THE BNE OF 12

CARL BRANDON



f e e et ey

o LA T S LD AT T et e i o S o
e e RS ESESE S PSS 18
A = - ol ke '

i o k il ==
W y TR PR

PN = "SR B e et T A P
...p. |llhEﬂl.E\ .|.|i.._|4..|.lv._u.||l1.l|dlnl.




I'he BNF
|z

Illustrations by Ted E. White
after Jno. R. Neill




THE BNF OF IZ by Carl.Brandon (Terry @arr & Rof E1Iik) ;
4 e 1 [l g S ;

. X ' al i .
5 N ] v oty ) e
is published by the ASDFGHIKLibrary;—a division of ye QWERTYUIORress |

J i i ! S s i

for thirty-five céntg__a. -Eopy e

and is Copyrighted 1959 by Terry Carr, Ron Ellik & Ted E. White

Of a limited edition of two hundred numbered copies, this is number # O 1 6

This.¥s the first in B s8¥ies of fannish books to be published by the ASDFGHJKLibrary
mailing address: 1014 N. Tuckahoe St., Falls Church, Virginia, U.S.A.



chepter one: THE CYCLONE

orothy lived in the middle of the great western plains, far away
zfj\ from any other fans. She was a very lonely little fanne, who could

4:1/? not afford to go tc the annual World Conventions, and had been onlyx-

to one Oklacon. She lived with her Uncle Henry and Aunt Em on a
poor and simple farm in Kansas, with no newsstands nearby, so that she
only got stfmags when James L. Quinn sent her 1f every other month, and
now and then when Ray Palmer sent her sample copies of Qther Worlds with
pleading form letters. But since the farm was so poor, she couldn't af-
ford to sub to Qther Worlds, and she was very unhappy. And then one day
sire heard that Other Worlds had folded,. and she sat down and crled»

Presently she fell asleep, and while she dreamed of meeting lots of
fans and being very fannish, the sky darkened and the wind began to howl
from all directions. The house began to shake, and Dorothy awoke to find
Aunt Em gatherlng up clothes and running for the storm .cellar. Your
Uncle Henry is looking after the livestock," she shouted to the sleepy
glrl "Come save yourself!" But Dorothy ran to save her precious collect-
ion of If and the stencils she had typed.for her fanzine. She put them
all in the storm cellar, and then ran back out for her beanie.

All cf a sudden, the howling w1nds~became a great cyclone, with its
center right in the center of the house, and the small house shook so
hard that she lost her footing and sat down-:suddenly upon the floor. The
house began to rise, and it turned around two or three times. Dorothy-
felt as if she were going up in a balloon, and she thought to herself,
"This must be what it feels like to see your name in print,"

The house was carried miles and milss, as easily as you could car-
ry a feather, and looking out the window, Dorothy could see Kansas get-
ting smaller and smaller behind her. Hour after hour passed away, and
slowly she got over her fright; but the wind shrieked so loudly all
about her that she nearly became deaf. It was almost as bad as listen-
ing to Sam Moskowitz talk. But-as the hours passed and nothing terrible
happened, she stopped worrying, and resolved to -wait calmly and see what
the future would bring. At last she crawled over the swaying floor to
her bed, and lay down upon it; inspite of the swaying house, she soon
closed her eyes and fell fast asleep. .

chepter two: THE SCARECROW

éﬁilfter a long whlle, the house landed with a gentle bumpi{ Dorothy
went to the door, and when she opened ‘it she saw that she had

-3-



-4~

landed in a lovely land of flowers and light blue grass, right next to
a,road’of purple briek There Wasd Woelkdoof gnain. nearby . and she saw
a scarecrow in 1t. Banks of gorgeous flowcrs were on every hand, and a
little way off was a small brook, rushing and sparkling along bectween
blue, grassy banks. It was d Very beautiful land, but suddenly Dorothy
realized that she didn't know wherc she was, and she became a little
frightened. "Oh:dear,! she saiditShe lookcd up -and down the road, bat
didn't seec anyone who mlght help her. :

"Oh,_dearlﬁ she sald.agaln, "where am I?"

T - | : _

From somewhere off to her right came a.gay voice: "Why bless my
bedrie it duhe BalitHle  fanmedt="AFsDoret hyraloo@et gy’ the. Yolce contin-
ued,” "Atd-She” wants \bo lknowr where: ishe 1sl? :

"Why...why, you can talk!"™ exclaimed Dorothy. And then, because she
was a fanie and therefore used to strange things, she added, "But where
is the Grunchkin land?"“It/suddenly occured topher: that perhaps she had .
been carried to a faraway state...or maybte even out of the United
StatesL : : -

"You'rc in IZ'"Sald the gcarccrow. He made a very funny chture,
hanging on a pole and flapping his arms about while his bent and be- -
draggled beéanie almost fell off his head. "And of course I cantalk.
everybody can talk in Iz! -Even mimeos talk, if they feel like it...just
try to overwork a mimeo thesc days. Why, they've even formed a union
and got the BNF to grant them a limit of 'six-weckly schedules as’the
shortest a faned can have. Humph! I supposec thc ncxt thing they'll want
will be time-and-a- half for one- shots'"

NG rSed Ghul”.sald Dorothy. "Why, this mist be the True Fandom_
that' I've rcad. about! Vhere everyone is a fan, even the animals and
machines and allt™"

"The samc," smiled the Scarecrow. Madthoush Gbhere’ is'ia ca® in ‘the
AmbEr City that doesn't .talk at all. Of course, that's because he's g
non-fan and h¢sn't anytning to say. His name is Kltter 1

TDoerhy laughed. ”Then why is he here in Iz, if  hé"sa non-fan?"

"Well, Someone from outside came- hcro and brought the cat with
Him' S hear ) replled the Scarecrow._ s ) :

"Why doesn' t:he go.back outside?" askecd Dorothy.

"Wlell, maybe he likes'to be able to talk with intelligent people
instead. of just other oats, even if he never does. And then again, I
hear that:-once “youl#eint 'z s ol egntitiiest out unless the BNI' says you
can. He lives in the Amber Clty N2

116090 sald Dorothy . But,, I-hgyessst get; back home’"

"Don't worry, about your parents ieas aiad. the Scareorow. WETcyRla
never miss you. I'1ll bet since you entered that fandom outside of Iz
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they've hardly ever seen you anyway. Fans don't make good daughters and
sons, unless the parents happen to be fans too."

"But I'm not worried about my parents!" cried Dorothy. "I have to
get back because I left over thirty cut stencils there for my fanzine,
and I don't have the original copies of the material with me!'" She
thought for a moment. "I'1ll have to g0 to the Amber City and have the
BNF help me," she said. "How do T get there from here?"

"Well," said the Scarecrow, "it's a long way. If you could get me
down from this pole, I could accompany you to the Amber City mys$elf. I
want t0 see the BNF anyway, so that I can get a new beanie. You know
that beanies protect the fannish headbone from unfannish thoughts...well,
my beanie is so worn out that I'm afraid I'll turn into a ROFEEvEMT ST
don't look out.v

"Oh dear!" said Dorothy. "That's dreadful."
The Scarecrow smiled. "But the BNF will give me a e one s e rsa3d.

Dorothy reached up both arms and lifted the figure off the pole--
for, being stuffed with straw, he was quite light. "Now thgn--which way?"
asked Dorothy gaily.

The Scarecrow laughed. "We'll just follow this rpad here, It will
take us all the way to the Amber City."

And so they set off down the little road of purple brick, On one
side of the road Dorothy saw a sign which said, "Path of Trufandom."
"My," said the little fanne, "the Path of Trufandom leads to the Enchar.t~
¢d, Buplitaiter,” Gocsm®t it A

"Yes," said the Scarecrow."Of course, all roads in Iz are Paths of
Trufandom, because they all lead to the Amber City, The Enchanted Dup-
licator is there, in the BNF's slan-palacs."

chapter three: THE COWARDLY LION

/-, 7he two travellers continued on their way for some time, wandering

3 gaily along through the colorful countryside, the Scarecrow now and
then doing a little fan-dance for Dorothy, and Dorothy singing some
of the fannish songs she knew.

She had just finished singing a happy little tune galled "When You
Wore A Beanie And I Rode A Pogomcbile," when a great lion bounded into
the road, growling ferociously.

; "Stopy! roared the lion. "I am in the mood for feuding, and I want
£5 feud with youl ™
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The Scarecrow jfumped back frantically, falling all over himself and
making quite a comical sight. Dorothy, seeing a teeny-tiny bteanie perched
atop the monstrous head of the lion, burst into gales of laughtcr, and
when she saw the floundcring Scarecrow, her laughter only mountcd.

The lion frowned and grumbléd. Wielel z do'you want to feud. vith me?"

"Oh, -I:don*t wgnt to- feud w1th anyboay’” Dorothy managed to gasp,
tetween. glggles. '

”No, no; no no nonono!" screamed the Seareerow, who-had fallen on
nis back and was trying to gect up and at thc same time put hisiteanie
back  on.i At the 51ght Of- s Tl RES Dorothy Qneemerc. 'burst-out: in 'delighted
laughter. '

And saddbnly a most increditle thing happcned—-tho Li-oggstarted ‘o
cry! Great tears rollecd out of his eyes and he set up a terrible moaning
groaning; he covered his eycs with his huge paws, and rocked bick and
forth, making a very strangec sight.

”Uly, what is the.matter?" said Dorothy, for Shc had a very gentle
Eeiir 5= ; ol S G-t llke to See anyone cry.

”Oh Fiteelisb tcrrlble resplirgse R ot e Do T Pied €6 e’ o brave
fan and start as-feud with: yoa but you Jjust leaughed:. I'm a terrible cow-
ard, and don't rcally know how to fcud. Do you know that I've nevcr
S rted a feud with anyonc in my whole life?"

UL Sadd Dorothy, ”that's hardly thc way to start arreud; I mean
just Jamplng oul; I N rotitDrsa < DEY Son P ket that ..U

o

"¥es s seiidibhe ucarecrow recovcrlng hlﬂSflf now -that. tho llon 4
secmcd vvry “harmless., ”Yoa should Know bcttcr than that'"

YBUEY T Was tite only thlng I could thlnk of, and 1f I'd waitcd any
longer, you would have teen out of Ee e re S 6 and FERSsTeHAD S8 Beud - T
hopeiddidn' txhury v you; Sehgagh P B s thc lion:-started ‘to wipc his
cyes with his- =Easlay  saind really lookcd very- frlcndly Ae N @t ST Y sl s Brme =
thing could Gte done atout ny coturc]incos yeeRER G EE cause WL e always
been on the defensive in feuds with other funs and nobtody cah''stop’a
fellow if he gets in there*first, you know:

Dorothy smiled kindly. She didn't feud with anybody herself but
she tenew: that Lo & 1ot s pcople it.was the most intercsting part of fan-
domat WS sdonhE < yeu come Wi thiEges s e Sulse e e I by goinz helithc
Lmbew Gity, where T!m gadihg. {io)have tthe SN -help me get'back tg Kansas;
and .the Sgarccrow. wunts to g&t a ncw beanic to protcct his headbonc from
anlannlsh thoqghts hy, I bct thc BNF would be aLlc to hclp you out

ESvioje

The-bright .little Tanne, smiling so. sviectly,: chcered wup the ‘lion
immediately, P IOHE e uldoE T hc eSOl Y 4 Bel golepa tofu 1l 1 ve always
wanted to mcct thc BNy But S'we becn afrald I'd mect someoné and he'd
start feuding with me, and..." With that,; ‘the huge Lbedst almestistarted



to cry again.

¢ "Now, now, don't cry," said Dorothy. "Now that you've decided to do
something atout it, everything will work out wHRACTT ull v, " “So"“the ~thrcc
companions started out on the road of purple: ‘brifels,  waikine of'. the fans
they had met, and of conventions. The lion boasted proudly of the cos-
tume he was goling to wear to the South Gate Convention.

"Ohi" exclaimed Dorothy. "Are you gganstocdicame. 12 to go..50 South
Gatce" . : 3

Her two friends turned to look at her. "Of course Ity NS abEdSs T hie
Lion. "We shall mercly follow this very same road until we come to the
south gatc of the Amber City, where it's always 1958, and where the an-
nual convention is always hecld."

Dorothy was astounded at this, and wondercd that such a wonderful
fairy fandom could cxist, where time stood still in 1958 and all roads
led, to; theEnchanted: DupY¥icator:

chapter four: THE TIN WOODSFAN

—7hc sun shined brightly and the birds sang sweetly, and Dorothy did
not fcel nearly as btad ag you might think a little fanne would who
ZZ;: had suddenly begn whisked away from her own country and set down
i thenmi@SEof’ 'atstrange JYandiiSha;was. whght“atshome , ~en'joyije
thc talk about conventions and strange fans, and the road secmed to whisk
away bencath her fcet. As they werc passing a very dcnse part of the for-
cst, they were startled to hcar a deep groan nearty.

Ls they took a few stcps into the forest, they heard another groéan,
and Norothy was startled to scc something shining in a ray of sunshine
that fell between the trces. She ran to the place, and then stopped short
with "agery of rispeprige; : :

fne —of : thve: Bigeirtes had begn partly:chopped:threoagh, and standing
beside. it ,wilth an aplif¥ed ax in hig hands, Wasta-iTin' Woodsfan; frozch
in the act of swinging his ax. "Oh!"™ exclaimed Dorothy, "do you.think we
could help him?"

"Jell, I don't know how," said thc Scarccrow. "He's all BuStedAakc! d
nced -somMeEhifm o S60- Sonrde bt n . "

\ .

0L, - T\ haysl.-someearpeetion: flhidd- said  Dorathy, “and ‘tdkinga .small
tottle from her pocket, she began to apply the fluid to the joints of
the rusted:Tin Woodsfan. s :

The: Lign-sniffed ‘around the tin Figiire’s et yant gsleeéde’ Haydu: . .
do you suppose he'll start a feud with us after we revive him2"
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Dhe, figurelgrognediibnes . andsaid - 10hs “gracivus: no!:I'm much tgo
grateful.:te-you Ffor releasing me," With that, the Lion boun@ed away ??om
the Tin Fan, fon ke had not expected diim' to come tovlife quite so gmidk-,
ly. . ) , e . _

tare you. .. are-you quite all right ncw?"-asked Durothy.

"Wel "t saadt-{ e MPn Febdstan LT wish you'd touch up‘my beanie
prop--it won't spin." , 3

"0Oh, idowit, Dorothyl' jcried ‘theySearecrow. !'The:‘Beanie won't pro=
tect him'from unfannish thoughts if it's not in good working ordcr!

"Thank you," said the l/oodsfan as Dorothy 'spun theé beanie prop and
it worked like new. "I would never fcud with anyone who hedped=me et fe
said, "although I will admit that I have nothing against feuding. Somc-
timcs I wonder if I wouldn't cven like to be in onec again. Xt bothers
ne , Jpeealusel noendlly: ficuls dontt Intertst.me. Maytesi ehi- ke “feuding be-
cause when I was made they forgot to put a heart in me.™

NThat 'e SfePkl b1 et Eaad sy otk ”How.did yous@ctiall ‘rusted Miike
Eoflatal ot oL,

"Well i Tonglh ago ' Sadd e “Tdn SO Sen sre e it ond # T wWere ‘feuds
ing, and the fan decided to drivec mc out of fandom. But no one can
leave Iz beeausc of the gredt burning dcsert called Public Contempt
which surrounds this fannish land, and sincc nopedyi cver galfidtes whilc..
still ‘insidc the country, he had to .cast o spclliof dinmobility upon
ne. Onc day when I was chopping wood to malke paper for ry fanzine, hc
cast -his'spcll, ‘and thecre I've been until yor,cameFolong s

"How dreadfull”jexclaimcd Dorothy. "I didn't know they still had
such evil fen., 'le've never hcard. of anything like that in Kansaos."

"I do not know where Kansas is, but tcll HIC e e e v I B ed
country<" )

"Ch,y yes," soid Dorothy. Mile have eclecctric mimcos, and automatic
slipshecters: and evcrything," -

"Then that cccounts for it," said the loodsfan. "In the civilized
countri¢s I believe therc are no wizards Lef i ner: hectos: nor “Sbrecer—
¢sses. But, you sce, the Land of Iz has never bcen civilized, for wcicre
cut off ‘from the rcst of the world. Therefore we still have c¢xclusion
fcts and hcectoed fanzincs amongst us. It is regllypsa. wondcrful ‘plage . to
live, for while you must taoke the bitter with the swcet, the sweet is
80 sweet. 'If T only had a Heart, I should dedrly-love " Life “1h Lz."

"t/hy don't you accompany us to the dmber. City?" asked “the Scarc-
crow. "You:could hove the BNF give you & heart." And the T l'eodstan
agrecdids SR :



chapter five: PROVILLE

(’f}o the :Eittile ‘band of travellers went on along the little purple
\\\ brick road to the Amber City. 4fter they had travelled for some
C:i) time, they came to a curious little village where all-the houses
had false fronts, with magnificent pillers and spires, but behind
them were only dirry little shacks. ljondering at:this, the four adventur-
ers trotted gaily along the road through the village. '

The people of the village were the oddest fans any of them had ever
seen. Thére were:-only a‘'few of them on-"theistreet, but all of them were
thin and toney, and they rushed around territly fast.

"Say therel!" the Scarecrow called to one -of themy "what village is
thilsy»ond Haw far’ 18 8t T ‘the Gapgi ttakan

WThis 'is the village of Futurepro,!" 'said the fan proudly. "The cap-
ital, Proville, is just a little way past here."

YButythe cepital <s:the Jfimber«Cityr, i seid sthé lMind WoodsPan.

TAmber City?" saild' the fan. NVereriieard: - of 4 L. Proville-i gi-tlie oRly
capital I know of." ' :

"/hy are you so thin?' asked the Lion.

YBedalise we hateetgce il t e terenty i Bepl 'ed Ahesfan s Wile ~axre sghe sttt
writers of tomorrow, and until we become pros we must suffer’ for our art,
so we have 1little to eat. lle necdn't worry, though, tecause we are get-
ting “Hhelul timave  walue ‘out>of A andomy™

FESTHOBEHR b i neoneR hads t o c g -Foodrdm e " Ea ds vhe Searedrow M Ron! b
you live on egoboo that”you get from other: fahs?"

& e F are i Canphedl v gl M e c Takmea bt Rc L. Lo R Mites wWe “have wery s 1th~
tle to do with fans, excent those who live in Serconville,  which is just
this side of Proville. 'The fans in Serconville sometimes give us egoboo,
but not wecry much, so we have to live on food."

Mg SUhat s e bc1ng a‘ non-fan," whispered the Tion to Do-
rothy. : :

"The pros are nice, though," the emaciated fan continued. '"They give
us lots of rcjection SllDS, which we vrocess in our frece hours and makc
into typing vapcr, so that we can write morec stories."

"Tt sounds like a 51lly elircilieito mc,” said Dorothy.

"Tt'-s-all begouse wotwes Tet yourdbeonies get  ins bad shepg,” "said
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the Scarecrow. " 'hy don't you come to the Amber City with us and have the
BNF fix your beanie?"

*ah yoheavens,. mektaeriedistine SutiRepre. 1 hawme o (fnsh the story
I'm writing now. llaybe some other time." And with that he ran iniq a
nearby house. In a moment the little group heard the sound of typing.

"Sounds like a typewriter instead of a typer," commented the Scare-
crow., 'This . village abounds;in fakefannism, T tell.you. It's all because
of the condition of their beanies."

Anxious to leave such an unfannish place, the little band went
through the village hurriedly and in a few ninutes arrived at the next
village.

"This must be Serconville,"'said Dorothy. "Perhaps they can tell us
howfar it is to the Amber City, if they are so’serious and € on s ractave . "

They went into the village and: the fdon stepped’a fan. "How far is
it to' the Amber Cilty, '’ ke asked:

"’/hy do you want to go therct" asked the fan. Dorothy saw that he
had no propellor at all on his beanic, but instead a tassel similer to
those found on graduation caps. "'Je have everything hcre in Scrconville
that the Amber City has, and more," said the fan.

"Has 'the BNF ever becn hcre?! asked Dorothy.

"BNF?" The Serconfan lookcd incredulous. "Cf coursc not! Siltly fan-
nish figure, that's all hc is. /¢ devotc our minds to Bagher  things thin
BNI'sY > :

"7ell then we'll keep going," said Dorofhy EEEm s sand. the S parfy
continued along the purplc road LEPOuE IR Bert onvil e i "I -suppose .Proville
will be next," said Dorothy.

In a bit, they found shec was wrong, for without cven leaving Ser-
conville they come to a sign announcing thot they werc in Hucksterville,
which soon proved to be only a slum section of Scrconville. All the in-
habtitants werc wearing beanies with fan wampum signs on them. Knowing
the nature of hucksters, the fans Honrdces throiiph that~séction until they
calle ; vo I PrevilileE,

There was a high wallicbout: the city, of RSy S 70 0 e sty 21 o
gate guarding the cntrance. The sgarecrow ran up to this and pounded on
it with his fist, but got no responsc. Then thc Lion rcared up on his
hind legs and gave a great roar. "My heavensi" said Dorothy, holding hcr
ears, "that ought to get some rcsponsc!”

The ddon 'blushed &ndisaid,; P tl= hBEs i Seemenore ~dingerous than
I am. Bven nmy claws are dull from pounding on my typer, and somc of
them arc broken from rcmoving staples from fanzincs.™

Just then the gote crmoked open and @ pro pecked out. Secing the
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either side of them, and the Lion shrank up against the ljoodsfan, shiv-
CRIFE,

"thy, what are you efraid of?" asked the Tin fon s he s thel Eion
nearly knocked him over with his frightened shaking.

MPhere’' s--there's Kalidahs out there, ‘in the forest!" stuttered
the Lion; his.  teeth chatferites

"Whatever are Kalidahs?" asked Dorothy.

The Lion quieted down somewhat as he began to see that nobody else
was afraid, and that they werc all listening to him. OIS Soitve : pliob~
ably never heard of them in the outsidec world," he said. "They ase
Tierce, gigantic.teasts who :2ttack travellers in the Tforest. Bhiey &1
attaci i gess teoln

"Have they ever attacked you before?" asked the Scarccrow.

"NoZeof! iCourse, ok KOs ol s Ghtnes [ d . be. -heratif 151 B v e Fa (e L A fo
thank Ghu, I've ncver cven secn one of thc monsters.! WS s Thias Uhie
wiped his brow with his tcil in rclief.

"But if' you've never seen one, how do you know thecy are so ter-
riBlagcE. et you: ol L rnaa i A hat anything morc about thcm than we
do , M sasEiThe i - Heo'ds SCoFfa Qt thepoor)frigntencd 1.ion.

"Well, " said the-Lien; dooking g smMOgRgr. csiich: o sreaf animal ,
Vyou JUes wWeilt BNt i P AT eSO Tk pS CEnd dyoiisean isec - for yoursclf what
theyfapc AErket ™

Just then there was a terrible roar from e Bo b de! thome-and
the Lion took to vibrating again.

"They'rc coming after usl" he shouted. SEEE RS i r ey o« L et s rant
"They do sound very frwghienine @ Ysnid Dorothy unccrtainly.

Then the' Flon ‘sdreace i IRERC TRl R e liad Sust heard o rustling:
in ‘the brush bchind them. Ty ire ‘eond ag; they"rc, comingt " he sercanmcd;
covering his cycs with his paws. ey s et st 1

The Tin Fan and the Scarccrow werc WES e ouer ‘the  frightencd
Liow, talking to'him, when out of the:brush on o1l sides CameE M EOZ C
cnimaleFatolt the lsive ot o ama 1t dog, with big cars and hcads like
gramophone speckers. Thay looked for all the world likec Donkcys, and
they were jumping up and down yelTTmg i SEHOQHIAT HOOHAWE " very loudly.
The Screcrow, the Lion and the Tin Voodsfan lookcd ap-and ‘saw -them, and
none,‘efsthtmecoifld Pelieve itHeir E OIS,

ThesLion,: secing’ the. Siay B SEEE SR P neds anEril v at hisefright

of_ tHcemsRandi reny e RS 5 it HEC e lieal e ORI SA " e rri Tl oNroar ot
them,

The little animsls hod been making cnough noisc for a thousand mon-
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sters, but when the Lion roared, they backed up against one another, and
looked very small.

Vhen everything was quiet, the Lion asked them who they were, and
the leader said in 'a very small voice, "le are the fierce Kalidahs,
the--the conquerers of the forest kingdom."

ACCHTS,  thelkien  ¥adghcd gcrdoudly that+<all the Kalidahs tumbled
overi.each: other+io get ot ot ‘the wayy I or.theysthought “he. would eat
themn. "You!re nothing btut loud-mouthed Jackasses," he told them. "Vou
only think you are great cohguercers because you frighten pcople away
before they can see you. Anyone who saw what you rcally were would
Yaughg X

ess ™ “sakdybhe Scarccrow, "and specking for i S R e L I T | g PR
bit afraid of you just from hearing you. All your roaring and bellow-
ing did to me was to make mc mad at all the noise ¥

This hurt the Kalidahs vecry rmuch,and one of them said, "oh dear,
0o very' handliatd ngs t0; Bord alighe ds ater

This touchcd Dorothy, who was a kind girl.ronéd: hated to sec ‘any-
onc made fun of. "Maybc your mcgaphone heads arc only a stage you arc
going through," she said. "ihen you grow oldcr you may change, like
pollywogs, and you'll shed your big mouths and be normel, T 1 crddy ., s
e Faianatlie T

“he iloud-mouthed jackasscs thought cbout this for A BIGNE Nl MsEd - o
on “oft U henl saddl HMhat Vs S4:1 rls Vo - aTeT ot 10 ol i SRy EHing? WESer
all, we'rc the conquercrs of the forcst kingdomi * And the loud=mputhed
jockasses sniffed haughtily at thc travellers and strutted off, braying
"HOOHAW. HOQHAW!™ at the top of their voiccs.

chapter seven: THE FIELD OF ROSEBUDS

— 7oward the end of the day, Dorothy said, "Don't you supposc wc
// should stop and havc dinncr2"

"7ll,"” said the Lion, "since we arc natives of e riwesnc ek avc- Lo
cat--we gain sustcnance from cgoboo. But sincc Yoo are.: Trom: the: .outsidc
world swe.' X1 have te’ find something for you to eat.!

There was a.clump of  bushes ncarby and they found somc dclightful
berrics there. As Dorothy ate them the Tin Yoodsfan and the ' ‘Scarccrow
cxchangcd compliments and thc Lion read sonc fanzines.

"What are thosc?" asxed Dorothy.

ihcakmbest Mryrandem ADA mailing," said ‘the Lioné "I always carry
it with me in case I'm cver soricwherc 2lonc and nced sore cgotoo."
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e gt e g d ABh edt el e vioay oMU E o iR s e arny: - sopyrof IT DIGEST with
me *for e/ ssagie retsalt E T ot @ EEsaNE S e T adud e Soboo. 1 n- 1t andi itTs
posteardi'size’ too,) whichimakesr S easy toYearny -1

WSort:of Al ke Eodd s e pEREEENS sal d VDorethy. YEY , ~how thandyl Y

And so'sthe four fans-finishedstheir'meals and-settled down for =
good ndpght T sl eep T thehmaPntine otne" fosee andenad & Ericl breakfast:
Dorothy (finisshedtthe’ berriesy ane the  Fin Woodsfan teok out adlittle
reécoigd  player:and@*played a: records®f epplause. for<himself.and the -6ther
inhabitants of T%7. ' Heleéxplainedi that it wos colled canncd cgoboo,

|

Phensthe T our  ddvcnipens S pl tpdnee  mors:along the Path of , Tru-
faddomi The trees jwere -very Lol L hnd teantifMil birds: flew cmong: the
branches.. Oncc PDorothy sty jBudeic, whith.e2id ‘hello -to. her, and she
wished Bob -Bhow secoult: hése! beer, therc'

Soon they were out of the woods, ond beforc them the four fricnds
scw a lovely ficld of roscs, just beginning to bud. Dorothy clapped her
hands in delight, for she was & youllg fenne from the praifie who knew
nothing of rosebuds, and they seemed very beautiful to hecr.

I'Tety s allpick o fbougues of them! " 4she’ said . "and we can:také then
to the BNFI" The others agrccd to. this, and they split into two groups,
the Lion and Tin Voodsfan going onc way and thc Scarccrow and Dorothy
going the other. They:picked the: flowsrs for quite awhile, until they
were very, very tired, and the Scarccrow suggcsted that they rest awhile.

ik el ayy hercjuinsa MM NESSeareeraw - .o ndy Thouei Dorothy thought
that he had made a mistake in grawmmar, she didétnet say anything, bc-
causc the Scarscrow's boanie had becn badly ripped Ly The sthornss of the
roscbuGs, and she thought thot perhans his Tfin fannish mind wasn't
working too well. -

But when Dorothy sterted to lic down, she felt the thorns stick-
inge horg Uoh), T e o e B €« har e 0 e 80 1.0 5 il im R0 s TG e T R
from: the 'projiriess  rpngnber ;) from$far away Trom N ird st e tidens
a3 veNe el

The scorccrow shook his head sadly."I've always hcard that fans
were slans," he said: He shook his hcad agoin. ”So this is what the racc
of- Highimeh,:Has cergtiiagan -

S0 Dorothy and the Scarccrow picked up thier bouquetsz and went
looking Tcr thier companions. 'The foynd them on the edge of the ficld
of irosglbud sy - domi ne towa RGeS Arotind fay ne 2t . Towns of grass. They look-
cd very frightened, cspecierlly thc iion. Dorothy and the Scarccrow
ran up to them and asked whot had happencd.

"Oh, it:was térriblcl" blubkered ‘the Lien: "Je just camc over
ferec to scc what this lawn was--thcre's o sign over there scying this
isthes #iedd "OF Ihg PasaRn ot tampe fhe e A 1Y SR sadifcn . We begaite
feel very qucer, and when I looked at the Tin WoodsTen, he looked like
he ‘was.going  t0 atladt meLn '
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: "The Tin Vjoodsfan nodded, trembling. "But the funny thing was," he
said, "I didn't seem to feel like feuding or fighting with hinm."

"\hat happened theno" askéd the *Scarecrow.,

"Well," said the Lion, "he chased me all over, until we came to a
road over there which leads to Francistown."

"There was a sign saying Francistown Lanc," the Tin VWoodsfan ex-
plained. "As soon as we got on that road, the odad feeling disappeared.
Then we came back here."

The four adventurers were all very worried by this,. so they immed-
lately sct out again on the purple brick.road leading to the Amber Ci-
ty. Dorothy and the Scarecrow left their bouquets tehind, because of the
thorne. "ind besides," said Dorothy, "I don't think rosctuds and fandom
itk oy

chapter eight: THE BEAUTIFUL AMBER CITY

"=y mid-morning thcy arrived at the imber City, which was a wondcrful
o ¢ - place "‘Tilled with: Yovely housesishaped Tike: bheer ‘bottles.
T AN -
; 'q_d' >

T g i e BRIt . My 1 e Betnad 4 Tl

TiorBe L1 spouslse & [The -slenpad aeer " hisdad fihe (Tl \Joo dsfany  s@tsin. g
noment they came to it. It -was a magnificent sight--an amber palace
siioped; Eike af*bheerseroek ;- They adnired- it ifor e few-miHutes add  then
cnbered.

Niied de 11 )ee; B0 "SEE B RE B seidapanachy Corthe  trifee s truf o,

He: Trowne ¢ srehily o1 the 17 tEllewbnlid, B ymae0me Y onad’ /Rdie
or foclish errand to bothcr the wise reflcections:of the Great BNF, he
might be angry and destroy you all in an instant," he warned thcm.

"But it is nol arfoolish crrand, said Dorethy., ‘rhon an idle,emne;
and 1t .1s important. ind we have becen told stgat the BIF is kind cnd
good. "

So0uct WES Y Sanide-Thes T fants shirntant M Hes Fukc BNt hatimbe v {0 Ly
wiscly and well. But to those who arc fugghcads, or who approach him
for his autograph, he is most tcrritle, and few have cver darced to bor-
rovi. fanzines, from him,"tThen he ushered them into a large room filled
with -mysterious alchemigal rapparatus.

hsethe welder€rssgazed "In awe -at fthewrodm, i gréat e lond? suddenly
issucd from in front of thc thronc and when it had disappcarcd therce sat
an ancient fan, looking at them stecrnly.

TEET 0 He S ot A S Wph el 8o #0307 Wadit
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-t the sound of his voice, the Cowardly Lion ran behind Dorothy,
Lt .cshefdrew Cherselgicup et ssenndms el oer-tol @ sk your: Help. You see,
T .cameyiio o g ¢ i vasb s uscitine S e SIsravE ol #5 D oeit rhack ‘to the-tutside
fandom"- And. sh&:told the BREahotui-leon TRiends.

H¥es, 9 dee’ you Nave) e prok e & said the<EllF. "But ‘of coursec you
know that BNFs never dc .anything for ordinary fans unlcss they rirst dc
someGirne Foryivs U

Dorotity’ st companiens: Sesurethe T Eihal \Lhi s tWersithe- acecepted pro-
ecdured® Neshave Mhop et Enaot islinhan £9 psti™Meshids the Lion, " "and.Ghu
only knows what frightening thing he'll want us to do."

Iheyarit Tel T Shliea i ntrd ermoment s FHEBNE maid M'In the. out-
skin®s of) e - FraudlingsCounty, fnear-the tordersof Iz, there is. a ter-
rible witcnh who is always casting spells ané hoaxing cveryonc."

HEsresih el rd - o T Vel NASSneeE ¢436 he- i iiged siem . o Dorothy. "She' s
a«Baccer: Zor o 1 aeslais

L owant o oy TigaitEE e e g GRS d S e BRI

TBUS How.. can e oL et S SiRE R et Bl on M esarentt wizZards. on
anything; Yand. we .can't even play. dricks’with'words. tné way you can."
(For it was well known the way the BNF could make puns).

"She-has o weakness,y! said the ENF. He:ileaneéd closcr. "She's a
nenfeamn i sh cawliiis pe el

"Hon™ sexelgime 3; L@ Sc apecnowy i astoundeéd., #'A nonfan? ‘In Iz7?"

The FBIF " she0icy s iegd so @ 1es T Slefrows Sitis ¥sad o, very sad: Hered-
1tany J you know., BUt wescan't uave nonfgnstall owver Iz, cluttering wup
elaier ol e ey 1

Dorat iy-vias puezl e T BIG il teshercweslknesa? 'l “she said- " Just
because’ shes Ls o~ nopf an=—"

THerweakne s 1 85BLog s shidathe SMp.

1ol Bhatlis "My wetien eGSR oth St eono thiyy g 9ee Lod .5 0 hy , « whHen 'T.-drink
Blog--"

"R Ane “her Jd Ve Pr el At astrifaet Ret SR Tt g e he.s hdr Jghe
et o b

It s the universnlinigntrarseh spiske nt >t he  Tion - explained.

How, I'1l give s you aijar of iBleg ;™ said: the BNF, M"and if. you can
just, pour it over her-=%

W REORNSN HehoR kel e e Nkt aie i Siemt:

e houritaidvenEureESiayc Rectapesas SR m psmE e, iIstanndaa.c e -Eor: the
night-anditold thatthepswonld Eck: iwhed r* BTog " in “tHe, morning so that
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e n,,;4; f o ST
‘they could set out. As Dorothy lay in her bed that- nlght ohe foan‘lhor-:
self thinking eX01te.ly @f tne &d untqre bcf@re them,  But one thing .
- kopt returning to puz: T nonfan;
she mqsed antll at last she - fcll asleep.‘«u

chapter m 1 itaaomssqa mcmmo@es :

o o L : ’ ¥ ” 3 S & D
K . . E [ . . s P P E PRA . x

n the mornlug~th‘y sz t out napplly, the Tin Vbodsfan carrylng the:!'

Jug of Blog, carefally stopp@rc to Jseep it fiﬂem spllhng,.Y.* /

EEC By mldduy thoy wcr@,%ll very numgry, S0 thcy s t aown by the Sde,
~:of the road to eect. The Scatl ‘ecrow, the Lion, and the Tin Woodsfan alr -
had fan21ncs to red d, but Darothy ‘had to look for berriecs beside the
roads As she was. delng thlsh she came @p@n a little bag s;ttlmg up@m a
rock. vt Y

|
{

‘"Lcok out there.” called the bug good nataredly..

?onh*" said Dor@thy. And then, beca‘se‘shc was grow1ng a@oqst@m@d

~to the way all creatures im Iz coald sp;gk uhe ‘sat d@wn b051de hlm una g

g

‘said "Vhy, wno are you°";;*'
i 'm Drofcss%r nggloboggs " sa1d the bug, bOWlnb.‘

Pfto them when he heard Dorothy‘talkﬁ't '
1 4 “bmr@d yCﬂrS “?Oo Profesnor 1)

- L"I"Vc béen warking on’
from a arge pouch | 1
Doruthy," "take tl

‘"ldt I'm not thirsty,“ Dorothy protcstcﬂ "I'm hangry,"

i

%

Thc Profesoor LT@WHCT
hours of research. They te
I call lt Ezra, It's the

""Bdt m pl”lp arc the rcsqlt of Cndl@So
"But oy 12
n y 2 a Or 1 1

o "Lcll 1f lt’S dmstillcd i »1& Dérothy, tuklng the pr@ fercd
.plll ﬁOh' It's so ncavy'“- : . : 7 ‘

.J”he bug smllcd proadly.}"lt W@léhu a p@umd " he sald

D@rothy h@Sltath at- the tho&ght of hav1ng a poand of plll 1n hcr
stamach. "Hgve you unythlng clsc?" shc askcd LT ,

: t’hell M sald the Drofes "I have some plnk pllls——“fji‘ fg'w*fﬂ

W
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'There," said the Scarecrow, pointing. "You can see the towers of
the central libtrary just over the next down. Do you see the central
tower, 1n the shape of a roekeTehips Sand” e Gerns-gecyles on each of the
smaller towers9o"

"Oh, yes!® exclaimed Dorgt iy .-~ WEMy* 61 s shemu tafull-ySuch lovely-
window-designs, and oh! what remarkable eolonswand farchitectires Wiy
the Gerns-goyles look just as 1f Rotsler had done them! I should think
it would take the work of hundrcds of fans to build such a BN

"No, one fan did it all," said the Scarecrow: "But you can sce only
the front of it from here. As we pass by the edtys . you willibe able te
see the rear cof the building, and judge fpr yourself what manner of fans
these be who erect monuments to space flight and science fiction. You
Seéc, the building was never completed."

"hY,- that's dimost ELNT8d: V., Sarid: Doxothy. T ssHoud'd ‘think. that
such a lovely building as this would inspire fans to work very hard on
e (5 el

"Yest it dsd ke builder, a fan named Valter Doorty, workcd many
many years on the first half. He was responsible for all the cxpecnsive
and difficult work that was done on it. Then he couldn't makc up his
mind about what sort of design to put on one window in the very back,
and spent so long thinking about this that cveryone in Readerville lost
interest in the projcct., It is still a very grand building, however,
even if it isn't finishecd."

The companions walked faster as they approached Reader vilsles . and
vhile they could sece and hear the readers in the town calling to them
for aid on their projects, they kept right on walking, and nonc of them
felt any desire to stop. As thcy passed by the town; Dorothy could indeed
see thc incompletec structurc of the ccntral librery, and Lhroomi-* “che
unfinished  walls she could scec shelves and shelves of scicnce fiction
magazines and books.

Wyt shesagetdid i certaimly. is"a wonderful tiiing.®

chapter eleven: THE STRANGE COLLECTOR

he travellers continued on their way through the LoNel v scounitryl
side, chattering gaily about fonnish mattcrs. They sccmed morc
Like, 8 tnoui ot rfans At & convention then people on a dangcrous
wleSi bn £ conquer a witch, Dorothy thought to ncrsclf. "And’ bhis
scemed very strange to her, for faas werc Very Togic@l rprople Vadd of
course did not believe in witches, except in Iz. But she efleated that
in outside fandom fans did things which werc just as sily “as: Hant ine
for witches. They cven publishcd monthly fanzincs Somet Inc sk} Aord et
longed to four apas at once, or joined the H3F.

Just then they hcard an anxiosus voice shouting, oGy O R Tl ' ond:h!
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Stay off the path! You'll stir up the dust!”

Looking ahead on the path, they saw a fan sitting beside ‘the path,
absolutely motionless, and covered with dust from head b 0ce L Thed dast
even engulfed the fan's beanie, which could hardly be seen.

Stepping of'f’ the. peth-onto’ theisoft grass, they approached the
strange fen curiously. "itTho arc you?" asked the Tin tJjoodsfan.

"I am & 3tay-O0ffmen, ™ said the fan. "You nust pardon:pc Lo nok
rising to shake your hand and bow to the e e g BT, IT AT dFaT T
would shake all the dust off of me."

"But why are you covered with dust anyway?" asked the Lion.

NGeokedt Tus U - seilr e San DO T alen -Gonpleti st T ns
tend to collect every bit of dust in Tz,{ Just sittifgs ‘hére and tetting
1TSS GERTES " ot fic M

Dorothy gigoled: "Rhat'.s very strange,! she said. "Don't you cver
g0 anywhere or do anything?" -

Ok, T sadd b Hevdusey Sone S I an Sk pt very busy filing and catalog-
ing my dust-motes. I have cach one classifieq aecording ‘to“size,lcolor,
and ¢verything, It's very FaRcnaE T eI SR regurse’ 16 - takes. all: my
tine."

"I should think you'd get bored with SFRSG S L e e it csei  the
Scarcerow.

el 1 Mas abhinkd vgl fo £ Beldnet ) trip DR E Fgee Ld- "ther Stay-0fTran.,
"Lowds-a, cand e tek for the Trans-Burning Descrt Fund, ond if I'd won I
could have gone to the convention ip ‘outside fandor. But’simec, M¥c .Pecn
sitting here alonc all ny life, very fcw peoplc cver heard of mc, so T
wash™telecteds Perhaps atts: foriths OO0 L o v Fohel MgBne o woillld- have
had a grecat deal of troutle storing my collceticn in rny abtsecncc."

"iell, you. certainly Ycad a .peaceful;and Rebaxi e WiHe M gaid ) Do-
rothy. "Do you rcad nrny fanzines while NOUrECHESAtEN nE  hercl!

"Oh, gracious nol" said thc Jdust collector. "I'm ruch too busy
cataloging ny-collection = do AR iCY st ¥ouoknow, - yol hie ey
evecr find anything in fanzines, about gUStsedkl oot ietany hore s Twthink
there should bec morec articles on it, becousc arter Ghllis 1o Llcctrng s
the) veryiheokhr t o -Tondor"

"I suppose you rcad scicncc fiction," said thc Lion.

"Ho," said the:Stay~0ffmcon. "I started to rcad a scicnce fiction
took once, kccause it was cnlled 'The SO e ey s a1 thought
it ieht e Entetcst ing), Alut it o JHENE PaZ e ele RIS o s st uf P ot
hovenst Tead any ~Sihce ) ANYWAYE, A8 T Baar i DEchufueh Lo, busy viith
ny: epd e fion o

UTTCHENC M s ob i S Sttt "we won't bother ycu any longer then. sinec
3 ) 3
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I can sec you're territly busy, and have inportant things toYdo.™. 2nd
the four travellers continucd on their JOUrnEyy. -Leaving the busy Stay-
Offnan sitting notionless beside, the path.

"It's all because his beanie is .covercd with st 8 5ad driblie S Scares -
CTrow; . chelkimge sy Head sadly.

chapter twclve: THE CAPTURE

£ 7hey slept that night in a warn little grove of trees, and set off
£2ily the next day under beautiful blue skies. The Scarecrow was
whistling a Grunchkin walking song, and Dorothy and the Lion were
exchanging puns, while the Tin Voodsfan walked in the rear, taking
notes for a travel report which he would putlish later.

They had covered alriost all of the distance to the edge eI Hand
could snell the fumes of the burning desert of Public Contenmpt, when
suddenly & horde of flying sqirrels swooped down on the LTt "band,
from out of nowhere, and attacked then ferociously. The Tin Joodsfan
swung his axe fiercely, and put many of the little aninals out of ac-
tion, but ¢ dozen or more threw stones at him from behind, while yet
nore tugged at his axe until he had to drosy- At

at least fifty of the small crinminals attacked the Scarecrow, pull-
ing his straw out, and chewing at his clothes, until the poor Scarccrow
was absolutcly helpless.

The Cowardly Lion was Pet jEo St dg it B o Ha ndeallhor squirrels
pulling at his mane and tail. It would heve been very easy to bat then
out of the air with a sweep of his grcat paws, but they chatterecd so
loudly about feuds and lion steak that he turned and ran for the forest.

But the fiendish squirrels 4did not hurt Dorothy in any way. Three
hundred of them picked her up and flew off with her. The helpless Tin
Ylcodsfan, protecting himself from stoncs and squirrels, watched-her be-
ing carried off, and could do nothing to help her. As she was carried
out of sight, the c¢rinminal squirrels left the Scarecrow and the Tin
tioodsfan, tsc follow their flock. One barmel _squirke Byatrying “ta fly away
and take with him a whoie load of stone to throw from above, couldn't
get off the ground,.and the Tin Voodsfan caught him, although the crea-
ture protested very Foud Iy :

"lWlhere have those others taken Lorothytl stputedithe Tin'woddsfan,
shaking the squirrel. :

- "You let me go, you let me go!" chattered the ST rall i I e £ 50
throw stones. But he couldn't hurt the Voodsfan e fspe e’ shortetise
tance, so he just sat down where he was, and started counting the stones.

"l/here is Dorothy?" the Tin Vioodsfan demanded, keeping ahold of
Lhe I¥ttle. crecature,
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ki, “they’ sontiofi Viust«<took ‘hepsar i ttletiwayis~off ;" said the squir-
rel,. jandswontinic ds Rd s feoun's ] g

The Scarecrow:.sat.up,l.and patted ‘himgelf 1nto shape 5 'Where AT
they take her?" he denanded also.

"iTell ;1 said” the “dninad, - £ ind shine hlS coantlng, "they took her to
thc castle of the chked Wltch of the ilest.

"What?l'"" shouted:s tihe. tmo: “friends, stepping tack in astonishnent.

"Onershprnert-"and: FITEHETSSaELd CeRsgiMEre Lo iLbtita stones *there.,
ndyi’Sre-od emy dhINbevenirsone i e ERsoa a pl et un - they, took her ‘to
the witch. Be seeing ya." find tefore either of them could recover, the
squirrel took off into the air,.and disappeared from sight.

Just then! the T.ion 'cane up very thldly, e @B iced. /M Are: Wb o
then ¢one?" Vlhen they told him they were, and told hinm where they had
taken Dorothy, the Lion conguered his bredt PEERE §T rthe dninals,..apd
strodc off towards .the Vest to rescue Dorothy, the Tin V/oodsfan and the

care cpow Pl shit: et nds i uE

chapter thirteen: THE WITCH

f“??he witch's castle wes not visible until the threse friends had
crossed a river, climbed a very high mountain and started down

L/ iato asEall vallcy. The castle wasihigh and black, fully as high
as. they eouldssce swhentFheyigot setose, to 'it ;7 dnd Vgry vVery
black, as though 'a curse of:everlasting riimeo- 1nK,stains had ‘becen cast

upon it.

el VWl nepe ricbeM B b @0 lget 1n91du that huge castle,” sald the
Soarecrow

"I don't know how we'll do it," said the Woodsfan, "btut we have
to. Dorothy  is. inside’ 'thene,*and ws rust .rescue her."

"But...but the witch is in there too," said the Lion, who was be-
coning nervous again. "She might cast a hoax on us, and make us think
we're  serconfans Or hucksters. or soriethingi" :

"Mo. witch is going to stop me from rescuing Dorothy," said the
Scarecrio,: ¥ ri. goingai Nt RePcy S @nd s VoS moT iEt tok tears that witeh' stick
from stack; I'll rip (that whole castle down; I!1ll put eyetracks all
over her:.collection, ‘and causec /absolute ohgos everywhere! The whole
cas plewidsl ke Dlungcd into war! I'm gonna--" The Tin Woodsfan stopped
the: Scarecrcw from rashly running up to the castle by.grabbing hold of
him and sheving his straw ‘teanic 1n hlS rnouth.

“Now listen to me," said the Scarecrow. "You'll run right  into
another Exclusion Act if you just go charging into a huge castle like
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that. The Lion is right. The witch might even hoax you into thinking
she was Dorothy, or anything like that. You can't tell what a nonfen
wIill do when she's desperate,: We have to-have. a decfense,"

"Thy, we've got the greatest defense of gl wilght there »essaddythe
LiongsMiecansad i @Rink a' 1'1LE5)e Blges 2 apd® fdaxes ol 't atfect s i -
ter all, Blog cures everything, from gafia to snake-tites."

"You'rc right!'" exclaimed the Scarecrow.

4nd sc they all drank a little Blog, and when they turned again to
the castle, they could hardly telicve their own eyon. . o the mighfiy
castle, which just a noment ago had towered high over their heads, was
no longer there. In its place was a pillar, to which Dorothy was tied.

"Why," said the Lion, "it nust have been a hoax! Therc was never
really a castle there!"

The three friends rushed forward to free Dorothy from the.piller
to which she was tied. The Tin lioodsfan took one stroke of his flashing
axe to undo the cords, but was surprised when the mighty tlade 4id not
evenuner ‘Fhe pillaf, Ahile! ‘the “others werc Helping Dorothy up' thec moun-
tain, he looked nmore closely at the pillar.

e fyowrconinse . Weodshan?! | calied Borothy« NPleases hurry; wthe
witch night get you."

But the Voodsfan, instcad of hurrying to catch up with his Westd ne;
friends, opened the jog of Blog and poured the remainder of its con-
tents on the base -of the pillar, His conpanions could hardly telieve
their cyes, for this was Blog, the trufannish plaid. fand¥the “Tin Woodss
fan was actually pouring it onto the ground.

and then they had even niore occasion to distrust their EYESSL TP
while they watched, the shining pillar riclted; swirled and dissolved
into the ground, and from wherc it had stood camc a long, walling cry.

"That wias the Wicked Witch of the Vest," said the Tin oodsfan.
Vhen #rooized” TiesBliacy o ‘Her " she difssolyed M ghsks Tilee 2 nonfan
S lrow dig v

"The Vicked Witch?'" said the Lion. "But it looked like an ordinary
JOREIEREC O

"But it wesn't; " sald ‘the ¢ dodsfan, "Yhen I found thHot Ly asEe
wouldn't scratch the pillar, T deduced that it was sorie sort of rnagic-
cast by the witch. I locoked closer, and found that it was Jast vas-heax,
bLecause on the base of the pillar it said PILLAR OF TEE WAITELESS ONES.
¥ell, when I read that, I knew it was the 'Jicked itch hiding there,
hcping to fool us into turning our bocks for just a moment. When I
poured the Blog on her, she was liquidated!™

The travelling coripanions oprcathed a sighsoitarel e tat ithis'; and
turned to climbt the mountain and return to the Amber Aty VBeihaing' the
remains 0f "the witch. in' the Blog jug to prove to the BNF that they had
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indeed liquidated her.

chapter fourteen: THE END

hen the travellers agaln reached the Amber City and were escorted
/Qinto the BNF's presence, Dorothy showed him the jug, with the
_ '/4//'d1bsolved remainsiof she Witch!ingide, and Teld-himl.alls about
MO EhEN e dive B o

"You: see," she wconcluded,. "we poured the:Blog on fer foiusit il ke you
betlds s So @ pic" -

HDear me ;" saidcthe dBNF . MY0u ‘Have’ indedd. Well;: now you've planted
an ob with me, and I must by all means grant your w1shcs Whgt Gea's, < 106
_you want?!

e M 1SS T thb Scarccrow here wants a new bcanle T protoct his
fannish hocdbonc from unfannish thoughts. He knows you can give him
one that will be thn best ‘beanie ever, beccause you're the biggest nanmc
Tanzin T y 4.0 :

P riases wossosand “ehe MBI wllast el mat baniNof /PO 0L T Gould Ao’ tihot,
pindgddis s = 0 mast RerC Ot e bl T ETE R Yed Yie LFoa-an cighteen-prop beonic,
with emcralds studding it, and jeweclled becarings in the props.™

"Gosl g sid that hdiibe serr i F et ?tié%e ol bed tho Scarccrowv.

"But," said the BNF, "you wouldn't want such a thing: You scec,
such a*E_ anie would do you know riore- good than the sinple, uncrbcllished
beanie you wecar right now. Nothing adds to the power of a trufan's
teanie, no matter how many jewcls you add, no motter how many props."
He turncd to the Tin ‘oodsfan. "Now, what is your problem?"

e Tibh- @95 d Stan stenpedif onimrds " MHelT S i VBN, Gl want is--
we ki fusteifiheant e Sl sV g i e loJklng ERBEreM s ol e, sBimc .
45 wﬂg At el E At e e rastc@ Epstihexs il s Loplaise M and T8 donttlike
thel” anymorce.: Thot n 5=k iansiluFey

Yol i s Ny et e Ot C OB F ot e twe nt o L so i3 the BUF .
"snyone clsc would ncver hoave won through all the difficultics you've
hady oncyour adventurtse You nced yno Jheart '

Thenithe BHF | tipnedyto “ehetdion. v indinew you, ny mengy fricend--
whot-ean T dosforiyou™

"Wewelly o alir,. I “don' t. knovr hew to=-". thc Lion began, -obwviously
very: frightencds '

W hat therLionsvinBis i Fia eriupt e Dor oy - ' s couraga. ®ou scc,
he "s') tertibly-afnaid ofifends:" Hols"ahireclficrce feuder when he:gets
SILas —whys,s har e e it Mot esssedsa el c e Blors ~two2 0t *a ‘time’ ‘one
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with his front fcet and onc with his hind fcet--but he gets so fright-
cned thot sonicbody night get ned and start o feud with him over some-
thing he's written or published, that'hc hardly cver publishés or
writesdangtht g

MY —gre.s s s A T o G S Calra s Ea et - sEhrowns, ou't (of Trufondon
Ao basn L ound | songhold@foEibadl Wie kdt et hati hoa " tlown acrcss the
Deadly: "Deserdy, \ and 15 sont, celme e B edeh Tr s Hesth e b they wcrc pcr-
fcetly innocuous, you sec. But everybody got padsat, net™

Nahithere 5 Leplit SREC UNC: (BNWEE igd{ 1ot nec g “courake ;. for {your
quictest, ncekcst growl scarcs cvery living thing in Iz. You orc ac-
tuakLy vt ckangs ol - heath S Sy tnaiebitt et o o i biite . pictures . of your-
sclf. once, ‘you'd never hawve 1t9 worry - about Teuds agdin,!

Phe ¢ BiE then regchedifint o his Black: 'kas fof negical things and
withdrcw: threc small bottles. Handing onc cach to the Searecrows the Tin
Wood'sfany fand, the fien s he SHTEFNPIL = Fsrv ot P2 “ghree . of youl: nced.
It s reqildy: verysnaglced ~FaRU" yery &4 sy ¥io fgoty,  thol!

Theigcarecrol cpehoas Sthe > BOLRI e 'Sna frct it s Wiy, it 8 per-
Tt e s hid: ;

ke sl Mt st Le sk e BRIES S MILE s Sowide T ROty pE v me s 000 . T But I yguaren~
tce that- it will work. Whcnever you, my straw-r£illcd fricnd, or you,
Voodsfan, or you, Leo-+whcncver any of you rumn into such prolblcms as
yoptee- e ent Coto e e ap Tynla - st ey PRt ek pew urie Lo/  poar, haad.
Befieve g - rapplyri e GoOnMoE ST e S Ll ST c mosts any thing ,

rhe/ Lion, “The  Tin Windsidas fepdthbi/Scarecromi-alk “thonked \the  BNF
grcatlivend s fall Lt ox nil e oo C e Sinarie- FPHcriscl e s, ‘The  BNF -turned
L0 Darndiy:

And. mpw-Tyoune sl Al aanhas Seen A lo 3 F oy ou?t T he a skcds
okt se i d nrsithye ChlNimees e ot Lo el home, «ta outside: fidndon,

because ! TIyc ot nore ! theane$hiin oy cat¥stonewlis: I'or iny next issuaec

wal g E THe el s et il e s it Laie A ieetrle s R mae ms Deri b1 Y an( Tl just

ho¥c- tospublish Tboeatis ¥ T M- 210 wE Gt s pasSt de M ildine now,;, and "IT/%7

Rael. 1o hE T AR Sy

YAk agriigisEe’ s st sElMniE el NE AR RIAC X0l o dric d - mo pping his
browd Miean 't f o Fow: A LSRG Se mECIoeRl i dC bR oy [ shoyld breakivit up
with%lows! P whittc space SRl Parst s cay themrablert; iyow want +0 “gct
ba.cicy TR IEITES RbiilnGs ik Heeid Hf - Ta S P, .

TORSHME - s i e T IOl e Gt e e, L et (e Speh fast fricnds
here', ‘and:Hod such: woudertal ESLVRE FEE Pl St Rt T oS ‘posgible,  Td
stary Ahe re o Trew e, Sl e Ve et RIS WD ol e ce u *SE hci g 4ot horie
QP TEN E - B S g

W Tcewl el ha b iRl el STt e e e ¥ 2t e Lo et a 'strenn- of -con-
seiousness ‘conversation every tise. Now listen herc. I undcrstand pCcr-
feebdy" Yohuy see " thi seliandieegf-Matiar ¥ ust’ a7 fairy-take*fondon=--for. a
persontantitine soubsidesmarid it s et ec@ i A Now' i 'Foul Knovw. ydu can't stay
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here-~-therc's nothing herc of coy=mecl - inportance 'ta. you *Tecll He the

truth now--don't you rcally want to go back becausc Vol <11 s ratie

aunt En and Unclc Henry? Don't yourgss ‘yiar Sricalds, and; a1 #4568 Hor-

nal, nonfannish things that don't cxist herc W Tt g
Dowrot hiy shed ety

Ui R o NE St okdh = wake R ZhlE S @Y RS, S UiStliEe. drecan-worla
5 ’ ’
Thenst dlee e

WBUL how'ean T-da. that? " tsikcd PBorothiEs

Do whad] Genran

NG boek: Hane Y u st by wORINng up 3 Ii:hustabe LIDCH ey harder
than--"-Then Dorothy saw to her Oy ONEShmcnE: Thas  Bhe - Has lying on her
own bed, and Aunt Em was standing besidec her), st Bing,

L cthinle youtye toen deeniing A et Ly sa bl nt N

alter a few noncnts, Derothy csriiled, fond hugked her Aunt mef A
and T'm'so glad to be awakec," she scoid.

--Carl Brandon




"Carl Brandon" is now known to be the creation of several talented West Coast-
Bay Area fans, but for & number of years he was a completely successful hoax—-
so much so that his reputation eclipsed that of his creators: and no doubt had
they not revealed their hoax at the 1958 World Convention, he would have re-
méined the most successful hoax in recent years,

"Brandon" entered fandom &s & name in 1953, but it wasn't until a couple of
years later, when he entered the Cult and began to be published there (and re-
Printed into & few general circulation zines like the early Rike-Carr INNUENIO
and the White-Stark STELLAR) that he became an established personality. Such
was his popularity and ability that he was soon Official Arbiter of the Cult,
and & rapidly escending BNF--primarily through his considerable talents as re-
vealed in numerous long and short pieces of satire and parody, such as THE DAR-
ING YOUNG FAN WITH THE THREE-SPEED MIMEO, THE CACHER OF THE RYE, and MY FAIR
FEMHEFAN,

At the Solacon the news was broken: “Brandon" was actually Terry Carr, with the
help of other area fans, Dave Rike, Boob Stewart, Pete Graham and Ron Ellik.

THE BNF OF IZ first appeared in a Cultzine, "Brandon's" EGGPLANT, Terry Carr

had started the first manuscript version in "Carl's" own distinctive slanting-
print lettering, but after about twenty hand-scripted pages he gave up, and Ron
Ellik typed out the rest. This Terry vigorously edited. Following the connected
thread of narrative through his changes, insertions, and additions is like find-
ing one's way through & maze--but his editing helped greatly to turn the piece
into its final first-draft form, as it appeared in print.

John Hitchcock, then a member of the Cult, offered to publish the piece for
general fandom., He then offered to cut the stencils if I would publish them,
"Carl" was pleased with the idea, but asked to further revise the piece, with
the result that he supplied a completely new, re-typed manuscript in which

the writing style was brought closer to L. Frank Baum's (a difficult one to suc-
cessfully imitate), and two new chapters ("The Kalidahs" and "The Strange Col-
lector") were added. Due to the events of the following summer, however, both
John and I were too busy to work on the publication of the story, and, after
cutting a few stencils, John gafiated completely. Nothing more was done until
early 1959 when Ted Pauls offered to type the stencils, which he then occupied
the next several months' spare time doing. The version you have just finished
reading is the new revised version, &s stencilled by Pauls.,

4s e fipal note, mpy illustrations are redrawn from original illustrations by

John R. Neill, This is because, despite the fact that Neill did not illustrate

THE WIZARD OF 0Z, he did illustrate the next forty or so Oz books, and his draw-

ings have become one with the text in the minds of most Oz fans and readers

like myself. The three illustrations here were taken from THE ROAD TO 0Z (pp.

25 & 27) and THE MAGIC OF 0Z (title page). The one oh P.25 is a composite of

two Neill illustrations, and the one on P.27 while it perfectly fits the end

for both THE BNF OF IZ and THE WIZARD OF 0Z, actually serves to end THE ROAD

T0 0Z. et - -Ted E. Yhite
publisher
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