent-type One Shot session
on tea!

Cherles nas been making tea, except he wus slowed
up concidersbly by the fact that he had the fire
under tne wrong pot.

"hat we need at tiis febulous type one-shot
session is & fabulous Burbee or something.
(Rlog?)

Somewhere in this wide world, to ehange the
subject, there should exist a copy of

GALAYY
- from April 1954 with Dam oops, demon kni ht's
! story "special delivery" in it twice. I know,
I have the one tnat doesn't have any.

Y -, § Pamr Bulmer offered to collaborate with me on
this item, to make it witty end brilliant and
deathless, but after reading vhat I've written
€0 far, she went off to make tee insteed.
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nDeeus to e, sitting tere in the calm
of a savannah afternoon, that tne.e must after all have ocen & ¢reat
reanln' to ocicnce Fiction Fandom. Not Jjust the ordinary, mundane,

'have a good time' meaning. Not Just the sf is escaplsm weaning.

liot even, spare the phrase, the 'sf hes & messzge' meanina. There
is, it seems to me, trying to think couerently after two months of
frantic wandering and holing up, something sbout fendom taat lifts
1% out of the here-and-now, the uundane, the ordinarJ - even out of
the exceptional, by the standerds of the world's exceptional.

New York by night, a howling brillient
wildcrnees. The ent nheaps of industry 1ln dew Jersey. The miraculoug
peésting of parkways and roadways against tae sky, woere they swoop
over and below and through each other like the thresds in tne clash-
ing lives they carry. Television and radio wmasts, spearlag into the
sky, each one, like trees of an unnsturcl wetropolitan life, trying
to choke the otners and rear itself and its mwescare alone, Tue inev-
1tcule doorstens, with their inevitacle freignt of agatuetic human-
ity. The crap zaies. Ioker with greasy cerds and niikle, Drown
fingers that alone carry &any seculance of beauty in & world of sor-
did pride. Kids plsying vall on a Folice Ataletic League lot -

8 cap-toothed playrround in a row of tene.ents - and instesd of
receiving the impact of New York you think at onue, pdiznently, of a
bomb-s1té in London. okyscrapers - how cmall! Until you walk

-pést a doorway, and look uy, and see the waole mess falling upon

you.

nockefeller Flazc. 4 sccond island
sproutin;, from the rock of menhettan Island. Does cnyone ever think
of a cosnic pair of pliers, rcady to twist, to brezk, and to yank?
Tne deserted L1. The Lest Side. Now so resiectatle and sedete -
but that's because you sece it from a S:GEdLu esxr. dait until the
ligzihits go up on the Brosdway of the 90 4nd Eroadwa Tires
ojucre - and, idioticclly, you think It s not a square. And, soxe-
now, Trafalgcr Square scens more srand, and fine - cnd trarcically
forei.n in that moment of self-revelation.

derlem., Julte normelly, you eat at

eén Indien sestaureat - =nl locugh when real
sari-clad Indicns walk in e£nd the walter
doesn't understiend them. And & Red Indian
face on tae suowsy - the sutway.: - sitiing
ceside a fece that drooped its he:vy eyes
from tne Inca cirvin_ s lost in tae jJunsles.
£11 the nationalities 3ou sce. Tae United
Nationas bullding - A “lass tile on cdge,
with diemond-hard personalitics scratchuing
thelir pathetic mairks upon it. A mselstron
of charecters, new York cpreads tentecles
tuat 2rip and tind end cling with a strengta
you thou ht impossible. Ierhaps its tae
fans you meet. Feruaps trey, r-.ally, ore

ue neart of New York. a1l you know,
waen you can taink, is that Fandom does Z
have a meening even if you can't quits
put it iqto word° that rean cnyth*n (o)
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Lnnouncement

In view of the meritorious service ‘suchiﬂ{e:
1. Buying Jesse Floyd, SC, a drink;
2. Accepting loney B‘om Charles Wells, SC.s
and 3, Receiving a Letter from Lee Hoffmazh, SC;
all in one week, and considering the

fact that he has walked under thz eyes of Giod (om mane padme om), we the under-

signed members of Savannah Fandom do here and thereby = ke one

churehy hattds  remnes
HONORARY SUAMP CRITTER

in one and the same

manner as Ghod (om mane padme om), Lee Jacobs (DPIF), and other critters, and is

allowable to converse on equal terms with these critters.,

* Gie

/ .:"‘ {
Signed: o ) ek ;

AP L [ T oD
Lot oo
Chankes U)ol

and Jesse Floyd in aheinthia
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AYBE VD BETTER [HOW DNOOU WORK /
REEXAMINE MY THE DAMN THINGS?

" GEE, "N NOT F\)
PHALL\C SYMBOL
ANY MORE -~

NVoU DONT Love ME
BECAUSE M NoT A
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reflections from
a gold sty

Varicus peopl:s with various quirks

(including jerks)

Have sundry and curioucs rodes of reaction

To highly emotional abreaction;

Some are sadistic,

(or ztavistic)

Wialle others ere partial to treatment quite painful,
Which strikes me as being most frightf'ly ungainful.
And further I feel what a terrible farce is

Certein procedures of mental catharsis

Known as "snogring".

I much  refer flogging
To snogging.

--Jesse Floyd
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lmpres sionc or some%hin Tney wvant me to write nmy 1mpres ions gggl \‘
all I can taink 2bout™I§ feople- and cars and places - lote oikﬁboﬁ'e
and lots of cars and lots of plcces. Nothiag is real, notaiug is
stationary ard we are just transient beimo in suspended animation.

1y fleeting thoughts fly on and there's no tize to stop and
catch then - catch then, wrap them up neatly in little parcels and
file them away in taeir little cucby hole and stand Lack and say

"Thie ie what I think"

But the people are perrcanent, they exist and are real and 1
can stop and catch a little of each one and fold it into =y memory
because there 1s a basic 01111L11tv ranifesting subtle hues in each
new rersonality. It 1snf$f Just fandon - it rayoe has somethilng
to do with the Cr-ega.riouc nature of mankind, perhups it hes sorething
to do witih 2 mutual feeling that we are passing this wey once with
a purpose and shzll pass tuls way again.

There is a feeling tnat every tiny. thing is luportant, like
tie way tae trees grow, the way the virds sing, the wey the roads
sweep and curve. The things that are tne sare and tne things
that are so different. de Teel rcecmoved but at the same tlme
caught up in soretiaing awe-iuspiring, perhapsbeczuse situations
and places to cveryone e€lse seem to be so mundane but to us tuey
are exclting and strange hut taey are etill the scue places and
situations.

No - 1t is 1luwpossikle to give ones impressions of a country
or a situution so veste 1in unreality to us #€ cannot just yet—7>=
- stand off ahd appraice our fceliaL
*. oecause we are feeling too much
“in too short a tire. We are living
a dream whicn 1s 1ife and to bring
it down to uaterlalistic terus of
vwordes willst it 1s in tiac present
would scem to put it ilnto the past
and to ue &t the moment tlme secems
tizeless. So that is why I can
say nothing at the moment but that
1if= is tood, people are zood and
vie erc aappy and those around us
scen to Le hapry and nothing else
. LUELS »







POGCO, | PRESUME? HKB, SC

- " - ¥ "And if a smke droos into the boat please remain

seated," said our genial guide., Ve cast apprehensive looks, thich we attempt-
ed to make casual and unafraid, at the low-lying mat of creepers, spanisi moss,
evil fronds and grasning branches which passed slowly -bove our heads, g

We were in Okefenokee Swamp. ILee lloffman, Charless lells, Pamela and

nyself. It was hot, The sun was samewherc up there, a thermonuclear explosion :
remotely off in space; but we were down in a green tunnel bending to clear 3
cruel tree stems, riding upon a water that Homer would have recognised inmed-

iately. Ve were, in a way that maybe was never so true elsewacre, riding on a

‘wine dark sea.,! Only, Panela said the watcr was like strong brewed tea. Lee

said it locked like root beer. As our boat, aluminium with fussy and unroman-

tic outboard motor, cleaved the water the colour was deep, dark red; maroon,

but clearer, like water that has been steeped in a brew of nahogany chips and
dying colourcd leaves of autumn, ginger, something like strong brewed tea or
root beer. Like coca-cola, And, coca-cola originated in Georgia, liaybe - but

that is idle speculation,

Yelcoming us to the swamp was a branch growing from the wmter with, cheerfully
perched upon it, a white and bleached skull, A genuine skull, found in the-swarmp,
The guide told us that beyond that point you were all on your own, That was
strictly for the tourists, we thaight, Sure, you get that cheap and phony adventure
all over, DBut we looked beyond the skull - and we weren't so sure, Later, we
found that that was right - past there and you'd never get out unless you were
born there., An army man was lost for two wocks - but he got out - he waslucky.
Others armn't, 4 sign told us tiiat, in the dircction of the arrow, was South
all the way to IFlorida. If you knewthe way, it said. If you could make it. We
didn't try.

The boat glided on,silently, the motor shut off. An aninal skull leered at
us from a tree. <The trees grew all around, cle-red a trifle to allow the passage
of srall boats. Their s lvery trurnks were covered with moss, with trailing vines,
W th all the leg-breaking appliances of the jungle, Occasionzl rays of sunshinc
ganted down, blinding wus, bringing a grcen halo to the rest of the world, Our
world, Thc only world we had ever known, it scamed, for years. ‘hc world of
the swvamp,

Alligators we had secn, lying torpidly on a bark, sliding with a spine-chilling
sliver over mud, to take the water with adcadly intentness, Snakes - rattlers,
cottonmouth moccasins, corals, hideous, beautiful, complctely unhumanlie in their
sinuous rippling, Turtlcs, broad, ribbed, funny, bowling along like battleships
of the deeps. With Leaks that could take off your hand.  Plack bears, friendly,
hwiinn, curled up aslecep characters. Some fool put nis hond into the cage and was
ripped up whilst we werc there. 1ile saw Pogo, e saw wherc he lived, e thd gnt
of the strip cartoons, amd chuckled, and inside oursclves we shivered and pr~;fcd.

This is no placc for a white nan, This belongs to Pogo and his kind - it is
not for us, And Albert will take just a littlc more swallowing now, afterwards,

' 4

Yes, we went into Okefenokee Swamp,  And we had oursclves a wholec iess of
fun, “e wouldn't have missed it, But when we read Pogo again - it wan't be the |~
sane as it used to be. ot the same at all, IO ¥ 3



