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This is the one-shot fanzine of THI TUCKER TRANSFER - a fan
fund to send Wilson "Bob" Tucker to Seacon, the 1979 Worldcon
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Bolb Tucker is known and Bob Tucker is known and loved

loved by many_people, and by many people, but hets terri-
they are willing to do a ble about remembering their
little something extra for names.,

him from time to time,
After s8ix years in fandom I first

That might mean a 1ift to really met Bob when durinzg =

e con or sharing a hotel party at Torcon he scratched my
room, thereby providing back because it was there, Three
themselves and others with years and many cons later,; Bob
the pleasure of his company finally recognlzed me at Bilig MAC.
at a con he couldnf't other- "You're Lisa Tuttle, aren't you?t"

wise afford to attend.
Totocon, 1977, 1% years after GRR

These many friends of Bobts Martin and I had married, I asked
have also proven that they Bob if I'd told him how we smoothe
care enouzh for Bob to send ed champagne at our wedding., His
him somewhere where most of face 1it up and he hugged m= and
them could not bs., BRBut the sald, "I didn't know you guys wers
Aussies got great pleasure married.” Not five minutes later
out of this Xkindness as well Bob tried to introduce a friend,
as Rob. but he couldnt't remember elther of

our names,
This time we're sending him

to Great Britalin. HWaybe 1if When later that con Jan Finder was
we could have sent an embas- loocking for a FUEKEY person to run
sador like him some time ago a Tuckerfund, I accepteds I had a
we wouldn't have needed a plan... if Rob can't remember ny
Revolutilon. name by Seacon's end, no return. trip!

Where e Stand ...

Not only is getting to EZngland rather expensive, but so 1is
staying there. Our goal is to cover Bob's ailrfare plus some
room and board expenses, althouch obviously not all of tno;e.
To date, early November 1978, the fund has roughly %500 which
should be at least half way if not more. One problem is in
determining the airfare -- the summer rates won't be firmed

up until March 1, 1979. Heanwhile, money-raising will continue
on, tc Seacon il necessarye Just in case our goal 1s exceeded,
the excess funds will be passed on to the other rfan funds.
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Standing up there in front of several hundred fans, Bob Tucker
was really getting into hils Guest of Honor spesch, His voice
rose and fell as he increased or decreased his inflection and
his arms were beginning to wave around, addling visual emphasis
to his comments. As his words captured and held the attention
of hls audience, he had the appearance of a man totally wlthin
his element. Tucker in his majesty was an lmpressive sight.

This sensation was shattered when seven or eight fans began
marching down the alsle while blowing kxazoos with all their
wind power, They malntained thelr semblance of a tune as they
filled the stage behind the speaXer. To hls credit, Bob Tucker
did his best to ignore this outburst. Not once did he falter
in the delivery of his spesch, altnough the crowd was no longer
paying as close attention as they had been.

This, I thought to myself, is a hell of a way to treat your
Guest of Honor. Even for a Disclave,
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Ever since I movad into the Washington D.C. greater metropecli-
tan area several years ago, 1 have been attending thza local
regional sf convention, the Disclave, with the sort of regu-
larity that would make a prune packer proud. My attendance
record has been h=alped by the fact that it has been held in the
same hotel (the Sheraton-Park) on the same weskend (Memorial
Day ) each year that I've been here. The Disclaves have been
consistently enjoyable, somewhat crazy at times, but enjoyable,
I think thet a larze share of the crealt for thelr success has
to go to Dolly and Alexls Gilliland, the two folks who have

been in charge of the conventions, Anyone who knows these two
also knows that they make absclutely no effort te restrain their
very active senses of humor and this attitude has permeated the
Disclavses, The 1978 convention was to be the last Disclave that
they would run =-azt least for now-- and they tcok certain steps
to insure that 1t would be a memorable convention. One of the
most important of those steps was selecting RBob Tucker for their
Guest of Honore.

Can there bs anyone who does not know who Bob Tucker is? Some~
where there no coubt 1s an individual who has led such z shel-
tered and deprived life that he or she has not read Tucker'!s fan
writings nor his professional sf and mystery stories, and who
has never hed the pleasure of speaking with the man in person.

I cannot hslp but feel both pity and envy for that lndividual.
Pity for what the person has missed out onj envy for the thrill
of discovery that awalts him or her.

Bobh Tucker has been Guest of Honor at more conventions than the
total nunber of cons some fans have attendsds Such honors as hs
has received have been well earned and frequently lons overdue.

He has become a master at performing his Guest of Honor duties,
yet he never makes it seem less than a great personal honor. I
felt certain he would come up with something speclal for Disclave,

To en extent he would have to because Disclave presents a speclsal
problem to those who must give Guest of Honor speeches: there is
no banquet. No, honestly. The speech is given in the afternocn
in one of the meeting halls, and the oniy food present 1is food
for thought. The problem is that one of the mainstays cf CGuest
of Honor speeches has been a series of cracks about the food
everyone has Jjust eaten. Obvicusly the absence of a banguet
tends to kxnock the hell out of Jokes about the guality of the
banquet focd. Not even Bob Tucker 1s fearless enough to jest
ebout rubber chicken that wasn't there.

Bob rose to the occasion and came up with a toplc to counter
the absence of food Jokeegs he talked aboul science flction.

The beginning of the speech struck me as rather peculiar, Steve
Stiles and Alexis Gilliland placed two easels on ths stage be-
hind Tucker, one on each side. They announced that they were
going to do some sketches which would later bes auctionad to
raise money for fan funds, things liks TAFF, DUFF and the Tucker
Transfer. This was a good concept and both were skilled artists
but I wondared if two artists drawing mlght not be distracting

during the spesech.
B



Tucker launched into his talk and informed us that sclence fic-
tion was no longer a ghettos; it had, in fact, become the main-
stream, He went on to support this statement by citing some of
the contract figures that had been reported in the fan and pro-
fessicnal press, figures of such size that they would certainly
have mainstream authors knocking at sf's door,

Yet while Bob was talking my eyes kept wandering to first Steve
and then Alexis, trying to make out what they were drawing. I
was seated towards the rear of the room and basically all I could
see was their hands moving along huge sheets of sketch paper.
They may have been sketching Tucker, dolng cartoons about the
audience, or, for all I could tell, drawing likenesses of the
invisible rubber chickxens. I turnsd my attention back to Bob,
thinking that those artist types can be strange at times.

By now Tucker was working his maglc. The audience was in the
palms of his hands, metaphorically speaking -- which is just as
well since Tucker's hands in actuality were gesturing most em-
phatically. Bob continued talking about science fiction's in-
creasing lmpcortance as a literary force and its growlng finan-
clal success for publishers and authors.

At this moment the kazoo band began its "performance." As they
marched down the alsle, I made out several faces that belenged to
Baltimorians (or are they called Baltimorons?). Disgraceful and
downright rude, I thought to myself. Were they the sort of fans
who got a perverted thrill out of banguets; the type who enjoy
the clatter of dishes and who get off on watching the Guest of
Honor spill gravy down his chin? How could they do this to that
fine man Bob Tucker? This action only served to reinforce my
bellef that no one from Baltimore should be trusted, with the
exception of Steve Stiles and Spiro Agnew.

Tucker refused to let these kazoo commandos disrupt hils speech,
He increased the level of his voice and waved his hands about
with even more vigor. Desplte all; his message came acrosss scil-
ence fiction is hot shit (but not in guite those words).*

Those cretinous kazooers departed and the Guest of Honor's speech
return=sd to a normal state. Bob ploughed azhead, broaching the
subject of sf magazine circulation figures. He was gilving some
information about Pantastic's sales when the door behind him burst
open, Charging through it were two overweight men in barbarian
combat gear. One swung his weapon at the other's shield and all
too soon blows were being exchanged, accompanied by a loud ring-
ing sound as metal hit metal and by beast-like grunts,

Tucker did not bat an eyelash.

The audlience, however, did.

*Bditor's note: Hot Shit was a fanzine put out by Terry Hushes,
and to think I spent all these years walting for such revelatlon.




This, I thought to myself as was becominzg my habit, is beginning
to look a bit fishy. I seaid as much to the person seated next

to me., “Chris," I said, "this is beginninzg to look a bit fishy."
However, he was too busy laughing at the spectacle to pay atten-
tion to my astute observations. Ralsing my volce, I continued,
"This might 211 be a pre~arranged presentation.”® Things cannot
slip past my keen blue eyes that easily.

Bob Tucker ccntinuesd speakling. However, he moved his head
slightly away from the microphoneso that his words were nearly
inaudibvle, His mouth was flapping aswzy and his hands remalinad
animated., He even pointsd at the sheets he held in his hands and
I suppose those pages contalned figures to support his statements,
I was slmost certalin there was more to this than met the eys,

This process of Tucker speaking with varilous interruptions taking
place behind him continued Through a song and dence number, =
young man and young woman taking turns chasing each other, and a
massive anachronistic battle. This array of interrupters ran out
of steam before Bob Tucker did. Con Chalrman Alexis Gilliland
appraoched Tucker and whispered into his eary and the microphone,
that the speech was running too long and should be concluded
quickly. As usuel, Bob became wrapped up in his spesech that he
forgot about thls admonitlion. After impatiently walting for him
to end, Alexis went up to repeat his message with a greater ur-
gency. Tucker told him not to worry. Ee then contlinued his
spzech, When Alexis approached a bit later, Bob uttered the
phrase "In conclusion . . ." but it fooled no one,

With a couple of jokes Bob Tucker finished hls Guest of Honor
speech and recelved a standing ovation.

The man 1s a comic genius. He had worked thines out with Alexis
and Dolly so that the talk and the interruptions could be msshed
as smoothly as possible, including the bits where Alexis would
urge him to wrap up his talk., At the party later that night,
Dolly confided to me that they had planned to include a bagplpe
interruption as well but the pipers failled to show up. They
would have made a nice addition but they were not nseded.

Bob Tucker had tsken the innermost fears of Gussts of Honor --
that of suffering embarrassing interruptions in the midst of their
speeches, being told that they were going on too long and being
urged to wrep it up quickly-- and made them an actual part of the
speech, a physicel reality. He continusd his Jjaps by basing his
speech on themes thet have been over-worked by sf spsakers for
ages, but Bob dld include several Tuckerish twists., It was an
event that does not translate well to the printed page since it
was something that must be sxperienced by all of one's senses to
be fully appreclated. It was a most memorable Guest of Honor
speech,.

Only Bob Tucker would come up with this outrageous concept and
only he could pull it off (with the assistance of his zany co-
horts). Soon the fins fans in Britalin should be getting the op=
portunity to meet and speak with this talented fan and war
human belng. They will no doubt bscome as fond ol Bob Tucker

as the fans have in the United States, Canada and Australia.

Just dontt leave him along with your girifriend or your whiskey.



"THE PROBLEM WITH THE MYTH OF THE
APOCALYSE IS THAT THERE'S NO PLACE
YOU CAN GO WITH IT."

jon landau

‘I'M GONNA TELL YOU HOW IT'S GONNA BE.”
buddy holly

The first real sf book I ever read was Chad Oliver's Mists of
Dawn. I was elght years old and it was 1954, The second or
third was Wilson Tucker's The Long Loud Silence. It was the
book that I needed to get through the Fiftles and get out of
them allive,

Let me tell you about the 1950s, The worst drought in US history
was golng on, from 1951 to 1957. 1 remember cracks in the

ground so wilde you could lose your little brother in one, and a
sky the heat and color of the top part of a battered aluminum
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pressure cooker. Nothing but sky and heat from April until
October.

Reing eight years old in 1954 meant beinz sure I was golng to die
in an A-bomb blast. I lived eix miles from Carswell Alr Force
Base. B=36s, leviathans of the skies, flew over on thelr way God
knows where with God knows what inside them. Hvery morning I
would ask myself, is this the day? Is the sky going to fill up
with Tu-44 Badger bombers and IL-28 jets and MiIG-17s and ugly
missiles with hemmers and sickles all over them? Are the sirens
going to start?

See, the 1950s were pretty much The Pits before rock'n'rell csme
to save us 2ll., When you turned on your tv {(which we had Just
got) in 1954, you could sese lots of stuff you didn't want to,
Like, the Army-lcCarthy hearings. CONZILRAD elerts, which showed
slow-motion footage of Operation Ivy tests, In which the Army
built mock cities and blew them up, to show that interesting
things would happen to concrete, wood and human beinzs when sub-
jected to a couple of kilotons of fissionab]e materlals., DSlsen-
hower was President, and Richard Nixon was Just a heartbsat away.
The PTA was burning comic books in the strect because they caused
juvenile delinaquency. Among those burned were The Next War, Afon
Aze Combat and World War III Comics, The swimming pools were
closed 1n the summer from lack of water and threat of disease,
because the poliomyelitls vaccine was still a gleem in Jonas
Salk's eye,

When you went to the movies; along with the garbssce and the Jeff
Chandler Lilms, you couldn®t get away from the Bomb, You cculd
see Invasion USA, The RBeast From 20,000 Fathoms, Hzll end Fish
Water, and Them! They were saying that not only would we have to
Tive with the Bomb and die from it, but that if we somehow lived
through it we would be ripped apart by the hands end claws of
gome mutant 1lifeforn.

Space offered the conly hope that I, eight years old, could see,
The stars were up there. We'®d already sent up a few mice in
Aerobes rockets and guinea pigs in btalloons. The blg scilentific
debate, thres years before Sputnik, was wnether yocu'd ne=d a
meteor bumper once you got into space., It wes tantalizingly
close, but too far away., Wetd all be dead in a few years. The
only thing left would be rats the size of horses and crabs the
size of Cadillacs.

It was a tougn time to be a kld.

I had Just started reading sf, partly to get away from the Bomb,

partly out of dresad pascination with what was goinzs to hapven to

me. Nobody who was ralsed in the Fifties believed in the peace-

ful use of ths atom., Hiroshima and Nagasakl were still too close
to the adults, and children had known no time frees of the threat

of nuclear war,.



So I opened up The Lonz Loud Silence and read it., I don't think
I've ever been the same, Here was a novel filled with every-

thing I ever wanted to know about what it would be like After The
Bomb., Most of us would die. Those who didn't would consider

those who did lucky, because they would be slowly forced to strip
themselves of all those human skills which didn't aid jungle sur-
vival, They would maintain shreds of their hunanity -~ memories,
reflection, nagging feelings of sympathy and decency -- but only
at the cost of thelr animal instincts. Life would go on. There
was some glimmer of hops rising from stupidity and barbarism.

I reread the book every year up until about the age sixteen. In
the meantime, and since, I've read all the other After The Bomb/
Last Person Left Alive books and seen all the movies. On The
Beach (the movie) hit me at puberty, when you're suspectible to
Influences you question the rest of your life. The Day the World
Ended (and its remske, Doomsday: 2087 A,D,), The Last YWoman on
zZarth, Shiel's The Purvnle Cloud and the movie from it, The “orld,
The Flesh and the Devil, Panic in the Year Zero, Five, Thils is

Not a Test, Cavtivs “omen, La Jetee, Yorld Withoutr ZInd, Beyond the
Time Barrier, The Zed-3ltting Room, Mary Shelley's The Last lian.
I've seen and read them all, and they're all filed away in corners
of my mind, and will show up somewhere Iin my thinking and my work.

But none so much so The Lonx Loud Silence,

I'11 tell you a few things about the book and what it's done to
me and for me, and then let you continue on enjoying people
writing about Bob Tucker, the person and fan. This is about the
writer, Wilson Tucker.

Primos: I've written three consclious After the War/Last Psople
Left Alive works. I hed'nt stopped to think about it before, but
Tucker had more to do with them then either he or I knew,

When Jake Saunders and I finished The Texas-Israell War: 1999 in
73, the first thinz I did was to go back and reread The Long
Loud Silence., To make sure I hadn't unconsciously stolen some=-
thing. Well, not that I know of, except that we had the tank
squadron stop at a roadside park for chow, Sure enough, if you
read your Tucker, you'll find the bullion crew from Pt. Xnox
pulls in at a roadside park for the night. The radio broadcasts
in The Lonz Loud Silence are not quite as surreal as ours, but
that's thedifference between urbane Davenport, Icwa and buckle-
on-the-Bible-belt south Texas, There's no cannibalism 1in our
book, but plenty of farm people running around with shotguns and
e 228,

The most pervasive influence is that it's business as usual,
during apocalypss. iverybody doesn't Jjust break down and become
filled with survivor's guilt. They get on with what they have
to do, and some, like Russell Gary, do good Jobs,

In "Mary Maragret Road-Grader" I had your basic after-things-
fell-apart-gathering-of-the-tribes stcry, with liberal doses of
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diesel worship and nostalgla. As an editor once sald, I "started
withStone Age barbarians and went downhill from there.” Uncon-
sciously, I did the same things Tucker did: things are more primi-
tive at the end than at the beginning, but they'’re more peaceful,
too,.

The Lons Loud Sllence follows a descending and arithmetic curve
along the 1ines of the Ultimate Arms Limitation Talks. The book
opens with War World III, more vowerful than that you can't get.
Russell Gary goss tc the local all-night gun store and outfits
himself with enouzh personal armsment to have satisfied Pancho
Villa. Partway through the book, he carries a shotgun. In the
last chapter, he's down to a .22 rifle because it k1lls as easily
as a camnon, if you do it right, The offensive actlon in the
boock is hitting someone in the head with the handlie of a knifs.
After that, there's nothing left but teeth and fists.

iven so, tha last chapter (of the original edition) of The Lonzg
Loud Sllence 1s a peaceful one, full of snow and promise, and
it%s about the only quiet chapter in the whole book,

In "A11 About 3trenge ifonsters of the RHecent Past,” I had the
last man left after all the 1950s monster movies come true, He
was a soldler who makes his own separate peace with the monsters,
choosing to die when and by whose jaws he wants, rather than
fighting just on=z more inane holding action for whatfs left of
authority. This was mostly because I'd just gottezn out of the
Army, and realizad that if anyone would have been sent te fight
monsters, it would have been me., But there's more of Russell
Gary 1in the story than 1 realized at the time.

Secundos As in 211 goed bhooks, there are scenes you will remem-
ber for the rest of your 1life 1In The Lonz lLoud Silence., And it

will amaze you how many of those scenes you rememper Wrone,
That®s the sign of an even better book, because you keep remem-
bering them throusgh the years, filling in detsils like you want.
When I reread the novel in 1973, I looked with great expectations
toward some of my favorite scenes, 1I'11 tell you about them and
what I founde.

Flrst; the woman on the floor, turning blue, pointine a barbed
filnger at Gary when he returns with groceries on his disastrous
trip across the River in New Orieans. (The finger was barbed, at
one point., The woman, however, wes red-purple. The city was
either Shreveport or Little Rock),

The farm family listening t¢ the radio, wonderinz zloud about
life on the other side of the Rlver, a scens filled with nostalela
and quiet heartbreak. (Gary is the only onz we see listening to
the radio. There is heartbreak, btut itfs all his, and it sure
isntt quiet,)

The frightening description of the cannibalized body of the farm
boy. (There is none, )

The idyll with Jay Oliver and the woman on the Gulf Coast and its
traglc breakup. (It's not that idyllic., The groundwork for the



dissolution is laid long before, It's not tragic. I didn't
remember his return trip there, either,)

The terrible fight, in the snow, in the last chapter, with the
guy who walts outside his cave for him, (It's not terrible. It's
not even there, it happenad years before. The description takes
less than a paragraph, and it is remembrance, )

I did remember, almost word for word, the o0ld woman getting shot
off the bridge, Gary killing the robber sneaking up on the farm-
house and dumping his body in the creek while the radio played,
and the last line of the book,

Some things you can't forgete.

Tertio, and quod erat demonstrandum: I reread the novel last
week, It 1is celebrating its 27th birthday, and I hope something
I write sometime can hold up that well, It takes you back to a
time and place when there was every possibility that the then 48
states would cease to be, along with the rest of civilization,
overnight. The Lonz Loud Sllence, more than any other book,
brings the fears and Justlifilcatlons of that deadening decade into
focus., But Tucker's book 18 no socio-politicel barrage of words.
Itfs a novel about resal people; and what they do, and you and I
would do, 1f we had to. Not pretty, not pleasant things. But
with that reversion to savagery, we'd stlll keep some of the
dreams we had when we thougnht we could hack 1t in this post-modern
clvilization we have., Thatt's the thing The Lonz Loud Silence

still has to say,
#

I met Wilson Tucker for the first time in 1976 at Midamericon.

We started talkinz. I told him the first thing 1'd done after
finishing the first draft of my novel was to reread The TLonz Loud
Sllence to make sure I hadn't copped anythinz from him,

He looked around. "The first thing I did when I finished that
book was to go back and reread George Stewart's The Zarth Abides,
to make sure I hadn't copped anything from him," he saild,

It was time for a drink.
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FPREHISTORIC SHRINE IN
NORTH AMERICA

REFORTED BY PHYLLIS EBISENSTEIN

Dr. Oliver Chadwick reports the discovery, during excavation of
Tumulus T, of an ancient religious shrine. The site was first
uncovered during roadbullding across the so-called Radiozctive
Desert of North America, now no longer dangerous; earth-moving
equipment expossed the northeast portion of the mound, bringing

2 number of metallic artifacts to light, and construction was
then suspended for the remainder of the season by the regional
autocrat while Dr. Chadwick and his party made its investisatlions,
fxcavation was hampsr=sd by the numerous wild animals of the
reglon, especially ths dogs, rats and mutant humancids, but an
elite corps of guards dispatched by the autocrat prevented any
loss of life among the excavators. Through their efforts, the
archeological party was also kept plentifully supplied with fresh
meat,

There are no remains above ground at all at Tumulus T, but the
mound is 43 feet high and has a considerable rzputation locally
as a sacred site; natives from as far away as the western coast
of the continent have been known to make pilgrimage to it, some=-
times more than once per lifetime. Those who walk upon the
mound are reputed to acquire certain arcane powers, especially
the ablility to consumz alcoholic beverages in unlimited quan-~
tities without deletsrious effect. They are also credited with
enhanced senses of humor and uncennily mesmeric effects on mem-
bers of the opposite sex. The god of the mound 1s known in the
contemporary dialect as Tucker, and every time a native invokes
that name, he must raise his right hand above his head and make a
ritual, scooping gesture with it. There also appears to be an
incantation associated with the gesture, but 1ts mzaning was not
known even to the users,

Among the most significant finds were a large number of uniform-
sized cylindrical metal containers, each with a thumbnall-sized
aperture at one end., Fragments of metal that fit these apertures
were also found, elther separately or inside the containers them-
selves., Attached to almost every fragment was a metsl ring,
suggesting that the frasments were worn as finger ornaments, or
perhaps as pendants on neck chains. They may have been good luck
charms, sometimess deposited in the contalners as votive offerines,
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Color residues on the containesrs themselves hint at elaborate
decoration, possibly prayer inscriptions; this line of reasoning
is supported by the discovery of so meny of the contalners in
large aggregations, as if they hadbeen piled on altars., Single
containers were also sometimes found, usually st one end of =2
large chamber, a likely location for a major altar -- apparently
they were used by the high priests as well as the common wor-
shippers. Along with these single contalners were often found
metal phallic symobols that may have been priestly wands. Dr.
Chadwick hypothesizes that the containers, which naver held more
than one votive offering each, may have also been foreskin recep-
tacles, the foreskin being sacrificed by its owner on the altar
of Tucker. Such organic material, of course, would not have en-
dured to the present day. The current population's strong assoc-
jation of the god Tucker with sex lends thils hypotheslis some
credence.

Also emong the more numerocus remains were glass bottles of every
slze and shape, and fragzments of transperent plastic which ap-
rear to have constlituted vessels of some sort. The contrast
between opacity of the cylinders and transparency of these items
may indicate some sort of public display of thes latter's contents.
Possibly they containsd relics of the early acolytes of the god
Tucker, Alternstively, thesy held materials vsed during a com=-
munion-like rituel, possibly euphoria-inducing plants such as are
known to grow wild all over the region. OSome of the glass bot-
tles bear inscrivtions in relief on their surfaces, but so far
none of these have been decoded.

The only other obviously religious artifact unearthed was a ro-
tating drum turned by a handerank, apparently a prayer whsel,

It was surrounded by unidentifiable carbonized remains (from the
destruction by fire of the shrine) which ylelded a radioccarbon
date of 1980 plus or minus 150 years. Thus the buildine dates
from the end of the Atomic HZra and is one of the oldest religiocus
monuments of the continent,

The building itself is of some artistic as well as archeological
interest. The foundation are a sort of concrets similar to that
used by many ancient civilizatlions, includinz the Olmec, the
Homan, and the Califocornian. But the walls, from the crumbled
evidence, were constructed of bhundreds of different kirnds of
bricks, all cleverly fitted together. This ensineering achieve-
ment must rank with that of the Andean civilization, where care-
fully dressed stones of many sizes were fitted togsther tec form
mcenumental structures. Dr. Chadwick hypothesizes that the bricks
were all hendmade by individual worshippers and broucht to the
site as offerings to the god Tucker, alfter which they were incor-
porated into the shrins,

A reconstiruction off the Tucker Temple 1is now underway at the
University of Tlerra del Fuego and will be opened to the public
sometime next year,
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I usually let lMageie open the maill in the morning; morning and I
donft get along too well. But business hasn't been too good
lately, so I've been getting in early (can't sleep anyway) to

look for a couple of checks that ought to be coming my way. This
garly in the morning, the sun shines through the big street win-
dow and paints my sign on the opposite walls “Hack lMaul, Discreet
Investigations.," It takes cash to keep those letters on the wine
dow, and lately 1've been coming up short.

So there I was, riffling through the morning mail, slouched in
the chair behind the old wooden desk that was all my partner left
me when he bought the farm on the Baxter case. Bills. No checks.
Just llke it¥s been all month,

I took a couple of belts from a bottle I keep in the bottom
drawer, It sizzled on the way down and then gave me a couple of
belts; good stuff. My clgaret kept dropping out of T my mouth, so
I pushed a carpet tack throusgh my lower 1lip and stuck the butt
back on it. You've got to be tough to survive in this business.

Out of the corner of my eye 1 saw the doorknob turning slowly.
Suddenly I remembered Ifd left the outer office door unlocked.
Maggle wasn't due for another half an hour; anyone could just
wander in., Could mean trouble.
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Quleter than an alley cat sneaking through the kitchen door at
the Ritz I pulled my .38 Police Special from its shoulder hol-
ster, leveled it at the door and unfolded myself from the beat up
0ld leather swivel chair.

The door opensd a crack and kKept opening. My finger tightsned
on the trigger. It was a guy. He had ons hand on the dooriknob,
the other on the edge of the door., Unarmsd. I relaxed, but kKept
01d Falithful handy. You can't be too carsful in this recket,

Then with a shock like the sound of bouncing garbvaze cans on the
morning after a long night I recoznized him! Avery strand of
salt-and-pepper halr was plastered in place, except for the mave=
rick forelock. How many times has that high-cheekbened mug stared
out at me from front pages and TV screens? Sure 1 recognlzed him.,

Wwho wouldnt't?

But thers was still one question: What was Bob Tucker doing
in a down-at-the-heels dickts office?

I was feeling a2 little warm, so I splt out what was left of my
clg because it was making the tack toc hot, The butt landed at
Tucker's feet; the tack sailsd across the room and crucified a
cockroach crawling up the wall, 1 1it another coffin nail with
a match that I scratched to 1ife on my eyeball. Tough,

¥Sit down," I told Tucker. He set, There was no sign of the
famous smile c¢r the flashing eyes. He was in troubls, Big
trouble.

"I'm in trouble," he saild. "“Big trouble."
"So's everyone who hits that chair," I said. "What's yours?"

You could see the words werzan't golng to come easy., He looked
around end put his index finger alongside his nose, then let hils
hand fall back to his lap and look=d up.

"It*s my Smooth," he said. "It's gone.%

Well, you could have knocked me over wlth an alderman's consci-
ence., 1 was in shock. That gesture =-- the sinegle rsised hand
swooping down like a pigeonfs bomb run, the sizh, that word,
drawn out and sweet as a hustler's hustle: '"*Smooocoth." Gone!
How could Tucker be Tucker without 1t?

"Are you sure 1tfs gone?" I asked. “Absolutely sure?"
He nodded. "Can hardly even-get the word out anymore. My hand
won't move -~ and the only drink I can think about 1is buttermilk.

It's sad, I tell you, plain sad.®

I scooped a pad of yellow paper up from the desk and chewsd a
new point onto the stub of a pencil lyine next to it.



"All right," I said, "begin at the beginning. Don't leave any-
thing out. You never know what's impocrtant.®

"It was a woman," he began,

I should have known -~ you caenft trust dames. They'll always
CTOSS YOU,

"Yes, it was a woman. She took advantages of my trusting nature
and lnexperience -- for, as you know, I am never less than ex-
tremely gallant to members of the falrer sex. Anyway, dear old
Dad was gone for the evening and she and I were « « . having some
innocent fun. But nething that Dad would disapprove of, no sir.
And just when I was . » « most vulnerable, she hoppzd right off

« ¢ « the furniture and pointed this -~ well, I don't know exactly
what it was, looked something like a big plastic Jjewel covered
with blinking lights =~ this Jjewel, or whatever it was, stralight
at me. I tingled all over and knesw it was gone, gcne forever.

No more Smooth. Never agaln. 1 must have passed out, because
the next thing I knew, she was gone, And you've got to help me
find heri®

I was getting 2l1ll thls down while Tucker looked around
nervously for a glass of buttermilk. I heard the outer office
door swing open. It had to be Maggle. I looked at my watch;
she was early,

Maggie breezed through the inner door. She tossed me a quick
smile and said, "So that's whers the mail went., I . . . But
the next words, whatever they would have bzen, stuck in her
throat like chicken tones. She saw Tucker and 4id a take that
would have done lary Astor proud,

And Tucker saw her., "“Itts you," he Whispered. We both stared
at the strangely blinking pendant nestled on her well~filled
sweater, It only took me a second to maXe the connectlon.

With a snarl, sns leaped back agazinst the door and pulled a small
revolver from her purse. 1t was Jjust like her: curved, hard,
smooth and deadly. Her eyes flashed in the same mad rhythm as the
plastic Jjewel.that held Tucker's previous Smooth. I Xnew she was
set to go off like a champagne cork at a Pollish Wedding,

"Tt's the one thing I've always wanted,;" she rasped through her
clenched testh., "And it was yours, always yours, But now it's
mine, and I'm finishing off the job the way I should have the
other night. I should have xnown you'd never let it go without a
fight, But now youtll nsver get it back., Never. Neverl"

She centered Tuckert®s tie in the sizhts of her gun but mine spoke
first. I got her in the gut. It spun her around while she got
off a shot that thwacked into my desk with the force of a Jjack-
hemmer on rotten concrete. One more hecle; and the movers would
have a half-ounce more to carry when I rented my next office,



Magglie slumped to the floor and never worried about anything agaln,

Tucker steszled himself and knelt at the heap of clothes and mest.
He looked 2t me. I nodded, He slipped the Jjewel from around
her white neck, which would soon get whiter. The room shimmered
and Tucker stiffened and murmured something -- sounded like
"Rosebud."

He didn't have to say anythineg; I knew. We both knew. Tucker
had his Smooth back.

I smiled and heaved away the butt that never left my mouth,
There was still enough in ny bottom drawer bottle for a test, so
I pulled it out,

"Smooth, "
"Smooth, "

Thers was a tear in Tucker's eye. "There's no way," he said,
with a catch in his volce like a snag in a doubleknit suit,
"there's no way I can ever repay you. You're a true and good
friend, and I, and I « - ."

"Forget it," I said. "You'll get a bill -~ one day plus exe-
penses. But maybe, in your next book . . "

"Yes," he said, "yes, the dedication. But I can't use your
name =-- no one must ever know about this, Can I depend on you?"

I nodded, and it was enough for Tucker. If anycne's
better rep in this rackst, I haven't met him yet. Tu
both doors when he left,

zot a
cke

o)
Ker shut

I was alone with what was left of Maggle, I'd have to tell the
cops it was self-~defense, that she couldn't take the parade of
classy dames whe always found thelr way to the chalr that Tucker
was just in, that she went crazy with Jjealocusy. They'd buy it.

Maggie®s flesh was still wsrm; her hand still clutched the
smoking revolver. 3oon her fingzers would closs so tizht on the
grip that the ccps would have a hell of a time gettinege it away
from her.

Her eyes bulged 1like toadstools in the park after thrse days of
raln, but her face was still pretty. What a waste. I needed
another weed; I struckx the match on her nose, Scorched her lashes,

It¥s a tough business,
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It's long been understood that there are certain things that
everyone talks about but no-one can actually do much about.

Chief among these are such national disasters as the weather,
taxes, the postal system and Bob Tucker, Of course, periodically
we all glve in and at least try to put . up a small fight against
these plagues that an ill-natured world has visited upon uss; we
carry umbrellas or fly to Florida to esither avolid or seek out the
rain, depending on vnersonal preference; we tell little white lies
to avold paying taxes, perhavs even clalming to be authors after
selling a few stories to Ted White; we soak off uncancelled stamps
for reuse and sometimes bicycle clear across country to deliver a
letter faster than the US Postal Service; and every now and then
we vainly try to get rid of Tucker by gatherine money and sending
him off to some exotic foreign land,

It never works, of course, The exotic foreilgn land, with its
parochial desire to remailn exotic, invariably sends him back to
us, reputation enhanced, stature swollen, more omnl-present than
ever. And so we talk about him for a few more years until,
lemming-like, we oncs again rush off in fine fannish fashion.

Onsz must be honest, though, and admit to cne positive slds-effact

of these periodic projects. Tucker being Tucker, his trips in-
variably generate all sorts of new additions to the immense canon
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of fannish lore which has built up arcund Bob during his forty or
more years in fandom. The trip to Australia for the 1975 World-
con produced several of the longsst and most detalled con reports
of the last few years and the name of Tucker was prominent through-
cut them s81l. And the tales told at just about every conventlon
since Aussiecon have become so0 wWell known that fans that have
never been closer to Australia than watching the Quantas koala
wandering through the Sydnsy Opesra House on a six inch blackeand=-
white television screen in Dubugue, lowa can talk about The Seven
Inches of Snow In Sydney, The Canadian Apachee and The Time The
Window Didn't Pull Tucker To His Death just as if they'd made the
trip themselves,

There is one incident of Tuckermobilie from that trip, however,
which has barsly been mentioned in print (a ma2re single paragraph
in a2 long=out-of=print limited~edition Canadian report) and just
hinted at in conventional conversation. Althouzn 1t is a small,
unimportant, almost forgotten, not especially amusing and totally
irrelevant (not unlike this reporter) incident, the editor of this
ublication has reguested that I put 1t down on paper for you.
Despite slight puppyish feelines, I shall endeavor to comply, if
only to indicete how you too cculd have your 1life enriched by
sharing an anecdote witn Tuckar and to warn you to take the avpro-
priate precautions. When you happen to be travellineg with Tucker
in Snegland next summer, take coplous notes on everythlnz he says
and does: then when you're ca2lled uvpon years leter to reconstruct
a2 happeninz you wontt have to suffer my fate. You'll never ind
yourself scrabbling arocund for words and memories for the pages

of some obscure fanzine when you could be sipoing twenty year cld
Scotch in the Green Room of "The Tonlght Show,*

As T peer through the thick mists that time and alcohol have
spread between me and Auckland, New Zealand in August of 1975

I can Just barely make out three fans, newly arrived in that cool
damp city, sitting in a oculiet, rather dark bar. Two of them are
Tucker and Sheryl Birkhead. The third is me. Tucker and I spznt
a reassonable tims in bars, often while other members of the tour
were off locking at art galleries and large rocks and pretty
buildings. Chacun a son gout, as the culture moncers sre wont to
say. We had decided to investigate our first New Zealand bar
together, (We'd have been there a lot earlier but the plane in-
sisted in stayine in the air while getting from one country to the
next, )

It dldn't take us long to discover that the fresh-faced youngster
bzhind the bar was (a)in his first week on the job, (bla Csnadian
just arrived from Vancouver and {(c¢)an impostor. when he dis-
covered I was a countryman he admitted, sctto voce, that hes'd lied
about having previous experience £3 a bartender to get a Jjob,
Somenow I think we'd have figured that out for ourselves in short
order. A4And scmehow I don't think his lack of quazlifications cor
his attempt to keep this lack between the two of us really made
any difference,

He literally knew nothing. He not only didn't know how to make
anythins, he didn't even know whers anything was that might be
used to make anythineg. When Sheryl ordered a Brendy Alexander,



it took Tucker and I and one of the other bartenders a good ten
minutes to help him make it. But this didn'*t seem to bother his
co-worker who spent most of the timz wandering up and down, nut-
tering to himself, trying to remember what people had ordered and
saying "Shit!" in a surprisingly loud voice,

Nor did he know what to do when I ordered a shot of Chivas Regal
RHoyal Szlute even though the bottle was in plain sight on top of
& display of superior brands. The modern generation simply has

no degree of quality upbringing anymore. By this time the third
of the Three Stooges behind the bar, a slightly shagzgy young
fellow, had somehow found out that we were tourists and would be
on our way to wWaltomo the next day for a tour of the underground
caves., Flxing Tucker with a viercing gaze he advised that 4You'tll
really dig that., It's an outtasight trip after a couple of Jjointsi
and wandered off to affront some elderly ladies. 1It's pretty

hard to capture the whole atmnosphers after so long, but by now we
felt we had inadvertantly stumbled into some sort of surrealistic
comedy. It was becominz difficult to restrain our laughter.

Itfs a heblt of mine while in bars, during lulls in my part of
the conversation, to inspect the shelves I'm sitting in front of.
One never knows what goodles one mizht find or what new tastes
one might uncover, The Auckland bar was pretty standard in its
fare but there was ons exception. I drew Eob's attention to it;
it was a bottle of the most beautiful and uniouely purple ligueur
I'd ever seen, 1 didn't have the falntest idea what 1t might be.
Neither did Bob, But our curiosity was d=finitely plqued.

Predictably, the n=o behind the bar was nc help, but he did at-
tract the attention of Bartender #2 (the "shit" disturber) and
asked what the purple drink was. 4Don't know,% cams the answer,
dno-one's ever ordered it since I've worked here.¥ BOOOONNNNGGGG:
Four eyes 1it up like =& pinball nmachine that's Jjust bezn broken
wide open for every free game in the book! BRob turned to me and
I turned to Bobi the reacticn somaewhat akin to waving a red flag
in front of 2 bull., I ordered us three shots of the stuff and
prepared for some wonderous new experience.

I wish I could report it was memorable. I wish I could report
that it was the best of timss or the worst of times. But 1t
wasn't, It wasn't much of anythineg, in fact. None of us was
really sure what it was like, but all thres of us had different

tentative descriptions. And I can't even remember what they were.

Sheryl left, lzaving her glass mostly untouched. I flilnished it,
of courss, for not to have done so would have been to affront the
hospitality of our host country. So Bob and I sat there, our
tastes unimpressed and our tongcues stained purple. It was then
that the Hippy Bartender #3 drifted by and notlced us. #Hey,d

he said adniringly, #you guys are into that stuff, That's what
all the meth drinkers go for.¥ And off he went to sprsad Jjoy to
others,

That s all there was to 1t, at ths time. BRut you know something?
I've never sold another story since that day. And it seems to

me Tucker's ocutput has been down of lats. I guess that proves it.
There's Jjust no place for purple pros anymore,
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SETTING:

Camera pans through a futuristic office building, somewhat
sterlle in appearsnce, of GSFS: the Galactic Scienczs Fiction
Society. The camera reaches a door that sgys "Research Divi-
sion."® Cut to inside the office where a conssrvative-looking
man in typical leotard-type future garb 1s seated behind a
desk., lMeanwhile ~-=-

VOICEOVER
Welcome to the world of the 26th century. Thanks to science

fiction, peace has been achileved on Tartr and throughout the
greater huran worlds under the guldance of the DCFs, the Des-
cendents of Fandom. Now these world lszaders of Gisfis, the
Galactlic Science Fictlon Society, are lookinzg for . . . their
ROOTS.

SCIN®T 1

Woman, also in leotard-type garb, but modest in apv=sarance,
enters the man's office. She ralses her arm up fairly straight
then sweeps it down in front of her chest; then up in front of
her other shouldsr as she speaks in greeting,

*Smoothe "

*Smooth," the man replies with & simlilar gzesture as he looks

up from his work. "Wanda, the lab has finlsh=ad testinz the new
range ocn the time capsule. They say it's ready to go back 600
yvears,"
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Wanda nods. "Is that how far I'm golng? Has research finished
with it's reporto*

The man returns her ned sayine, "How I envy youl! You're going
to a conventlion to contact the selected key Tizure," _

"Meteoric! 1Is it Heinlein, Ursula LeGuin, Kilgore Trout?®

"No," he says. "Wefve determined that the link between profes-
sional science fiction and fandom wes a man named Tucker: As a
writer he was ¥nown as Wilson Tucker, but as a fan he was Bob.

In fact, our researchers have hinted he might know something about
the origin of our greetire, Smooth." FADE OUT

COMMERCIAL:

A little boy chewing sum smiles and says, "Tanstzafl is great
gum." Then he procszds to blow a big bubble as a second little
boy enters stase right and says, "Itfs the only gum his mother
lets him chew." The second boy now takes his hand and flattens
the bubble into the first boy's face., CUT

SETTING:

something resemblinz a Contec capsule spins in space and time,
Cut to a figure of a youneg weman entering a hotel lobby and
checking in. ileanwhile ==

VOICEOVER s

There was a long, loud silence as the capsule hurtled back in
time to 1979, to a particular wezkend, a perticular hotel, and
to + . o & SCIZNCEI FICTION CONVzZNTION,

SCZNE 2:

The caemera folliows Wanda as she first goes to her hotel room,
then ventures down to the convention reglstration desk. As

she stands on thes "New Members®" line with other waiting fans,
more fans keep passing by. The passing parade includes people

in Star Trek, Ster Wars and Hocky Horror costumes as well as
those in normal fannish attire, As Wanda reaches the desk, fade
to the Mecst the Authors Party where Wanda watches the introduc-
tions. She seems awed as writers llke Gordon Dickson are intro-
duced, but somswhat shook when Gardner Dozols, Zd Bryant and
Spider Robinson follow one another to the stage. Wanda is ob-
viously relived when Bob Tucker 1s presented and mezts the ap-
proval of her consszrvative eye. Cut to scenes of Wanda unobtru-
cively followinz RBob from party to party in different hotel rooms,
Before too long the bottle of Beam's Cholce appears., Wanda
wetches the bottle go'round and the hands go up with great curlo-
sity and innocesnce. When the Smooth takes plece, she faints. CUT
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COMMZRCI ALt

During a masquarade, a costumed woman sSteps out of the line-up
and holds up a small box as she speaks, "Designed by a woman
gynecologist, Scifi is the last word in tempons." CUT

SATTINGs

Fans gather around Wanda where she fainted, roomkey 1n her hand.
After a few words, ssverel carry her to her own room where she
soon regained consciousness, Meanwhile -=-

VOICEOVER
Wanda's roomxey was in her hand, so some of the fans carried her
there and soon she came . . . to.

SCENE 3
In Wanda's room several fans hover near her bed as she awakens,

"How are you feeling?" asks the first fan., "Can I call a doc=-
tor?"

Wanda reacts with a pained look at the idea of a doctor, "No, oh
no,"

"When did you eat last?" a seccend fan asks. "I think you should
have & bite of something.®

Wanda seems to read something into this statement. She is un-
sure how to answer and filnelly says, "lNo, please, I don't consume
raw foods."

Fan #l1 offers, "I could just run down to the z2llenisght place,
1t's open until 2 AM, and grab you something. Do you want a
hot-dog or hamburger?"

Now Wanda 1s clearly disturbed., She looks at the people in the
room aghast, and her dlssust becomes aprarent. Venemently she
cries out, "You're barbarians! This can't be the foundation of
so much good! You consume mass cuantities of alcohcl, you havs
no sexual mores and, and you eat your anlmals, even your own
petsi® PADE OUT

COMMERCIAL:

A plump matron carrying a cream ple enters a dining room, As
she says, "Here at Tucker Inn we serve only thes very best," she
trips and the ple lands in the face of a near-by customer.

SETTING
Discussion continues animatedly in Wanda's room. HMeanwhile =-



VOICEOVZR:
The fans susvect something 1s amiss and cuestlioning Wanda proves
that they have truly had « ¢« . & CLOSE ENCOUNTZR.

SETTING

The camera follows Wanda as she attends convention after con-
vention, her mennsr obviously chenging, easing up, as time goes
by. Meanwhile --

VOICEOVZIR:

Wanda relaxes more and more as the fans persuade her to attend

more and nmore conventions, and she tells them of her five month
missicn to explore this strange world and seek out the origins

of its clvilization.

COMMEZERCIAL ¢

A young woman holds up a bottle that resembles & mixed tar drink
and says, '"Sexually active? Then use Spayed Gerbil douche,
avallable at the best convention hotels. And you can get even
more protection with Gafia temporary sterillity pills."

SCENE 4:
A small room party at yet another con with Wanda and some fans,

"You know," ®Wanda says, "I no longer feel like a stranger in a
Strange land. RBut soon I nmust return to my world, and the news
I bring will destroy it. How could they keep control, keep
peace, when 1t becomes known that the DOFs as Descendents of
Fandom are DUDs, Descendents of Utter Degradationf?®

"But do you want to zo bsck?" asks the first fan., "We thought
you had begun to like it here, with us.”

Y
"Oh, how I've come to love it here; it's like a dream," Wanda
murnured,

The second fan turns to Wanda, "Don’t dream it, be it,"

"Yes," agrees the first fan, "Why do you have to go back? From
what you say, wouldn't it be better if you didn't return to tell
them about fandom?*

Wanda pauses penslvely, then, "That, that idesa seems too good to
be true, 1%'d want to think about it. No, wait, I want to ask
Uncle Bob, 1I'll do what he says."

SCENE 5

The camera follows the group contalning Wanda as it finds Bob

at another party. He is sitting on the floor with a few friends
and he is obviously quite happy with his bottle of Besam's., The new
arrivals surround him and are obviously explaining ths situation
with many gestures. Bob is nodding in and out and a fan ke=2ps
him propped up.
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The second fan concludes, "3o, Bob, what do you think, should
gshe stay?¥

Bob opens his eyves at that moment and automatically raises the
bottle in his hand. He drinks and passes the hottle along toward
Wanda, urging her to take it, "Here, here,"

The gathering takes this as a sign of aporoval and responds wilh
cheers and hugs. PADS QUT

COMMARCIAL:

A dignifisd man removes his wire-rimmed glasses and cays, “Cafe-
feine keeping you awake at nignt? Then try Cor-flu non-caf-
feinated beverage."

SETTING:s

The emply time cepsule returns to the 26th century. Both the
Research people and the DOFs scratech thelr heads over its impli-
catlions. leanwhile -=

VOICEOVEH ¢

So Wanda, with a group of her new friends around her, returns
the empty capsule to its 26th century heme where reseasrchers angd
DOFs alixe try to interpret the meanine of its reig@grn without
Wanda. In our future thay debate whether or net to send further
temporal visitors, but we don®t worry, we haeve Yilson *RBob”
Tucker . « o TIMZ MASTER
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