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JUNE 1972

Welcome to ENERGUMEN 12, the approximately quarterly Canadian genzine brought to you
by Mike and Susan Glicksohn from 32 Maynard Ave, #205, Toronto 156, Ontario, Canada.
As always, ENERGUMEN is available for contribution, arranged trade, substantial loc,
or 75¢ per issue, subscriptions 3 for $2. We do not accept checks or US stamps and
reviewers are asked to point this out if reviewing this fanzine. Back issues of #11
are 75¢ each, many previous covers are available at 25¢ each and you can still get
the Tim Kirk ecology poster for 50¢ (proceeds to the Jersey Wildlife Preservation
Trust.) The matched covers this issue are collaborations between Jim Shull and Ken

Fletcher.
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TO TRADE, OR NOT TO TRADE... I had initially plamned to fill these pages with a des-
cription of my excommunication from fannish fandom by the Brooklyn Insurgents, but
upon reflection I decided that this would serve little constructive purpose. However,
one of the things that apparently amnoyed and upset these sensitive fannish fans was
my trading policy. Or perhaps 'lack-of-trading' policy would be a better description.
And this is a topic worthy of discussion.

LN

In the recent past I've traded ENERGUMEN for very few fanzines, for reasons I feel
quite strongly about. Evidently, several of the famish fans decided that this was
a personal insult to them, and a violation of a sacred fannish tradition, and when 1
attempted to explain the policy, they weren't interested. They'd made up their mind
about my motivation, and didn't wish to be confused by my side of the story. Perhaps
the rest of you may be willing to hear me out.

When ENERGUMEN was first published, I accepted trades with anybody who'd offer. But
gradually I started to notice something. In the first place, faneds with whom I was
trading generally stopped all other forms of communication with respect to the fan-
zine. I locced nearly all of their issues, but heard nothing from them in return.
And secondly, I found that when faced with a busy schedule and a large pile of fan-
zines to respond to I'd consciously put aside fanzines I was trading with, thinking
uT'1]1 get it anyway, why write a loc?! Thus it seemed to me that trading actually
set up a two-way hindrance to personal response and communication; and this is the
antithesis of what fanzine publishing is all about.

‘You see, to me the loc is by far the most personal response you can make to a fan- E
zine. It shows that you think enough of what the faned is doing to read his zine and

then take the time to set out your reactions to the material and what he's done with

it. Trading your fanzine doesn't do this. It may be a nice gesture and a compliment, ®
but the faned who receives a zine in trade doesn't even know if his own fanzine is

being delivered, let alone read.

So I stopped establishing trades in favor of personal correspondence with other fan-
zine editors. The Brooklyn fans who took my failure to trade as a personal affront
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didn't give any consideration to the fact that I've locced just about every issue of
every Brooklyn fanzine published in the last year (although I don't believe any of
them ever wrote an actual loc to ENERGUMEN.) Their only concern seemed to be that I
had deviated from Maccepted fanmnish tradition.®

I have nothing against tradition, it's one of the cornerstones of a society. But I
do object to slavish acceptance of tradition. If a tradition cannot be questioned,
and perhaps rejected, then it is a liability, not an asset.

Take, for example, the reaction of Chris Couch. Chris is a young fan who publishes a
very enjoyable personalzine, CIPHER. He seems to be universally liked and described
by all who know him as a pleasant and intelligent fan. Yet he was highly upset by my
refusal to trade for his fanzine (again, despite the fact that I'd locced every issue
I had received.) When I tried to explain my reasons to Chris, as I've outlined them
here, at the Lunacon, he just wasn't interested. As far as he was concerned, there -
could be no justification for my action. In fact, he told me quite bluntly that fan-
dom was a society with an accepted way of doing things and if I wasn't willing to
follow the traditions then I shouldn't be in fandom in the first place!

I was flabbergasted. I tried to point out to Chris that there was some contradiction
between what he'd just said and the fact that he was standing there with his hair
past his shoulder blades, the visual epitome of the "freak" who had rejected the
traditions of the society in which he lived. But he couldn't see the double-standard;
apparently traditions may be violated at will unless they are traditions that Chris
believes in. (He was later to respond to a comment by Rosemary with UJust who the
hell do you think you are, not reading fanzines?t Chris does seem to be a pleasant,
intelligent person, but on the subject of fannishness he is narrow-minded to the
point of intolerance.)

I certainly don't expect everybody to agree with my policies, but I do think it's
not unreasonable of me to expect other people to allow me my own thoughts and ideas.
If ENERGUMEN's editorial policy is abhorrent to you, tell us to remove you from the
mailing list; don't deny us the freedom of individual thought. Nobody is forced to
get this fanzine, and nobody ever will be. It's that old question of tolerance again,
and I'd have thought that fans, at least, would have allowed each other to march to
their own drummers, to coin a cliche.

ENERGUMEN has always been response oriented. This is a point that has appeared again
and again in these editorial comments. However, I cannot see adding to the bitter-
ness and resentment in this world over such a relatively minor point. (There is no
contradiction, by the way, between defending something strongly and yet recognizing
its insignificant nature.) So we are trading with Chris' CIPHER. And with overseas
zines whose editors find letter responses difficult. And with newszines and other
non-response-oriented fanzines. And we'll trade with any regular, good-quality fan-
zine once it's established its dependability. (In other words, please don't request
a trade until you're sending your third issue: since 95% of fanzines never get that
far, any earlier trades seem premature.)

But this is still not quite your "traditional® trade. We'll trade with the fanzines
we enjoy, but we'd also like the other faned to notify us in some way every two or
three of our issues that (a) ENERGUMEN is still being delivered and (b) he still
wants to get it. I don't think that that's too much to ask; if this fanzine isn't
worth an 8¢ letter and a few moments of your time every 6 or 8 months, I doubt that
you'd miss it if it stopped appearing.

(I'm sure there are going to be people who will react to this as a statement of un-
mitigated arrogance and swell-headedness. It is not intended that way. If we could
discuss the matter personally, I'd be able to avoid the formal stiffness of my prose
and possibly present a less pompous appearance. It has never been a question of my
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thinking ENERGUMEN was too "good" to trade with other fanzines. I just don't think a
simple mindless trade is sufficient response for the incredible amount of time and
effort most faneds put into their magazines. And despite our disagreement, Chris,
"they" were right; you are a likeable fellow. Peace.)

X X X X X

A TIME OF HUGOS...The official Hugo ballots arrived today, so it's a bit late to
bother with recommendations and such, but we would like to thank all of you who were
kind enough to nominate us again this year. It sounds trite to say it is an honour,
but it is, and we appreciate it. ,

We had hoped to see Rosemary on the ballot, and were glad that enough fans shared
our enthusiasm for her writing. But it was a complete (although delightful) surprise
to find Susan on the ballot as well. Neither of us had nominated her, as it happens,
and we're extremely grateful for those of you who expressed your high opinion of her
writing skill in this way. (Luckily, though, I won't have to choose between my wife
and one of my best friends since all those men were also nominated...)

The ballot even inspired Rosemary to write her first-ever loc and I'll quote from it
here. "I wanted to...thank all the people who nominated me for a Hugo. For once I
can't think of anything to say. It's a bit mind croggling to see one's name up there
with all the biggies."

¥ OH X X x

THE ISSUE AT HAND...Just to prove that ENERGUMEN isn't entirely stagnant, there's a
slight change in format for this issue. (That's above and beyond the 10% of the
copies being run on WARHOON-blue paper, that is.) Observant readers will notice the
addition of comments by Susan in the lettercolumn. All editorial comments on the
locs are indented to set them off from the actual letters and mine are enclosed by
the traditional double brackets; Susan's coments will henceforth be enclosed by
double slashes. It'll be easy to remember: Slash for Susan. Got it?

Also this issue we do a little something to alleviate one of fandom's gross over-
sights, an oversight that we ourselves have been guilty of. This is the age of art-
conscious fans, and fan artists are getting more recognition and egoboo than ever
before., It is hard to open a fanzine nowadays without reading something complimen-
tary about one of the many excellent artists who are generous enough to contribute
their time and talent to fandom. And yet there seems to be one extremely talented
artist who is overlooked when the plaudits are distributed. A man as skillful as any
artist we have, yet one who has seemed to miss his fair share of praise and acclaim.

To start to remedy our negligence, we present here a folio of drawings by Jim McLeod.
We think you'll agree that this fine artist deserves far more attention than he's
been getting. (And to think he does it all while drinking Coors! The mind cannot
conceive of the artistic wonders he might create if he started drinking IPA!)

X X XXX

THINGS TO COME...When I was young and naive and had just started publishing, I'd
often take a few lines to talk about the goodies in the next issue. Now that I am
old, I know that nine times out of ten the promised spectacular never materializes.
But this time I can promise you in all certainty that the next issue will include an
eight-page offset comic strip by Derek Carter. We think it's probably the funniest
‘graphic trip' to be offered to fandom in years, and we hope you'll enjoy it.

In addition, next issue should have several other offset pages and some exceptional
written material. The extra cost of preparing the issue may force us to treat it as

Ly



two issues on a subscription, and charge extra for it at the single copy level. We
hope this won't be necessary, but if it is I think we can safely say that you'll
find the issue well worth the price.

X XX X X
THAT TAKES THE CAKE...Fandom, like life, seems to have its own system of checks and

balances. For every remark or action that put.s you down, something happens to bring.
you back up again.

- I'd like to put in print my warmest thanks to the five crazy wonderful people who

drove all the way from New York to burst into my bedroom at 6am on my birthday and
wake me out of three hours sleep with their raucous and ribald greetings. I simply
cannot convey the stumned shock with which I greeted them; my half-conscious brain
knew those five people lived 540 miles away, yet there they apparently were, auto-
harp and all. After I accepted that I'd been the victim of one of the most perfectly
executed surprise parties of all time, we settled back for what was certainly by far
the best birthday I've ever had. Bless you, Susan,for organizing it, and Eli, Ginjer,
David, Jerry and Suzle for your willingness to make the trek. (And for the IPA, of
course!)(And Richard, for coming from Ottawa and Rosemary for getting up at 6am')

I wish I had more space to tell you of the party, and the cake with its four pink

- elephants clutching an IPA bottle in their trunks, and the trip to see "Monty Py-
thon's: And Now For Something Completely Different" but I think our fine cover col-
laborators have one last comment to make...
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Marvel love-relationships follow two patterns. The first retains a major adventure-
theme : heroes are vulnerable through their emotions and their women. Twice in recent
issues Captain America has faltered in mid-fight, forced into "The deadly choice...
Sharon... or S.H.I.E.L.D." Though the enemy, Hydra, relied on his vulnerability
("where his physical prowess never fails him... his heart will! "), Cap, good super-
patriot that he is, has always made the 'right' decision to clobber the villain. A
brief period of manly rage over Sharon's corpse is followed by reward, since she, of
course, lives. Prince Namor's recent adventures on earth, too, stem from grief over
his bride Dorma's death (in SUBMARINER #37) and guilt because "I had saved the land--
but I had lost the lady-- forever!" Domma is described as lying in her glass coffin
like Sleeping Beauty, so perhaps she has only been shelved in suspended animation
while Submariner faces more active threats than a sedate married life. Of course,
superheroes are threatened through other emotional ties-- Spiderman's frail Aunt May
and Namor's father, for example (and eventually someone's going to kidaap that obviéus
prize, Franklin Richards.) The réscue of a comrade is always a strong call to battle
and could be a fruitful subject for another essay, one which would draw heavily on
Fiedler's "Come Back to the Raft Ag'in, Huck Honey." Nevertheless, Marvel's version
of St. George and the Dragon remains the strongest of their stock plots.

Rejection, not rescue, is Marvel's other stock emotional plot. This pattern is ex-
actly opposite to that favoured by the rival house, DC, where Lois lane has sighed
for years over Superman while ignoring Clark Kent. Gwen Stacey, Karen Page and their
predecessors (cruel-hearted Marvel girls get dumped by their heroes, while Lois lin-
gers) tend to love the man, hate the costumed crusader, Spiderman always did give
Gwen the creeps; now she thinks him responsible for her father's death. Her hatred,
part of the misunierstanding and prejudice surrounding superheroes, is shared by
most of New York and especially by Peter-Spiderman's boss, J.J. Jameson, who recent-
ly financed construction of yet another Spidey-swatting robot. Similarly, the Fan-
tastic Four's landlord keeps threatening eviction, the US Congress denounces Namor as
a national enemy (despite efforts to win him amnesty as an ecology symbol) s and the
entire US army keeps failing to flatten the Hulk.

"~ Emotional tangles with women which inorease the hero's sense of alienation also des-
~troy his potential for fighting evil. Remembering lost loves, he is tom between
doing his duty, or giving up hazardous heroics after Explaining All to his current
lady. This internal conflict is the theme of SPIDERMAN's 100th anniversary issue:
"For Peter Parker to really live-- Spider-man must die!" Not that the end is in

enpm——

doubt, as a vision of the dead Captain Stacey tells Peter that he simply doesn't know
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himself: "You have tortured yourself by trying to live a normal life! But you cannot!
You must accept that fact! You are Spider-man! It is your blessing-- and your curse--

 forever,*

Even if the triangle of man-girl-alter ego can be resolved, it expands readily into

a torrid polyhedron. The writers dragged Jarella back to increase the Hulk's alien-
ation from Betty (now she knows he-- sobl-- loves another), who in turn has Major
Talbot and Doc Samson to ccmfort her. Recent issues of SUBMARINER resemble an Atlan-
tean Forsyte Saga: Prince Namor, grieving for lLady Dorma killed by the evil ILlyra,
former Queen of Lemuria, in the latter's bid to marry Namor and take over Atlantis,
retums to Earth where he once loved Betty Dean and Sue Storm, now Richards, Here he
is aided by Diane Arliss, who loves him, and (reluctantly) by Walter Newell, who loves
Diane. Newell, really Sting-Ray, tries to help Namor when Tiger Shark (formerly Tony
Arliss, Diane's brother) teams up with Llyra to kidnap and finally kill Namor's long-
lost father. The Submariner, insane with grief, is rescued by Cindy Jones, who be-
comes Dr, Doom's hostage...

Though Marvel's emotional tangles get as complicated as Spider-man's webs, one thing
is clear: love is dangerous! In HUIK #144, glamorous Valeria rejects the love of Dr.
Doom because of his evil nature; nevertheless, he risks' death to save her, wondering
as he does: "What is this insanity which makes even Dr. Doom act like a fool?" The
writers reply: "The madness, of course, is what men call love, and it has caused
Victor Von Doom to commit an irreparable error--!" The Hulk beats him., The message
is clear.

Women are associated with emotion, men with action in the comics' world. So what

else is new? lidsdirected emotion can turmm a desirable Maiden into a destructive
Bitch. Even Peter Parker recently became so disgusted with Gwen's fickleness that

he grumbled to the Torch about "girl trouble". More seriously, the unthinking rhetor-
ic of black revolutionary Lelia in CAPTAIN AMERICA leads to a ghetto fire, a near-
takeover by the Red Skull who is manipulating racial hatreds, and worst of all, the
breakup of Cap and the Falcon. :

Directed emotion, however, is woman's greatest good. Love is the hero's due reward,
and in most stories the sight of his battered body overcomes all the heroine's scrup-
les, Valeria the moralist becomes Valeria the earthmother, rushing to cuddle poor
bruised Dr. Doom. PEmotion is a superpower for Sue Richards, who, in a switch on the
hero-vulnerable-through-loved-ones theme in FANTASTIC FOUR # 115 breaks the Overmind's

-7-



ks -]

/T2

control of Reed by an appeal to his love for her
and the baby. In the same adventure, she enlists
the unlikely aid of Dr. Doom by an emotional ap-
peal to his pride. Similarly, Sif's inability to
handle a sword makes her an encumrance in Thor's
battles, in which she persistently interferes.
She succeeds brilliantly, however, using the
woman's weapon, tears. In THOR #189, her pleas
prevail even with Hela, Queen of Death, who res-

- tors Thor's life.

Warped or ambivalent emotions, on the other hand,
are the chief characteristics of the Great Bitch.
In SAVAGE TALES, an 'adult' Marvel comic (ie, one
with juvenile stories s but with female nipples on
display) the Femizons are evil hecause they en-
slave, and even kill, menu As a comment on the
values of the CONAN universe, the story is unin-
tentionally successful., Scheming Llyra, too, is
merely contemptikle, a "harridan" and "vicious
shrew" vhen she tries to supplant Dorma as empress,
Vicious Llyra, however, becomes the incamation
of evil when she not only destroys Dorma, but
sneers at her pleas for Namor's life: "Ignorant
sea-cow! Don't you realize that was my plan all
along-- that you two who love each other in so
maudlin a fashion-- should pe: perish at the same .
time, a s and in the best traditions of melodrama!"
Worst of all, her lack of emotional weakness en-

ables her to manage men, her pawns or victims,
- Namor is initially reluctant to strike a woman,

even her; his rage at her murders is hampered by grief, and she escapes easily.

Warped emotion, identified with anti-male aggression, is the chief feature of a ty-

pical Great Bitch, the Valkyrie in HULK #142.
she conforms to the Bitch physical stereotype.

A striking contrast to gentle Jarella,
Germaine Greer, examining aggressors

like Karnilla, "those extraordinary springing women with slanting eyes and swirling
clouds of hair who prowl through thriller comics on yhe balls of their feet'sees them
as half-znimal, half-arsenal, "wheeling suddenly upon the hero, talons unsheathed

for the kill.

Their mouths are large, curved and shining like scimitars; the muscu-

lature of their shoulders and thighs is incredible, their breasts like grenades..."
Hopeless villainesses are either vicious, all sharp edges, like Karnilla and lLlyra,
or musclebound butches like the Valkrie; aggressive superheroir.s.are exotic and sexy,
like the Black Widow.

The Valkyrie is really only Sam Parrington, a judo-expert teenybopper whose now-ness
takes the form of Women's Lib. activities, specifically presented as foolish and mis-

guided.
upon the inhuman dulk."

She is chosen by the evil Enchantress "for the instrument of my vengeance
The Hulk, of course, has nothing but contempt for her rhet-

oric (she actually says "Up against the wall, male chauvinist pig!") and her power
(with condescending 'chivalry' he refuses to strike her, since "Nothing can hamm Hulk--
least of all, the hand of a woman.") The Enchantress' spell soon slips; the good

side of the Valyrie's femininity asserts itself in concern for the Hulk; and as

Bruce Banner, he stalks rather churlishly away from the wreckage, leav:.ng a dazed

Samantha,

Oh, but she has been a fearsome sight, in Hulk-hurling pose on the cover,

shouting: "Every male chauvinist pig in the world will tremble-- when he sees the

Hulk hurled to his death-- by a woman!"
Jiberated themselves from admlring violence, seen as a llfe-deny:mg male ideal,

Never mind that most liberated women have
The
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Valkyrie,and other comic villainesses, are Awful Warnings confirming the masculine
belief that women may say they want their human rights but they really yearn to
kick men in the balls,

Female aggression and warped emotion are greeted with male contempt in the "femme
force" stories beginning in CAPTAIN AMERICA #144. A new wing of S.H.I.E.L.D., the
leather-clad Honor Blackmans are introduced battling a pseudo-Hydra as an exercise
for the Defence Department. No-one takes the Amazons seriously, though. They're
only a reserve force, and their leader, Sharon Carter, complains that "the men haven't
left us much to work on" to prove their value. She takes time off from kicking ani
gouging to hOpe that a victory will "make you a believer in the women's lib, move-
ment" but Cap is not impressed, and Fury warns her to "knock off the commercials,"

The force fights well ('liberated' comicworld women are dangerous, remember) but

Fury dismisses it with: "Ya did pretty fair... for a ladies' bridge club!" Finally
the government officials refuse funds for the more important "life model decoy" pro-
ject, but express leering approval of the force.

When the force does go into action, in #145, its chief enemy is its femininity. The
supposedly dedicated, disciplined women are shown as physically inferior to men, con-
stantly in need of rescue by the mission's real leader, Captain America. His aid is
greeted with appropriate wisecracks from the women about how they shouldn't accept
such help, which only emphasize how silly and helpless they are. Worse yet, these
women are portrayed as helpless slaves of their passions for men, expressed as a
predeliction by Sharon and her second-in-command, Val, for destroying their military
effectiveness by snarling and spitting at each other in jealousy over Cap. Because
of this, they are thirty seconds late for their first muster-- and Fury declares all
his opposition to the force is justified: "Blasted broads scream for equality.... and
they can't even get here on time for a red alert!"
Then he holds up the mission to chew them out,
His contempt is echoed by Cap, who dismisses

the women as "hell-cats"; adds t¢ the problem
when he ignores Sharon's authority by consulting
Val; and then declares he has "something more im-
portant on my mind" namely the presence of an
undetected traitress. Even the force's enemies
regard it with derision. The Supreme Hydra ex-
ults that, having forced Fury to use the (in-
ferior) force, "we will crush them with ease",
later he is rejected by his own father because
"he "let himself be defeated... by a handful of
women{"

N

“\\S.\‘;: "

AN

Fortunately, Sharon achieves redemption by sac--
rificing herself to a Hydra zap-ray to save Cap.
She sprawls passively while he, reasserting his
masculinity, challenges the Supreme Hydra who
dismisses her as "just another broad": "You de-
vil! She was the woman I loved! And-- if she is
dead-- I swear to you-- YOU'RE GOING TO PAY!"
Of course, Cap too is, as Val warns, "letting
your personal feelings cloud your judgement."
His beserk rage over the injury to his emotional
property is laudable, manly-- while the femme
force's bickerings, though no worse than the
flareups betwesn the Fantastic Four, are con-

" tinually presented as a contemptible female
trait,

Warped emotions create most of the Black Widow's
-9-



problems. Like the superheroes, she is haunted by emotional problems created by her
superpowers-- specifically, "a curse... making me truly what my namesake is accused
to be... a killer--of those she loves." In the DAREDEVIL episode described earlier,
her emotional turmoil is aggravated by self-blame for the Scorpion's death, followed
by public persecution and a murder charge. Thus in confusion and frenzy she lashes
out at DD, who is trying to save her, much as Namor, the Hulk and even human heroes
are provoked into violence by prejudice and attack. Fortunately, Ivan, her faithful
friend/chauffeur/guardian always rescues
her from enemies, including herself; and
in this appearance, DD easily subdues her
into a bewildered girl ready to accept his
attentions. Disturbingly sexy, potemtial-
ly deadly, the Widow embodies a whole cul-
ture's uneasy attitudes to dynamic women.

The dual role of woman, and man's ambiva-
lent attitudes to her, is explored with
some psychological subtlety in stories of
female Hulks-- personalities in which good
and evil, the princess and the witch, are
halves of one woman. In CONAN #5, the

lady, an evil enchanter's spell-bound
daughter. Her Bitch self subdued by admi-
ration for mighty Conan (Pussy Galore may
‘be, in Dr. Greer's striking phrase, bat-
tered by the hero's iron cock into dewy
softness and submission, but the Comics
Code allows only overtly chaste romance)
she disobeys her father's order to kill
the hero. As punishment, she falls try-
into to defend Ccnan from a demon who
"hurls the snarling she-beast through the
air like a broken toy" to lie, metamorpho-
sed, "only a woman... soft, and vulnerable,
and lying deathly still." Even villainess
Llyra is the evil half of a split ovum;
her good twin sister died trying to save
Namor. In a common variation on this
schizophrenic theme, a villain kidnaps a
Poison Maiden and warps her mind so she
will attack her rescuing prince; the power
of love, however, brings her to her senses,

(nly Sue Richards, who combines marriage
and motherhood with her role as Invisible
Girl, appears to escape from stereotypes.
Admittedly, she has gained her identity
through men as Johnny Storm's sister and
Reed Richard's wife (not to mention Frank-
lin's Mummy. I am convinced that, if Reed
perfects a device to enable Crystal to

_ Jjoin Johmny in New York, Sue will be re~
tired to provide a little sister for Franklin.) Nevertheless, Sue's powers are at
least no more ineffective than her male cohorts'; she also controls positive emotions,
and, like Medusa in BLACK BOLT and the Wasp in earlier AVENGERS she smooths over male
conflicts. Admittedly, too, she retains her career because the Richards can afford

a full-time Nanny and robot housekeeping devices. (Can anyone imagine the femme force
negotiating with S.H.I.E.L.D. for day-care facilities?) Yet even Agatha Harkness R
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the witch-Namny with prophetic vision, is valuable to the team. It's comforting to
know that some heroes do put their hangups down and their feet up in a "normal" home
atmosphere; that love can be requited; and that women can remain active people with-
out becoming mate-destroying bitches. Excelsior!

Excelsior? The current Marvel superherc line boasts its concem for 'relevant! issues:
war, racial hatreds, drugs, pollution,
alienation of youth., Stan Lee's comments
emphasize that he wants readers to think of
these issues, not escape into fantasy. Yet
he and his staff continually treat one ma-
jor issue, women's growing demands for hu-
man rights, as a nasty joke. While dia-
logue and editorializing in the comics
stress the disasterous effects of pre-
judice, the rights extended to black, green,
silver, teenaged, capitalist, alien and
long-haired superheroes are not extended
to women. Wenches, bitches or weepy blonde
recreation equipment, not people, they are
admitted into a man's world only when sha-
ped by the old, old moulds. This is es-
pecially evident when, in an attempt to be
'now! and 'liberated' (and increase sales
by putting female curves on display?)
Marvel creates a degrading "femme force',
a warped image of women's creative poten-
tial straight out of pornographic fanta-
sies. Certainly, the Valkri: episode in
HULK #142 was part of a non-serious put-
down of radical chic-- yet this is even
more insulting, since it lumps- concermed
women in with self-seeking hosts of fund-
raising parties as misguided high-society
phonies. Like Mirvelite Herb Trimpe's
"hilarious comic feature" (Stan Lee's
words) in a recent ESQUIRE putting down
women's liberation and especially Gloria
Steinhem (who "bore a suspicious resem-
blance to the Valkyrie" says Stan) the
episode is not particularly funny but does
indicate where supposedly-aware males'
heads are at with regard to women.

Does it matter? Well, yes, if you agree
with Stan Lee that comics and their values
affect their readers' minds. If you agree
that these comics which, by touting their
'relevance! pretend to reflect reality, in
fact shape a specific reality for children
becoming aware of adult social and sexual
roles, If you are concerned that your son
or boyfriend may have his vision of half humanity shaped by the chcice between the
deadly Black Widow and the unreasonable Gwen Stacey. If you care that your daughter
may learn her place in the world from Sue Richards-- or from Conan. If you are tired
of playing Aunt Tom, smiling and agreeing that you shouldn't "get so serious" about
demeaning stereotypes that make him a hero, you a 'wench" or "chick", If it matters--
start the change by writing to Stan Lee, c/o Marvel Comics Group, 2nd Floor, 625
Madison Ave., New York N.Y. 10022. Excelsior!

(Drawings based on characters copyright MARVEL COMICS GROUP)



For most of you the Noreascon has ended. Tony Lewis has finally returned to Unity
Avenue. No longer do fans scoot in every direction across the broad acreage of Pru-
dential Center. Even the all-night movies have finally stopped flashing on the ball-
roam screen in the Sheraton-Boston.

But the convention isn't quite concluded for me. I have unfinished business with it.
A multi-layer maze which you can find on page 35 of your program book remains un-
threaded. I can't take my Eddie Jones badge to the safe deposit box in the bank or
replace the Home, Sweet Home sign on the wall of my bedroom with my fan guest of hon-
our plaque or read the first Progress Report for TORCON 2, until I've done what I
can to solve the puzzle created by Bob Tucker when he wrote that page about me for
the program book.

Tucker, you see, said near the end of that page that nobody reads such contributions
to a highly specialized pigeonhole of the world of letters except the book's editor
and the subject, and therefore he'd deliberately put two misstatements into his page,
"two errors which Harry will readily recognize. In the coming months I intend to
watch the fan press closely to see if anyone else comments on them. If someone does,
then I will have to admit someone does read these tributes." Tucker ended with a
plea that I should keep track of how many people ask me about these errors.

Now, I immediately suspected that this was a cop-out on Bob's part, because of the
terrible blunder that he had committed when he wrote the introduction to ALL OUR YES-
TERDAYS. He stated accurately that my house is constipated with all my half-digested
books, records, fanzines, and such things. He was even right when he claimed that
the house contains an unknown number of radios, My father built radios as a hobby
when the broadcasting fad was new, I know that several of them are packed away some-
where, and I don't know how many receiving Sets he saved because I devote all the
time I should spend on looking through boxes and barrels to writing locs.

But Tucker then said of me: "He has one inflexible rule; none of this accumulated

treasure is ever piled atop his bed. He also likes to sleep." The second sentence is
correct. I like to think that the erroneous first sentence is the result of Tucker's
innocence rather than deliberate design to deceive. After all; Bob has lived his en-
tire life in the healthy clean air of the Great Midwest, amid the sons and daughters
of pioneers who still live a simple, pious life. He just doesn't understand the un-
natural patterns of behaviour that have developed in the almost inaccessible valleys
of Appalachia, or the temptations to which a middle-aged bachelor may succumb. Even
Rotsler hasn't guessed the whole truth. :
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But I had gone to Boston determined to do everything which the fan guest of honor
status required of me, So I did keep a‘cgunt of how many fans asked me about those
two mistakes. Nine fans mentioned the matter in the course of that convention. I
haven't had time to read every fanzine reaching me since September, but I don't re-
call having seen the puzzle described in print.

Still there was one obligation. I needed to find the two errors in the program book
essay, so I could satisfy the curiosity of those nine fans, most of whom incidental-
ly were celebrated fans with long experience in fandom, the very people at the con-
vention whom you'd least expect to be doing a goshwowboyoboy thing like reading the
program book. :

One error was easy to find. Tucker termed the Noreascon my third convention. He
didn't call it my third worldcon, so I assume that he committed that booboo on pur-
pose. 4

- But he didn't term it my third or fifth science fiction convention, so I ﬁardly knew
‘how to correct that statement. Before Boston, I'd been to two Phillycons, one Nycon,
and the Discon. But Bob wrote "convention" without resorting to even one adjective
or modifying noun. I don't know how many plain, flat, unrestricted conventions I've
attended. A hundred, seventy, two hundred perhaps? Remember, I've been a jowrnalist
most of my life and my duties have included coverage of every conceivable type of
convention. National conventions of cave explorers and circus fans have been held in
Hagerstown. I once attended a convention where one of Franklin Delano Roosevelt's
sons was lgnored because he wasn't a big name in the horse breeding group. I've cov-
ered Maryland State Grange conventions, which consisted of interminable successions
of being kicked out and coaxed back in again, as sessions alternated between secret
rituals and open talks. I've nearly been killed attending firemen's conventions, one
church convention after another has vainly tried to convert me, and I outlasted the
Maryland State Horticultural Society conventions which were held annually in Hagers-
town until this year when everyone except me had become too old to sit in chairs
without large wheels on the sides. But I never kept track of how many conventions I
attended. Tucker was wrong on-the matter but I don't see how he could have been cor-
renrt.

But where is the other mistake? Tucker described me as born in Chambersburg on Dec-

ember 19, 1922. Did my parents always misrepresent to me my birthdate, hoping that I
wouldn't remember how they'd actually shielded me, hidden me from the draft authori-
ties during World War (One? Even if they did, I don't see how Tucker could have known.

Or did Tucker lie in the very first line of that page, when he referred to "my intro-
duction to ALL OUR YESTERDAYS"? Was that introduction really written by Sam Moskowitz
or by Steve Pickering? Did the people at Advent inadvertently insert the byline they
meant to use in Tucker's forthcoming three-volume study of the science fiction stor-
ies of Jack Sharkey, and did everyone concermed cover up the fraud until Tucker
chose this method of releasing the truth?

Then there's the possibility that I ruined Tucker's ploy. "By the time he reaches
Boston in September" he wrote in his little essay. I learned from several sources

. that many fans were openly predicting that I wouldn't show at the convention. Did my
arrival reduce the number of errors in Bob's page to just one?

Of course, the Tucker mind is deep and devious. He's so unscrupulous about such
things that I wouldn't be a bit surprised if the second mistake in his program book
contribution turned out to be his statement that he had included two mistakes.

And now the Noreascon is finally approaching its conclusion for me. Since I've un-
burdened myself about that page in the program book, I can regard the worldcon as
past history, as soon as I read pages one through 34 and pages 36 through 132 in
that volume.
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Reflections

Golden Age
Eye

Bill Watson

((In Bnergumen #10, we published E. Hoffman Price's article on Robert E. How-

. ard, reprinted from Bill Watson's DIABLERIE. When we sent a copy of the issue
to Price, he responded quite enthusiastically and sent us Bill's current ad-
dress. Naturally, we sent him a copy of the issue. There followed a brief but
thoroughly enjoyable correspondance and since we found Bill's letters so fas-
cinating, we are reprinting them here, only marginally edited of purely per-
sonally intended references. In the classic fannish tradition of letters-into-
articles, we think they stand up remarkably well.))

ENERGUMEN 10 is the first fan magazine I have seen since approximately 1948, when I
returned home from the army and threw out piles of stuff that had accumlated in my
absence. It is thus somewhat interesting, although the only names I recognize are
those of Harry Wamer and Walt Liebscher, both of whom I published 27 and 28 years
ago. I had no idea, of course, whether they were evn alive, today.

I published DIABLERIE and SAPPHO and CHAOS and FANTASY AMATEUR and a blizzard of
other zines when I was 14 and 15 years old. My cohort, Geo Ebey, sailing then in the
merchant marine, helped with the little financing that was needed, although in those
days our principal cost seemed to be postage, since a ream of 20# paper cost only
60¢ and a quire of stencils around $1.35. I bought my second hand mimeo from Joe
Fortier when he went off into service.

I had the advantage of working around a print shop for a firm called Allied Publish-
ers, originally as a stock boy, then finally editing their Newsmagazine Digest for
the two years before I went into the army. Working around type and an old printer
named MacCarthy taught me a good deal about form and balance and the essence of the
graphic arts, which is probably why even though DIAB' and the rest were only mimeo'd
they had a semblance of the professional touch. I still have them around here today
somewhere, although I must admit I haven't looked at them in years.

Terry Carr's remarks are appreciated and peering back into those years I am surprised
myself at the time and effort that went into it all. A great part of it stemmed out
of the fact that I was a typical San Francisco kid, living in a fourth floor apart-
ment in the Nob Hill area, attending a high school all the way across the city, and
when the war commenced most of my buddies, who were Japanese, were sent off to War
Relocation Camps. I was somewhat alone and remained that way. Fandom for a couple of
years filled what would otherwise have been quite a gap during that formative period.
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Eddie Price and Lou Goldstone remain my sole contact with the world of science fan-
tasy today. In my upcoming novel, due on the autumn publishers' lists if I can get
all the corrections together in time, the long chapter that quotes the two chief
characters' astrological charts is all Eddie's work and research. Called THE OCTEMBU-
ARY DIALOGUES, it will also contain several brief snatches of the poetry of George
Ebey, from one of his final works "I have a horror of dying on the land" to one of
his earliest poems, "To the losers", which I published in 1943. Eddie has remained a
faithful correspondent through the years, and a couple of years back we were finally
able to get together again over some fine chablis. For me it was five wives later
than our previous meeting, so perhaps you can visualize the time lapse.

Going through ENERGUMEN #10 evokes quite a bit of nostalgia, needless to say. But it
does seem like rather a lot of effort for what is there. I do not say this in any
classic critical sense, but maunderings like Rosemary's, commentaries such as Stook-
er's, simply leave me cold, possibly because I am no longer concerned with the world .
of fandom and really regard it as a sort of anachronism.

It is odd how a man's complete life style changes so radically. Had anyone told me,
when I was grinding out copies of SAPPHO over a2 rusty old mimeo, that I would final-
ly arrive to live, and probably die, in a rural community, to manage a nightclub
called The Outrigger, to have at age 44 four grandchildren by various means, to teach
sporadically graphic arts and creative writing, to have a pleasant wife and a plump
mistress and a dog named Gretchen, I would have chuckled and said, "You're mad, man."
I had visions then of Los Angeles and New York and success by the pound. I despised
animals. And while I was doing a little boozing even at age 15, my morals were about
as Victorian as being raised in a Christian Science home could make them.

I did make the success scene for a time, back in 1958-thru-1961. I was an executive
with a world-wide investigation firm, managing some 17 offices in the Southwest, al-
ways on the run, destined for a vice-presidency and a plush office in Morristown,

New Jersey. But one morning I awoke in my Malibu home, had a cup of coffee on the
seaporch with my dog and muttered, "Oh Christ, this is all so much garbage." I never
went back to the office, mailing in my resignation instead. Fitzgerald had my home
sold for me within about three days, I spent a year in Palm Springs, in King's Canyon
National Forest, in Santa Cruz getting drunk and laid and catching up on my reading.
I threw my wristwatch into the Pacific and have never worn one since.

Today that has changed, somewhat, in the sense that one must do some work in order
to live and drink and love. Some of my old fan training has stood me in good stead,

I must admit. I do a considerable amount of sign designing, and in fact the new local
restaurant will carry and use throughout a typeface I'created and copyrighted.
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I have put together a package of some 16 various issues of what I did in days long
past. It sits now in my studio and is addressed to you, only awaiting, and I am sure
you might understand, your assurance that it will be returned to me. You're welcome
to look the stuff over, but its return is important because it does give me a reflec-
tion of myself when I was so young, so damn dull, so striving for attention, so lost
and in so much need of what Frank Wilimezyk used to call "ego-boo", that I simply
must have it to pass on to at least my daughter who is a fine artist, understands
and knows some six languages, and has always wondered just where the hell she did
come from. As she ages, it may someday explain her outlaw old man, who even at age
13 had some sort of that irreverance those of us with any guts must eventually seek
out. '

There is much today that I might want to say to fandom, if there is anything left of
it. T really do not kmow. My departure was quiet and intensive. I Just did not an-
swer letters any longer, and any 'zine' that arrived via the postman went directly
to the waste basket, unopened, undiscovered, lacking for me then what might have been
meaning or intent. When one reverses one's coat, it can be for all time.

I was never very much "liked" in fandom because of the fact that even with my teen-
age, early teenage, mammer I had a strong tendency to laugh at the whole package.
That was my protection. I thought. Yet to my parent's apartment on California Street
trooped Fran Laney, Milty Rothman, Jack Speer, Forrest Ackerman, Jimmy Kepner,
George Ebey, Tom Wright, Everett Wyers, Jimmy Cripps, Charles Burbee, Claude Degler,
Joe Fortier, Christ I can no longer remember their names. They were all pleasant
folk and to this day I can remember Milty Rothman in his army uniform and I eating
lobster Cantonese in a tiny restaurant off Grant Avenue, as I can also recall Jimmy
Kepner's and my own endless conversations at his O'Farrell Street family's apartment
trying to determine the whys and wherefores of homosexualism. At ages 13 and 17 and
both uninformed, it might have made some mighty interesting tapes and his poor father
would sit at the kitchen table and sip his beer and run his hand thru his hair and
puzzle about it all. I was with him. I liked Jimmy but I never went to bed with him:
even then I dug Martha Welch's tight little ass and big boobs. But I was willing to
listen. .

One long holiday weekend in 1944 (or possibly 1943) George had bailed off a merchant
ship and had two weeks to either sail out again or be drafted, which he wasn't wor-
ried too much about since even at age 17 he was about half blind, I had a week off
between the end of high school and the start of summer school, which I always attend-
ed because I wanted OUT as soon as feasible, and we caught the Owl out of The Oakland
Mole (SPRR) to L.A. We spent about 14 hours with folks thru the San Joaquin valley
carting their chickens and their pigs and their children from here to there, and fi-
nally arrived in L.A. at the old Union Depot. A cab then to the Los Angeles Science
Fantasy clubhouse, and we rented a room in a run down boarding house on Bixel Street,
long torn down now for an even uglier high-rise.

Walt Daughterty, I am not spelling his name right, was the official ¥club greeter"
that month. He arrived in a pale blue gabardine suit and with blonde hair looking
like something off a Hollywood set, which is what he was probably trying to look
like, although as I recall he was pumping gas in a service station at the time. He
showed us around, bought us a beer (both George and I were underage, but California
was quite liberal through the war years; a different scene now), and I wound up sten-
cilling that month's VoM (4e's VOICE OF THE MAGINATION) and sketching a nekkid girl
for the cover. I was 15 or 16 at the time and the only nekkid girl I had ever seen
was my cousin, Lorraine, who'd banged me a couple of times simply because there was
no one else around at the moment. But I had the memory of her, all of it, right there
at the end of the pencil. Little training, however. Either as an artist or a forni-
cator.

Thing’thaf I remember mostly is that I was bored. In San Francisco, where we had no
clubhouse, no real ties back and forth, we generally got drunk when we did get to-
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gether and wound up yakking (or 'rapping', today) about records, the latest novels
on the lists, a really fine stf story we might have read,or girls. I don't think
there were any of us who didn't like tc fuck and we all envied Joe Fortier, who al-
ways seemed to have some dulcet chick hanging on his arm, feeding him wine. But at
the los Angeles SFS there were creatures like Laura Crozetti, bug-eyed with goiter
and smelling like a steel-puddler's linen hamper, cantering about with the grace of
a sad hippo and the charm of a boa constrictor. Or some goofy broad of Ackerman's
with one of those anagramatic names, who the hell can remember them, with a face
like a bug and chill hands that made your own flesh writhe a little when she touched
you. Virgil Partch sat in a chair leaned against the wall in his Army uniform with a
Scotch bottle in his lap, passed out most of the time, and I always felt that he was
the most sensible one of all. I tried to grab the bottle a couple of times, but he
had a clutch on him no little guy should ever have, and altho even then I was 6 feet
and more I didn't want to cause hoorahs in an unknown ‘clime.

But we were not bored in San Francisco, or Oakland, or Berkeley, and really most of
the guys and gals lived across the bay in those days. Lou and Lorraine Smith would
cook up a spaghetti feed every once in a while in their government housing thing in
Alameda, and we'd all show up with wine, books, more records, chicks, and get a bit
plastered and sing some and really science flct:.on didn't mean much except as a com-
mon meeting ground.

All of which is why most of what I published was not necessarily "fan" oriented. I'd
try and give a man a voice on anything, and I solicited from Eddie Price, T. Bruce
Yerke, Bob Bloch, and others, articles on almost anything. I always figured that a
science fiction fan must do something else, other than breathe fandom, so maybe tel-
ling him how to build a decent rum drink, back in the days when rum was about all
one could get, would be a service too.

I was official editor of Fantasy Amateur Press Association for a year, just about

when I was getting with it with broads and had a hell of a good job for a teenager,
plus the fact that the parents were in the Northwest for a year and I had a whole
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apartment on Nob Hill to myself and an additional check in the mail every week for
the necessities from Mums and Dad. By the time I was 17 I was shacking with a gal 27
named Barbs and I cared about as much about FAPA as a blind armadillo might for a
magnificent sunset. But I was still, go back thru the records, the sole OE who ever
got the bloody mail out on time and donated more money to the bloody thing to pay
postage and envelopes than the whole membership could spit up in dues. I told him,
or them, so, the final mail I put together. Christ, that was a long time ago.

I never knew any of the eastern bunch at all. I have talked with Doc Lowndes a couple
of times on the phone, back when I was trying to trace down Geo Ebey in 1964, but I
never knew the Ivory Tower gang, Cyril Kornbluth, Leslie Perri, Wollheim, etc, at
all. I had a three year correspondance with Hans Bok, and still have 3 of his origi-
nals on my walls to this day, but never met him, or his albino dolly, whose name has
forsaken me. larry Shaw and I corresponded for a few years, he published an article
of mine in "Auto Age" or somesuch when he was editing it, but I haven't seen him or
heard of him in 20 years now. As I recall, my retreat from fandom was about the same
time that Damon Knight came into some sort of prominence, now I see his name on col-
lections and he is some sort of authority. I can recall when he was from like Coos
Bay or some such and wrote oddball plays about people sitting on the ends of piers
having lively conversations with lobsters.

Neither did I ever know anyone from Slan Shack. I always thought E.E.Evans was a
Jack ass and Bob Tucker a helluva talent, and I could never understand from afar why
they were friends. I published Walt Liebscher and some artist whose name escapes me,
from there, they were always pleasant guys in correspondence but totally lacking in
any sort of reliability -~ I use the word in the sense of me, waiting for a promised
article which never came, then having to fill space with something second rate. I
recall the use of the word "Rosebud" by Liebscher which had something to do with
screwing, if I remember correctly. It was all quite funny at the time.

So anyway this has all gotten out of hand and probably because of my insomnia and
the fact that I am all caught up on all other correspondance. I used to be a prodi-
gious letter writer, now I let it stack up until the spirit moves, or I am tired of
stumbling over it all.

As stated, you're welcome to see sets of DIAB' and SAPPHO for perusal, but do want
them back. I may not look at them again for another ten years, or twenty, but I did
do them and they were hokey but all mine.

((We heard just once more from Bill, when the postman delivered a tattered but in-
tact bundle of beautiful old fanzines. A brief note informed'us "There is now no
need to send the stuff back. My situation here has taken a slight change...when I
mail this, and a few other "catch-up" items, I will then be gone from this area,
with a new identity and so forth."

Included in the package, which we'll gladly hold for Bill, were: five issues of
SAPPHO, Bill's poetry magazine, including a copy of #7 with the message "Never re-
leased -- all copies destroyed except this 1" in pen across the cover; five di-
gest sized pamphlets, including "The Bedside Fassbeinder"; the first three issues
of Lou Goldstone's FANTASIA which Bill says "are probably the only three issues...
which are extant today. I do not believe that even Lou has copies of them any
longer."; and seven fascinating issues of DIABLERIE, whi