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late with this issue,

vlell, people, herc I am again, several weeks
according to my trustworthy

calendar, There have been lots and lots of troub-
les, and even a few times when I've had to put a-
side the thought of fanac to concentrate on nmy

studies,

but these dark intervals have passed, for

the most part, and I once again find myself hold-

ing & copy of Algol.,

Well, almost holding another issue.

Actually,

all I'm holding at tne moment is = grubby piece of
paper on which I'm hurriedly scribling this, be-
tween classes at Yashington Square College. And

that's a darn sight more

concrete than Algel is, at

the moment. I haven't even started to type up any

mesters, which is pretty

interesting considering

L plan to have this out in about three weeks —-

that is, about the second
all carefully tied into a
these down to the Thilcon
one whose pocket jingles.

week in November. This is
plot to take a bunch of
and pawn them off on any
And the main reason I plan

to do this is to repay the money 111 have to borr.

oW 1n order to bring this

thing out. Hey! That rhymes!

¥Kaybe I can turn this into a poetry zine and be a-

vaut--garde, or something.
a8 The Neo says,

I think
You see,

of college freshman, that

But then again, maybe not,

I"11 now attempt an excuse of sorts,
I've been relegated to the lowly position

is; low man on the totem

poie; and I‘'ve been swamped by a slightly large
work icad, due to my afore.-mentioned new standing.

Some of the

time for fanac, no money,
no extra money,
I was in the ROTC

1y ridiculous;

disabilities of the position ineclude no

no time for Xyg¥

girls,

no easy assignments, and even, if

(which I ain't, thank ghod), no
time for sergeants. Ho ho.

But some things are very interesting and slight-
for instance,

the drive to join some-

thing by way of an extra-curricular activity, some-

Lhing that will look niee
graduate and start looking

ing job. So all the fresh yo

the way, And all of us say
to be 2 big man in-

on your record when you
for some kind of noney pay-

"KGOSh F)

» and what happens?

ung freshmen start circulating around all the booths
that the groups put up in the student center., That's durin

g orientation week, by

that looks like it°11 be easy to join and get
and then we actually start school

-

-
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Right . You guessed it. “e‘re promptly swamped by a huge amount of work,
and suddenly everyone has slightly different thoughts on the feasibility of
Joining something because it Joocks nice on your record.

Incidentally, for anyone going through high school at this time, and
thinking desperately about whether: they have enough extra or outside activ-
ities to attract the attentiontof .a’good college: it doesn‘t really matter,
Yeah. That's,right, it doesn't' really matter. I admit that it helps a little
‘to have downfon your record that you-were in the school debate sowiety, on
the school paper, and things like that. And, if you enjoy something, by all
means go.ahead and join a group. But it isn‘t absolutely necessary for admit-
ance to a:good school; your marks aré what count there. In fact, if you're a
fanzine fan, qyou can get just as muéh egoboo by telling the interviewer all
about fandom und fanzines and the 1ike; besides impressing them with your de-
votion to your "hobby", you're ahead ‘of them because they don't really
know what tke, hell you’'re talking about, but they have to arpear to know
what you, are ssaying, otherwise their psychological image of themselves suffers.

The, college interviewers of today are always conscious of their image, be-:
ing a product of the modern college-liberal arts course.

. So; to,sum up: don't bustiyour gut with ‘extra-curricular activities, be-
cause ,they don't really matter: It's'the marks instead.

To return:from my tangent; I know now that the balance to school is sus-
tained fanac over the weekend, a complete“letting g0, in other words. This is
probably why. there's such a large group of“College sf clubs, in New York for
example, whthits City Collee group, Columbia and Brooklyn Ploytechnic clubs.
Given the support of the student government in NYU, T could probably whip up
some sort of half-baked group in a week or two. But I won't, because I don't
want another group on the ilew York ‘Scene, ‘with ideas of eventually holding a
convention, or bidding for a "'orldcon. ¥y reason? A very good one, from my
point of view.

""hich is, specifically, as '‘a member of the New York Fanoclasts, I'm a
member of a group bidding for the Convention in 1967. Members of N?APA and
shadow FAPA ure already awezre of this, ‘as are those in the Cult, if they've
read their mailing comments lately. I'm puting a plug for our bid into this
issue further on in. At this point, T'11 only list who is in the Fanoclasss,
The group includes Ted White, Dave Van Arnam, Mike NcInerney, rich brown,
Steve Stiles, myself, Andy l'ain, Jon'White, the Lupoffs, Frank Wilimczylk,
and others who:don't make the meastings except occasionally, like the Shaws,
the Silverbergs, and Lin Carter. The group includes most of the fanzine fen
in New York, as well as other, fringe people not generally known to the rest
of fandom. But what am I telling you this for? Read about it further on,

I hope to use a new type of paper in this issue, specifically a type of
buff -estetner paper. The reason for this is th:t I've been exrerimenting with
various types of papers which resist the curse of show-through. This issue will
also be entirely run off on my spirit duplicator, which, if you have Algol #7,
you know has the curse of Sho Thru on it. I'm also attempting to regulate a
margin for top and bottom, that is, have one dimension of...oh, how do you say
4T...Ah yes! margin! that’s the word. So. this issue is an experiment for me:
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both in the use of lay-ocut, and in use of paper. Incidentally, I've since de-
cided to use canary yellow secund sheets as a further experiment in paper use.
Therefore, don't be surpriced if you heve a motley collection of paper in this
thing; it's all for the best. The only thing wrong with the second sheets is
< chat they tend to age faster than the other, regular types of paper.
R Please excuse my switching the typing from leaving one line open to this
e method, but I was told last night by Dave Van Arnam that it Just Vaen't Done,
' Oh well. Forgive me.. -please? lell, anyway, I was at the FISTFA meeting last
night, with its usual apa F exehange, and it was fantastic! Possibly the second
largest mailing ever, fifty-two pages plus five rost-malled, after the amateur
effer was run off, Possibly the best thing in it was the cover, dittoed by Steve
Stiles in red, blue, purple, green, and brown, of a fantasticly well done mask.
It was some of the best use of ditioced color I've ever seen, and the colors ac-
tully seemed to blend together — which, if you don't know, is a very very hard
effect to achieve in ditto. The mailing included Dave Van Arnam's SATS gine
SAPrise 71, as well as the usual stuff by ¥ike Melnerney, rich brown, myself,
Steve Stiles, and Fat and Dick Lupoff's OP0 #15, eontinuing their con report for
Steve, much fun and games included. John Rosrdman get to the meetine late, so
tnat he waen’t listed on the amateur effer, but he made up for this by regalling
us with tales of Nordic history and legend,
I've often wondered why John never taught some history course instead of
physics, but that, I suppose, is one of the Fannish Fysteries best left undelved
in. The mailing included the second issue of the one-shot Bathtub Gin, seeminsly
2 crudzine until you see the spectrum of names who turned it out: Pat and Dick,
Dave Van Arnam, myself, Vike, and rich brown. It was fantasticly bad, elthough
I found the symbolism to be very interesting,

---—a—-uu-—u----—-u
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L The above is one of the better gems of wisdom that were circulating 1late
1ast night. Of course, we talk about a lop of other things, like girls and vine

= and money and jobs and Zrowing rustaches or however you spell it, Also, and most
eapecially, about New York in '67, Ag you may know, there are two groups bidding
for the con, us and The Bad Guys, and we all. imow what happeng to Bad Guys, don't
w27 that's right -~ the Good Guys (namely Us) muet out in the end. But anyway, I-
'11 have stuck in that blurb somewhere later on.

I just called rich brown, and discovered something very,
the contents of this fanzine. Namely, I'1) have a piece of' satire in the issue
by that poor rich brown » 1llustrated by some one who is Good. I don't know who
that vill be, but I'm looking forward to it a lot. And I now believe that I'11
clese this soon, and begin the contents, such as they are. So maybe we'll g=e

sse interesting things in this issue; I hope so for the sake of my egoboo. I'll
see you in Post-thoughts,

very, nice about
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And what is Grut? you may ask. The secret is in reading the following.
Actually, there is noc secret, no mystery, no involved faanish pun...Grut is
simply —Grut. It has no definition. This column is full of Grut.

s

The electroniss industry, in its search for a new gimmick to push over
onto us gullible types, has sorely missed out. At the moment the market is
flooded with stereo phonographs, stereo radios, stereo tape recorders and
stereo tape decks. Yet, as of this moment, nobody has put a stereo typewrit-
er on the market. Such a tool would be invaluable to the writer. For creat-
ing stereotypes.

POTENTIAL

by

S

I am writing this in Amador City, California. To those of you who may
wonder just what the hell is an Amador City, it is an old deserted Gold Rueh
town, located about forty miles east of Sacramento in the foothills of the
Sierra Nevada. Back during the Gold Rush, thousands of people rushed i&nto this
area, dug all the gold and left. At one time Amador City was a booming little
town (so they tell me), It had dozens of bars and daily gunfights. Now it has
one bar and two hundred citizens. The hilis are dotted with abandoned mine-
shafts, old crumbling gravestones and the rotted frameworks of buildings of
the time. Covering the entire mess is a coat of dry yellow grass. In photo-
graphs, it all looks very scenic. The dry grass looks like a golden coat of
down,

Consequently, the most action this place sees is the Yearly Grassfire, a
totally swinging afair. Everybody panics, runs around in circles, etc. Some-
how it gets put out and once again the town has been saved foom extinction.
Nobody really knows why they bother. It is tradition, the thing to do — so
they go mut and save the town. For what is an unanswered question.

3t

Cranking up the bike in front of Sacramento Fan Hq at four in the morning.
As it warms up I pull on my crash helmet, yellow lensed goggles and gloves. I
turn on the lights and envelope myself in an entirely new world. I can hear the
sound of the engine muffled through my earpads as I take off down the road. I
look at the stop light and it ian't red--it's something else, a color I can't
quite identify. It turns to something near green and I turn right, moving west,
toward Amador City.

The streets are deserted, the lonely street lights yellow, trying to trick
me into believing they are caution lights, Not that it matters. There is no one
but me and a few trucks and the deserted city of Sacramento.



¥ by the VJbration, as 1f through some kind of sixth sense, aamawhera-bem
,tunen touch and hearing. The night air begins to seep in through my jump boots,'
and I zip up my Jacket as far as it will go.
% It is almost like swimming underwater. I can feel the goggles rressing
tight against my forehead, the pressure of air against my body, the coldness
~s.owiy seepins into my akino I go through Perkins and turn rignt, going up
ighway 16, Now I have the road to myself. I coast by two red lighte and then
‘o into the fields, the endless stretches of dry =rass and farmhouses, some
with a light shining through one tiny window. Why?-I wonder. What does one do
in a farmhouse in the middle of a field at four in the mak morning that re-
tuires turning on one light. There are a thoussnd possible answers, but some
how the sight rubs against me. It doesn't seem richt, it seems out of place
here at this time, but I can't say wiy.
The cold begins to creep in past my levis. I can sense my pants legs whipp-
Qing in the wind. I look down at my speedometer as I lean around a curve and it
.8 covered with a fine mist. I reach over with one gloved rand and awkwardly
wipe away the mist, noticing that the movement makes the bike wobble a bit.
You notice such things more, at night.
: Fifty-five -~ the dial reads, a mere 55, I give the bike a 1little rore gas
~ and the needle creeps up past 50, and I let it rest there.
! I am alone on the road, Just myself and this wierd looking little machine
‘that vibrates beneath me. I can feel slight bumps working their way up to me
‘through the front forks, chawunk!,chawunk!, I cross cracks in the pavement and
‘run across small pleces of gravel, "The odor of a skunk drifts across the sky.
I look up, I can see a crescent moon, yellowed by my goggles. A thin slice
‘of cheddar cheese, floating up in the sky, as I begin to get into the hills, Now
Lhere are more curves, cne after another. I'm all alone on the pavement so I
~come in wide, cut to the inside and swing out with a twist of the throttle, -
ioads are marvelous playthings at four in the morning. I wonder how magy mill-
ions of dollars went into this ribbon of concrete and asphalt, just so I could
lean around its corners.
< 1 swing into the left lane, then swing right and into the inside of a corner
and feal the rear bounce and shift over to.the left a little as it crosses a
+“tone. I float across a bridge, with a deep change of vibration.,
: The cold has fought its way into my wrists and past my goggles now. I think
&f my destination and the heater I will turm on and huddle by when I get there,
‘bt 1 discard the thought, because it is not real, it is in the future and there
no such thing, not yet. This is reality, the right-here-and-now of pushing 0y~
=lf through a blanket of freezing air, working upward in through the foothills.
Highway 49 appers and I turn right, sweepind down the long hill into Drytown.
pass a lumbertruck going in the other direction, its unmuffled exhaust screaming.
‘Then I‘m in Drytown, across the Dry Creek bridge and going up the hill out of town.
% shift into third and listen to the revs build up as the speedometer needle dips
-hen creeps up to 55, I cross the top of the hill, shift into fourth and open it
2p to about 65. The rcad is good here, mwany curves and bridges to ¢ross, their
white painted rails flickering past as I cross them.

‘Therythere is Amador City and home. I park the bike hy: the porch and pul] off
he helmet.The cat is begging at. the door, and the apell of the road drops away
‘like a cloud from a rising plane. I open the door and let the cat in, and follow.
i can see through normal eyes now, the goggles are removed, and itis a slightly

~different reality, not better, not worseyrbut Just a tinge different.
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~ bergs, and the Shawg. '

The other day someone was iﬁcing us "Why should we have another convention in
New York? They‘ve already had two, and the last one was bad enough to last for
ten years." . : -

- 5
"By 1967," we pointed out, "it will have been eleven years since the NYCon II."

But that wasn't the real point, of coursé. The real point was and is that a _
whodly new fandom has sprung ur in New York City these last five or so years. And
for the last four years it has crystallized around the Fanoclasts, the most active 5
and unified club in New York's recent fannish history, - :

The Fanoclasts ar«¢ made up of the fannish, fanzine reading-and-publishing
element. It includes just about all of the area's currently active fans, #uch as
Steve Stiles, NMike VMcInerney, rich brown, Andy Fain, Andy Forter, Les Gerber,
Arnie Katz, Frank Wilimezyk, and half a dozen others we're overlooking for the

moment — in addition to older fans in the group like Ted White, John Boardman,
and Dave Van Arnam, and such distlanlce hindpxjeq fans as Lin Carter, the Silver-

5

QRS L &

. There has: beeu iess internal strife within the group than in any comparable
New York fanclub, as is evidenced by not only the Clubs® relatively long survival
(in a city where splinter groups and new clubs used to be the watchword), but
even more by the fact that, alone of all the clubs in New York City history,
the Fanoclasts meet bi-weekly. (Actudlly, they meet weekly, if you count the
FISTFA meetings which alternat®e with Fanoclasts, and to which the same people
- generally go. The FISTFA ((Fannish, Insurgent, Scienfifictional Association))

=
o=

- was set up by Nike McInerney for those frenetic fans who can't stand the idea "'-_; =

of not doing something fannish every Friday night, and it has pretty well roped .
- in the entire club, plus whomever shows up as well. It hus also resulted in a
~ weekly apa, apa F, whose mailings consist of 25 coples and roughly 20-60 pages

i

-;?';_s;:'ach mailing, whose sole, but rigorous requirement for inclusion . . in the ; i
- mailings is simply attendance at meetings!) /



'1ﬁhﬁvn The cJub is . ble to present a sol*d fFront to any detananle onL—

5 3t fLuanves To ensure group compatibility, a vague blacxball existo; the

i i8 supposedly an invitation only meeting. In practice, this has meant very
-+ except that it has eliminated the sort of retty tickering which des-

not only many of the previous New York clubs. but which also caused so
trouble at the last NYCon,

- 'hich once again brings us to the convention. ''e don't intend to mike this
alitional effort. There will be no phony or forced cooperation between di-
ant groups. Ve will bid for the conveution as Fanoclasts, and 2im to put

2 convention as harmoniously run as is our club. All other New York Area

‘are invited to attend and enjoy our con s they would one in Fhilly or DC,
we 're sure that trey’ll enjoy it all the more for this reason.

- I'rogramwi.se, we intend a relaxed, semi-open ended program, drawing on the
on for inspiration. However, ours will not be programs to be drowsed thr-
3 we shall try for provacative speakers on provacative subjects, as well
ﬁ}gamentdtlve panelists for lively controversy and discussion of interest_
‘the audience, Items will be scheduled for both the rure science fiction
der and collector, and for the pure fannish fan as well. B

ue already have sevaral hotels under consideration, our first obgective
ng to find a site best suited to the convention's needs, one which will
‘willing and not disdainful’ kost New York is a c1ty-where ‘such a hotel

» need can be found -~ there are more hotels in Yew York than in any other
x‘Ub city; and more competitlon between them for vonventlons than anywhere

i ¥k

:”inélﬂy, we don‘t think that therp‘ s any questlon butthat we can —- and R

-nDave Van Arnam and Ted "“hite, revised
"by Andy Porter :

_ Treasurer
! Actlng_Secretéry-
Sergeant-at-Arcga

141 %

Andy Porter {ike McInerney : - QR i 5
Pat & Dick Lupoff“' Les Gerber ~ " . - ~Calvin Ds :
Frank Wilimezyk Arnie Katz Robert & Barbara s:"werber
Andy Main ¥ E Lin - Carter” M

Jon White Larry & Noreen Shaw
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. report. I atteaded sxmctly one item of the
~ vprogram, Dick’s panel on fanzines. Unfort-

unately, because of a combination of cold
-pills and bloody maygs I had a hard time
staying awake (or remaining conscious, if
you prefer to be truthful about it). Well,
I guess that I'1l1 start at the beginning,
which is a nice sensible place to start.

Dick and I had planned to go to Califor-
nia a year ago, to attend a westercon. Unfor-
tunately, due to Dick’s changing jobs and not
getting any vacation, and to my getting the -
german measles (Istill can't believe it) we
ended up in Connecticut. 0.K., we thought,
we will go next year for the world con.

Everything was all sst and we were ready
to go when I became pregnant, and had a baby.
This was in June. Then we went out and bought
a house, and due to a combination of events,
me belhg tired and us being quite broke, we
cancelled ocur plans afain, wrote to all our
friends telling them that we weren't going
to visit them after all, and made reservat-
ions at our home away from home in. Comnect-
icut,

We were quite resigned until the fateful
Saturday that ATom came to New York. Dick,

I, Andy Main, and Don and Elsie Wollheim
picked up ATom at the airport and then we all
went out for dinner together, prior to going
to a Velcome ATom party aty the Carrs’. During
dinner talk ‘veered to fun and games at prev-
ious conventibns.)Dic and. IJJustﬁsat-&here, o3 kxed
fellins more !anc? mo*e dep;gsse C'..when sudden-: =

nq piE thrned to I chk and said !Hey, let's'go

“to California." "Okay," said Dick, who, like

me was quite drunk;'whzt the heil, let's go."
Sunday morning dawned "l don’t see how we

- can," said Dick. "We wrote to everybody and
cancelled everything." "So,what,".I said,
"let's ‘call everyone up and peplan."

a0
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I al-
ways think of delightfuvl ways to spend money.
Well, the first person we called was a friend
of ours, a travel agent who planned our res--
ervations, Then we called people and told the'
m that ve would be seeing and staying with
them after all. We didn’t give them a chance
to say no, we simply hung up. The next day-
being NMonday I ran downtown eand spent the
whole afternocn at Berguorf's buying clothes

e - Q




'repccmea~
~d2y morning. Tha fl :
i% was = beautifu’ c’ear day,
we had a mugnlﬁlﬁent view of the :
Fountains, We landed and oar firet
ish event was a party at Ron Ellik's,
The main thing I remember about Ren's
Ly was learning to play Brag. Tt's &
game similar to poker. but muach more
I think I won exactly one zernt. I
8 belng dealt horrible hands and spent ost of

‘e game wztching Dick win and lcose huge
mounts of money to Nick Falasce (huge amomnts

* Brag, that is). Ve left the party with
e and Katye -Hulan abcut two in the mora-

}g. We were totally exhausted because by

atern Uime we had been up nearly twenty
2. Wie knew that we ‘were staying with

_P ‘Hulans but we didn‘t realize that we

suld have a whole three room apartment to

rselves, The hulans’ jandlady had a vacaat apartment

iich she let us use for the night,

We went swiftly to bed and awokey much rested, about ten the next morning.

- stag rered over to the Hulans’ for a muen needed cup of coffee only to find
sve still in bed and Katya up feeding the baby. Dave soon rose and joined us.

@ Hulans very knvdly decided to take us zight-seeing. We drove through Bever-
Hllle which is quite impressive. Then ‘ster cn in the day we were joined by

Coxes and drove to the beach,

Ey this time it was gquite cool and windy but Dick was deternlned to submerge
rt of himself in the Facific Ocean. Than: goodness I had swum in the Pacific
o trip to Mexico so I could affo*d to be quite btlas€é about the whole thing.
ter a running leap to the water's zdee Dick decided to settle on submerging
toe_ Hia'big one - I forget which foot. (I told you that this would not be

> accurate a report).

After frezing and admiring the Pacifi: for a2 while we all piled back in
‘car, returned k& to the Hulsns! anc¢ changed cur clothes to go to a fancy
expensive restaurant for a fancy and erpensive and, we hoped, good. dian-
'wn ended up in a fair FPolynesian piace, fancy and expensive with Jukewnrm

The next day was Monday and it wac sec Disneyland day. The Hulans told us
et we were going to leave about nine A.M. in order to be at Disneyland at ten

'jgre.we were to meet various L.A. fans. I regret to say that I don‘t quite re-

mber who was tnere. There seemed to Le a constaht stream of peopie coming and
ing 1) day. Dick innocently wore his sunglasses and when night fell he was
uck with only darx glasses, their being prescription. And of course he didnit .
Ve his reguvlar glasses with him. I think that we saw all of Disneyland! But,
en. agsin, I'm not sure. [t was hectic. X .
‘There were verts of Disneyland that I iiked very much. Tom Sawyer's island
about the only non-artificial place in the whole area, We were ferrizd acr
3ix feet of wate- on rafts and then *2ft on our cwn. There were fun rocks




';;y.ipots to sit and steal forty winks. We didn't get to the i#iand antil
- late afternoon; everyone looked ready to drop, but nobody wanted to bs a szai
sport so we went back for more rides, '
Dick talked me into going on the Materhorn bobsled ride. I don't know :
what 1t was really like;, I had my eyes closed the entire time, surely not morw
than five minutes, but it seemed like an eternity. According to people who h=:
been on roller-coasters this was mild; well, that settles it; I'm never going
on a roller-coaster, I've always had a thing against roller-coasters, ever sias
ce I was alittle girl and saw a gory murder committed on one of them . Fayhe
that's why I don't like to go on the things with Dick. :
Anyway we finally left Disneyland at what seemed to be an ungodly hour, ==
actually early by convention standards. It was & long hard dry dgy, but I ans =
Joyed it! We tumbled into bed, only as I lay down there was a sickening crack

topnotch condition as it was going to be rented in a

matter of weeks. I did notice in Starspinkle that

the Fulens have since moved; I hope it was vol-

untary on their part.

The next morning we were supposed to leave

Los Angeles bright and early and pick up Andy

Main in Santa Barbara, a trip between sixty

and one hundred miles depending on which

part of L,A. we left from. L.A, is in.

credibly spread out -~ like having Long

Island all one urban and suburban area.

I never did see the cenger of it 1f in-

deed it has a center. Anyway, we were

all packed and ready to leave when we

received a message that Hulbert Burroughs

had been trying to get in contact with us.

So we left poor Andy waiting for us in Santa

Barbara and went to visit Hully in his office at

. Tarzana; now a suburb of Los Angeles. I don't
think that Hully was at all charmed by me since I was
quite impatient to get going and since I kept trying to relay
that fact to Dick by not unobtrusively plucking at his sleeve,
Finally we left, Dick sorrowfuily, I gladly, both of us clutching a han

give some of the rings to our little boy. I did and ken seems to like them a 1o
- A1l joking aside, in spite of the fact that I am quite uninterested in Burrou
"1t would have been an enjoyable visit for me if we hadn't heen in a hurry to
= elsewhere. Mr. Burroughs is a hospitable and congenial host. ZJ
_gﬁ° . We hit the road and apparantly luck was with us, I mean that we started
- from the right side of Los Angeles, because Andy's house was only sixty miles
e jgwayn e met his dog, a beautiful and friendly animal resembline acelliie. Then
. we all piled into our rapidly deteriorating M.G., one that we had rented in
Af when it wasstill working right; and headed for the scenic route to Berk
, We decided to stop at a place called Anderson's itestaurant for lunch.,
pake good pea soup, said Andy. 1 had gotten a post card from some friends
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I was getting hungry.
Actually the place itself was kind of dissappointing. It was jammed packed
even at three F.}M. We were told that there wouldn’'t be atable available for at
least half an hour so we decided %to sit at the counter for fast service. Ha.
"You two sit," said Andy, "I'1ll take a quick walk around because I've already
had lunch." Dick and I elbowed people out of the way (we were very hungry) and
got two seats at the counter, Andy came back after fifteen minutes only to gind
that our orders had not yet been taken., Finally we all settied on bowls of pea
soup, they secemed to be out of everything else, but surely they would have their
specialty. They did! By this time, it being nearly four FM, Andy was hungry so
we all had big bowls of soup and started cut again.,
After about an hour's drive we switched from the freeway to the coastal
highway. Andy very graciously offered to drive so that Dick and I could enjoy
: the scenery. By this time our car was making wierd
bumps and grinds and apparently losing gas. But
the road was beautiful. Thank goodness we were on
the cliff side; I would never want to drive
south on the road and I pitied the few brave
souls that we passes that were, We stopped
once, to admire the breath taking scenery.
Then, since it was beginnig to get dark,
we hastened on towards Ménterey, where
vie were to spend the night. I wouldn't
even drive on the cliff side of that
highway, at night,
We pulled into Monterey about eight PM;, and
checked into the San Carlos hotel, a very re-
spectable, very staid hotel fall of very respec-
table, staid old people. As we got out of the car, Andy
asked, '"Where should I go?" "With us, of course," Dick replied.
So the three of us marched into the San Carlos hastily tucking our shirts into
our pants. Dick registered and then went to park the car. Andy and I followed
the thoroughly confused bellhop up to our room. As I handed the bellboy a tip, he
was extremely young and extremely stupid, he asked me in a loud undertone if
he should’telll "the other guy" where we were. I managed to nod weakly, then
Andy and 1 collapsed, convulsed with hysterics and were still laughing when
Dick came to the door. WEdIdd/¥ Y¢Y Wid We decided to further shake up the staff
of the San Carlos by changing our clothes and going out for dinner., This we did
and set out for a Japanese restaurant which we had seen from the car, about two
blocks from the hotel. The food there was excellent and the dinner was further
N enhanced by the fact that we were served by a slightly tipsy waitress. We then
'S+ marched back to the hotel and to bed. Qﬁ
5 The fo.ilowing morning we were wakened by seals barking in the harbot. Again e
we dressed rapldly and set out for breakfast. By this time the staff of the ho-
telwere numb with shock. After breakfast we drove four miles and stopped our car
in Carmel, a charming town. I would gladly have spent a few days there and so
would Dick but we just didn't have the time. Carmel is basically an art colony
and a tourist resort but it does not attract tle loud flashy type of tourist.
It is right on one of the most beautiful beaches that I've ever seen, white
o sand that is perfectly clean, First Dick, Andy and I wandered around a few of
o, the art galleries, then we seperated. Andy I believe went to look at some cards,
and Dick and I went to look at books, toys, and clothing., Then we 21l met a-

e

-

fr
3
F
A
-]




Page 15,
gain for lunch which we had at a charming little Swedish place. Andy charmed
the witress by writing thank you in Swedish ‘on the back of a napkin. After
lunch we all went and relaxed on the beach for about an hour. Refreshed and
sunburnt,, we set off for Berkeley.

Our drive there was quite routine. We did go over a beatifully steep hair-
raising pass in the mountains (during this padt of the trip, Jick slept). We
arrived in Berkeley about five in the evening. The Ellingtons, with whom we
were staying, were in the middle of eating dinner and envited us to join them.
Dick and I thanked them and explained that both of us had an irrasstistable
criving for lobster. Dick Ellington immediately recommended a place, and off
we went., As we were leaving this restaurant we ran into Frank Dietz and Al ha-
Levy, oh yes, also John Brunner. Frank was walking out and said H.; he certainly
looked familiar to me but since I had almost provoked a stranger et the air--
port into picking me up because he looked 1like Jock Root and becauve I had smi-
led at him and said hello and when he started to walk towards me said something
incredibly stupid like "never mind", I walked right past Frank, then thought
better of such hasty action. I nudged Dick and said "Hey, therels a fellow who
looks Jjust like Frank Dietz." After staring at Frank for about three minutes
Dick and I had a whispered conference, decided it was indeed Frank, ind finally
said Hello. Frank, Al, and John were Just about to start dinner, however, and
8o we arranged to see them at Bill Donaho's party and headed back to the Ell1-
ingtons'.

Bill's party was a typical pre-convention free-for-all -- there were peop-
le there that nobody seemed to know or ever saw again, Bill, himself staggered
genially around and finally went to bed while the party was still yovng. George
Heap started a group folk sing. Dick met Fhillip K. Dick, whom he mistook for a
neo fan while he was taliking to Ed Meskys about Man in the High Cas.le --- he
kept putting down Fhil's opinions and brow beating him generally, until ke
found out who he was insulting, at which point Thil skewered Dick with a stylus.
Carol Carr told me about spending her first airplane flight ever sitting next
to Jerry Knight's uncle!

Feanwhile, at around two AM Tat Ellington and I had a short ccaference, de-
cided that we were hungry, and started rounding up the two Dicks -- I forget
who rounded up which Dick, but it didn't matter. Soon the four of 13 and Marie

and the Lockharts and the Heaps all got into sev--
eral cars and drove off for food. We ended up
at the Ellingtons' and collipsed in bed.

The Next morning was Wedn:sday, oops,

Thursday. Dick and I left the Elling-
tons and went to check i1 at the Leam-
ington ~- it was a welrd room. Well
equiped for writing a con report
with a desk but no place to put
our clothes. Also ro towel racks
in the bathroom, &f Dick and I
discovered in the i1iddle of tak=-
ing a bath. Oh well — at least
there was a bed...

That night we were going to give a
very small party -~ I guess it was on
F?E;Eg"" the small side -- only atout fifty peo-

ple could fit into that room at one time.
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Whenever it got unbearably crowded Dick and I left and sdm went to other parties,
or on coffee drinking expeditions. At one time we came back to our room omly to
see a body lying under the dexk. We rubbed out eyss, looked again and discovered
that the body belonged to Jean Bogert =- she lay there giuetly all evening. Then
about an hour after the party broke up our phone rang -~ it was Jean who wanted
to return to our room for her program booklet, I explained that we were in bed.
"Oh, 1’11 only take a minute," she said. Somehow I convineed her to wait until
the next morning. Sure enough, at breakfast the next morning Jean came over to
us and asked for her program booklet—"It's the one with all the pages bent

back."-- It wasalso the one that Dick had carefully gone through and straightened
out all the, pages...

I don't remember too much about Friday, daytime. /,,ffﬁf?; N
I do know that Dick and I discovered the bar, it V7 (A (AR
was ever soo much more fun than the coffee shop. § 101 e B A 1

I dimly remember that after our first session of IS T AN A
drinking Dick staggered in to chair his panel ¢n i : AR
fanzines and,I loyally and blindly staggered ai-
ter him to sit in the audience and listen. I re--
member sitting and struggling to keep awake. Poor
Dick. I'm sure that it was an excellent panel,
unfortunately I didn’t hear one word of it. After
the panel we had badly needed coffee, then mayhe
we went back to the bar. The rest of the day is a
complete blank,

Friday night was the first big open party
of the convention. Dick and I went to it in a
condescending mood. I think that we expected
it to be like a huge N3F hospitality room, bat it
wasn‘t, It was,a real ball and part of it was a real
brawl,

Unfortunately, neither Dick nor I were eyewitnesses
to the brawl. This took place between Bob Fuechley, Gret-
chen Schwenn, and Redd Boggs; I think that Bob Lichtman REB %
was also involved in some way. Anyway, to Lhe best of my
knowledge the following occurred: Bob Buechley, an extremely
fuggheaded sergeant-at-arms (he wouldn't accept membership cards as
proof that you belonged to the convention; badges were the only acceptable
things, according to his reasoning), questioned Gretchen's membership because
she wasn't wearing her badge.

A). halevy appeared. from somewhere :nd tried to give Gretchen a temporary
badge, but she refused to wear it. Then fuggheaded Bob tried to pin it on her.
He either accidentally or on purpose hit her, and the next thing anyone knew
was that Gretchen was sitting on top oi Bob strangling him (Gretchen is about
five feet tall, Buechley is well over six feet). Anyway, it took three people
to pull Gretchen off a much battered Fob; that was the major event of Friday
evening. Dick, I, Dian Pelz, Bill Bowars and Bill Malardi also founded Belly
Button fandom against the chorus of rome young fan who was trying to get Dick
to give him an Index to XERO,

Anyway, after a blank of several hours, Saturday dawned. (I don't mean
that there was nothing going on; there was nothing going on as far as f£xx a=
Pat Lupoff’s view of the world was toncerned). Vore bar during the day, the cost-
ume party and a few room parties that night. Dick and I and Don Wollheim had
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Just come back from dinner. I had gone up to our room to put my coat away and
was going downstairs in the elevator when suddenly the door opened and ATom
rushed breathlessly into it, carrying a camera.

"ATom, why is your téngue hanging out?" I asked.

He clutched me. "Bill Rotsler's girl came naked," he said,

Arriving downstairs, I found this to be almost true; Joanie was very att-
ractively garbed in flesh colored tights which were adorned with nothing but
little gold spangles.

Anyhow, after the mascuerzde ball Dick went to the Burroughs meeting; I
arranged to meet him at the Double:Bill party. After a while Dick and I went
up to the Eenford's room and then set out to find his room with Bill Black-
beard. Bill had somehow managed to lose it. During our wanderings we knocked
on a door which had a "do not disturb" sign on it, but there wasn't any answer.
The next door we tried was opened by a group of screaming monster fans. “hen

we entered the room we toa began to shriek --
with laughter. There, lying on the bed
with the hollering monster fans danc-
ing all around him lay Larry Ivie in
v a drunken stupor. After we brought in
2 group from the Benfords' party
Z an down the hall to admire Larry and
to join the dance, we went on
with our search. Bill finally
found his room, we visited with
him for a few moments and then
went off to look for ours.
; I guess that the next day
wag Sunday. Nore bar this time
with Nick Falasca and then the
business meeting. A group of us
almost wonthe JohnCon bid, much
to our horror. Dick got appointed
, to two committees, much to
g_‘ M.CARR  APoroo1zed To LES horror. Then the banquet. Theh%i!rst
o FRIEIL) AND NoRMAN c part was very nice; we sat with good
ANS BeRo Z people, the Carrs, the Busbys, George
s RF'-\GH WAS \:\dTE'D Scithers, Don Wollheim, and Walt Daugh-
°oF oMP4, erty. Then Sam Moscowitz got up to speak,
the air conditioner came on full blast, and
I alternately shivered and slept. Carol Carr was
smart, she left early. R

After the banquet a group of us were standing around the megzanine. The two
Bills came up to me and saiddhat if Dick would donate our room for, a party they
would donate the liquor. I replied that we didn't want any more bodies under
our desk.Somehow the party got dumped on Danny Flachta. He and Al Lewis (EC)
shared the wierdest hotel room that I have ever seen. It was a sample room used
by salesmen to show their products to the hotel buyers. It was huge, which was g
great, and filled with covered up tables so that it resembled a morgue. Later in
the evening various bodies were tobe seen under the table doing various things.
Anyway, to get the party going the two Bills and myself went off to get their
liqour and to steal dirty glasses, clean napkins, and even salt and pepper shakers
from room trays outside of peoples' doors. I even wanted to steal stale pieces

AN THAT was TUE ye AR,
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of rolls/Imust not 1ave eaten well at the banquet) but the two Bills dragged
me away. We returned, found we had plenty of licour, salt and pepper, but no
mixers.

.2 Dick lupoft and Fat Ellington went off and stole ginger ale and pret-
zels and varoius cther goodies from the N3F rocm. Dick tells me that they also
tried to steal Ed Voo but without success. After a while at this party a gro-
up of us ended up at the Doggie Diner, and then called it a day.

The next day was lfonday, which usually comes after Sunday, and the last
day of the convention. Dick and I had breskfast around noon, and then wandered
up to the mezzanine, Ellie turner came up to me and said that she had finally
gotten up a group to go to the famous carousel at Tildeh Park. I am a carousel
fan and Dick is not; however, I finally persuaded him to go with us. We emerged
into the sun for the first time in days, at which point we all shriveled up and
turned into dust.

We did spenc a reju/nnating time riding on griffins and eating hot dogs,
and then at about three «: four in the afternoon we returned to the hotel, where
we had plans to join Tery and Carol Carr for dinner. Terry was going to show
us Cliff House, & restauzant which has a magnificent view of the harbor, and
he had accordingly looke< up the exact time of sunset. We drove like fury and
reached our destination in time, but to no availy a thick San Francisco fog had
settled around everythiri 3. Nevertheless we were still able to see something of
the wonderful view, and 1lso to see Fritz Lieber and Judy Merril sitting side
by side in the cocktail }ounge, sipping drinks and staring intently out of the
window.When we eventuall:s got up and went into the dining room for dinner,
there were the two of tham still staring straight out into space,

After dinner Terry took us to a great gory museum called Sutro's. It was
damp and cold inside ard the exhibit: seemed to consist of mummified chicken
bones. When Carfil and .. began to turr: green Terry and Dick decided that it was
time to leave., By this stage of the trip our rented car had begun to sound like
a motorcycle and we we:i'e the envy of all the hot rodders in the BArea.

We went. to our laist party of the convention then, given by the Con committ-
ee, It was rather dull. The only thins out of the ordinary that happened was
that Judy ¥errll came rushing into thi room and in an effort to greet Tony
Boucher fell flat on fer stomach acrosis Ted White and me who had been sitting
on a4 bed., The odd thii:g was that she ¢idn't seem to notice that she was using
us for a mattress; she lay stretched :cross us talking and talking, 'and finally
Ted had to give her a not so discreet knee in the groin to budge her. I un-
squashed myself and wunt off with a group to the doggie diner, the two Dicks,
Ted, Carol, and I'm sure one or two otliers, We then called it a con and went
to bed, :

There was a great after- convention party at the Ellingtons?! which was the
best party at the convention only it wasun't held at the con. But it would take
me at least a couple of more hours to write about it. So send a dollar and re-
ceive postage fra¢... :

L
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This is an index to what I've published so far, that is, since last Dec-
ember, and includes Algol, DEGLER!, and Fortran, which will (hop=fully) be pub-~
lished by the time this issue is out. D=Ditto, M=Mimeo; the rest is self- ex-

planatory.
Name: Date: Pages: Type: Number(in the seriesd: Method:
Coples:
ALGOL #1 12/63 2 Genzine 1 35 D
ALGOL #2 }/& 2 Genzine 2 35 D
ALGOL #3 2/64 10 Genzine 3 50 D
ALGOL #4 3/6L 13 Genzine L 70 D
ALGOL #5 L/6l, 12 Gengzine 5 55 D
#ALCOL #6 5-6/64 18 Genzine 6 70 D
DECLER!#1 6/6L 2 APA-F 7 25 D
DEGLER!#2  6/64 1 APA F 8 30 D
DEGLER!#3  7/6L 1 APA F 9 30 D
DEGLER!#L  7/6L 1 APA F 10 35 D
DEGLER!#5 - 7/64 2 APA F 11 35 D
HOW TO KILL
COPS #1 7/6L 1 APA F 12 35 D
BOOK LIST#1 7/6L 1 APA F 13 35 D
. DEGLER!#6  7/6h 6 APA.F 14 35 D
BALGOL #7 7-8/64 30 Genzine 15 70 D
DEGLER!#7 8/64 I APA F 16 35 D
DEGLER!#8 g/64 2 APA F 17 35 D
DEGLER!#3 = 8/64 5 APA F &N'APA 18 80 D
P.S.toDEGIER!
#9 8/64, 1 APA F 19 35 D
DEGLER!#10  9/6i, 1 APA F 20 35 M
DEGLER#11 9/6l, 1 APA F 21 50 M
DEGLER!#12 9/6L 2 APA F 22 35 D
New York IN
14671#1 9/6L, 2 GeneralCirc. 23 50 D
DEGLER!#13  9/6l, 1 APA F 2 35 D
DEGLER!#14 10/64 2 APA F 25 35 D
Reading by
BJFRIEDMAN 10/64 1 NYURAPA F = 26 70 D
DEGLER!#15 10/64 2 APA F 27 35 D
DEGLER!#16 10/64 1 APA F 28 35 D
DEGLER'#17 10/64, 1 APA F 29 25 D
DEGLER!#18 10/64 1 APA F 30 35 D
DEGLER!#19 10/64 ? APA F 31 35 D
DEGLER!#20 10/64 ? APA F 32 35 D
FORTRANAT  11/6i, 1 Genzine 33 100 M
¥ALGOL #8 11/64, 35+ Genzine 34 100-110(?) D

‘ # gtands for photn-offset cover. Publications #31<34 not published yet(10/27/64)
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T beginndng to formulate who will appear in future issues of Algol, and
I'm starting with this issve. First of all, I'm expanding my editorial space to
cover much more than it has in the past, As you can see; my prose style is al-
most totally different; it’s loosened up a hell of a lot over, for exempde, the
‘editorial stetement? that was in Algel number 6; that 1s; the pro-Breen state-
ment. Looking back in retrospect, I can sse that it says a lot of nothing with
the use of a ot of words., It's alsoc stiff and pedantic, much more like the
style jou use on a term paper than what you use in a fanzina.

Tnis change must, I think, be attributed to my apa F zine, DECGLER!, with
a strenuous weekly schedule. Writing first draft(as I am right now) I've learned
to loosen up my sentences, express personal thoughts, and, in a phr:se, write
1ike I was talking, not like I was writing. It helps also to be able to put
down an idea in simple language, and is also more personal.

Incidentally, apa F has also influenced this genzine. Through tlie constant
interflow of words and ideas between some of the top writers in fandem (Ted White,
Dick Lupoff, Steve Stiles, Dave Van Arnam) I've learned from them, ard, in many
instances, have becn able to get things from them for inclusion in Aigol, Wit-
ness, for instance, the article on ERB last issue by Dave Van Arnam; I'm still
getting letteres from Burroughs® fans asking for zopies of the issue, and I'm
pretty sure that the article did help to keep the issue from obscurity.

Likewise; in this issue I've recruited Pat and Dick lupoff from the ranks
of apa F, as well as Mike NeInerney and rich brown. These four make u: the maj-
ority of the content of this issue, and I owe it all to apa F. Gosh wow, and all
that rot.

Getting back to what I was saying (about the content of future i:sues) I'm
gbing about it in the manner that Fred Pohl is using for the Galaxy group. In
other words, I'm button-holing people in thaz street. One result of this is that
Lee Hoffman will be doing more iliustrating in fandom &¥udk than she h:¢s been do-
ing the last few years. She's = good cartoonist, and from what she's dsne for this
issue, her talents are not dead yet. I've also got a con report from Fit Lupoff,
who hasen't exercised her writing talents since the early days of XERO -~ and we
all know what XERO's status was in fandom.

So, this is the line-up for the future in Algol; Robin Wood with a column, :
GRUT, which msy or may not apply to SF; at the moment Robin is atlending college j
in the BArea after three years in the USAF. :

Mike McInerney to take the fanmine review column -- Mike has Leen a pretty
unknown fan for the last 5 years or 30, but is now starting to move into the 8pote
light.

Dick Lupoff will take over the Book Reviews from myself, because I (ind no
time for any heavy reading now thet I'm in college. Dick's fanzine, X0, for
those of you new on the fannish scene, won the Hugo as best fanzine of 1062, At {
the moment, beside working for IBM, Dick is also editor of Canaveral Ecul:s, and +
will soon have a work on Burroughs published by afore mentioned firm,

Rich Brown, who writes his nsme rich brown, has contributed a plece of fean
fiction that's been moldering in Los Angeles for the past few years, Thoi¢h the
last appearance he had in the genzine area was several years ago, rich is rather
famous, or infamous, depending on which side of the fence you're on, in FAM and
other circles. Certainly a bright star, at the least.

So thet's the lire up; a bright bunch of people with & lot of talent. And,
there’ll be more of the same in the next issue. Andy Reiss, bhob Stewart, Steve
Stiles, Robert Gilbert, Les Hoffmen and myself doing the illustrations and cai-
toons, I'11 be cont.acting some of those who are reading this --who knows, you
may be in the next issue! And welre irregular, but so was XZRB, and look what he ppened

thera!
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Three ¥orlds To Conquer by foul Anderson. I think that Anderson is emerging as
the outstanding prectisioner of the imaginative story around, Certainly one of
hig viryues iz versatility...he ocan write pure fun fantasy (the Afreet Stories)
sword and sorcery (3 Hearts and Three Lions}, serious sowiological SF(Ingide
Earth) alien adventure{Cail Him Jos). I'm sure that'se not ths piok of his pro-
duotion, but I neven't read s& much as 1 ought tv huve, Certauinly his "After
Doomsday" struock me as ths Best Novei of 1860, And now this new one, a.thougn
wot the very best Aunderson, is pretty close up thsre. Buy it; you'll enjoy it.

The Arsou al of Miraclas by Gardner F. Fox, Ace: Fox follows up his recent
"Eacape Aorosz the Cosmos™ with ansther richly atmospheriz aud fastepaced ad-
tentura, Sharing the virtues of the previous boock, this one also shares it's
7icesy it 18 tride, the charaocfers are shallow snd their motivation overly sim-
Plé. Alsa, aa Hal Lynch has painted out, the "factse" im the story are reiterated
aund simplit'ied %o the point whsre ths most idiotio of readers oannot fail to
grasp them. Unfortvnatsly, those of us who are not the most idiotic, not even by
& narrow seperation, tsnd to ficd this somswhat wearying. I think that Fox de-
Teioped thia unheppy habit ir hie comics~seripting, where the rapid turnover of
youthful readers maike the explanstion of each marvel mandatory each time 1t is
used es & plot gimmick, I enjoyed "Essape" for its evocation of the PLANET
STORIES era, but I find that my saturation point for this kind of stuff.has besn
reached very quickly.

Iree snd Leaf by J. R. R, Tolkien. This 1ittle book contuing two very rare items
written in the late 1930's, published some years later and since out of print,
'On Fairy Stories"™ ia an essay -~actually, originally a lecture =- on thy indio-
ated subject. In it, Tolkiam expresges explicitly many of the ideas implieit in
the Ring trilogy, end offers much %au% begutiful laoguage , so beautiful that it
alone would justify the essey, had it not oonteining of value in ideas(though
the latter isz distinotly not the case). "Leaf by Nigrlo™, the other item in the
book, is an autobiographical fantasy-allegory. You osn get this bocl from the
British Bcok Centre, 124 East 56th Street, NYC, for $1.26 paperbound: there is
suppoeedly a clothbound edition aigo, but they had none in stoock, and did not
imow the price,

Now that I have resurrected my new typer from under rich brown's care, we will
inelude more information about the book, like for instance:

WARRIOR OF LLARN by Gardner F. Fox, Ace, 1964, 1,O¢

Not content to resurrect many Burroughs pastiches of the past, Don Wollheim is
how commisioning contemporary writers %o produce new ones, (Or maybe Fox did
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) this on spec and sold it to Ace; I doubt it but
il I should really check before making a straight-
‘ out statement like the preceding one.) The ob-

j\ vious source here is ERB's John Carter of Mars
i Series, and the job Fox has done is a good one.
27 TN There are, however, a couple of niggling flaws,

One is that Fox tells us that the language his
i hero learns on Llarn is a soft, flowing one, com=

s posed mainly of vowels...but of the Llarnian words
4 Fox gives us, proper names and other nouns, almost
e all of these are composed of consonants, and the

harsh ones at that; K's and T's predominate.
Such faults notwithstanding, if you'd
like to read a good Burroughs pas--
tiche, this is one. Still, if y
you wish to read
such stuff and have not yet
read Burroughs’ own works,
you ought to, both because
he is the original and the
others are coples, and be-
cause he is still the best of
his type.
If you'd like recomrendations of
specific titles, buy my book next
year and read the chapter titled
"A Basiec Burroughs Library." Or ask
to see the draft., Or just ask me, or
‘bout. anyone else who's read the stuff.

THE MAN OF BRONZE by "kenneth Robeson,"
Street & Smith, 1933, Bantam, 1964, L5¢

After last spring's disappointing "Return of
The Shadow,” I was reluctant to tackle another
pulp revival, and left the S&S hardcover of this
on my shelf unread. The attractive and handy
Bantam paperback was too much to resist, and to
my delight I've found that this is pulp writing
as she ought to be: incredibly melodramatic
plotting, overchar:cterization of the variety
Larry Shaw calls "funny hat", dialog the like of this:

=="You'll be in a cage at the moo if you don't learn the manners of
a man!" waspish Ham said bitingly.—

Oh beautiful; beautiful.
don't miss this. It's like a Stan Lee comic book reduced to text form, though
of course the derivaticn is in the opposite direction: the comic books are in-
spired by the heroic pulps, and Doc Savage is a clear source of several comie
devices, ranging from Batman's utility belt to Superman‘’s Fortress of Solitude
to almost any of the hero combines of the past 25 years, especially a couple
of the current Stan Lee aggregations.
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DR. ARNOLDY and AN AMERTCAN GIRL by Tiffany Thayer.

"Ainoldi" is one of Thayer's only two SI' works, the other being "The Greek".
The stfnal premise of "Arnolda" is a simple one: what if everyons stopped
dying? Hold that at its liberal content: not that people stop gett-
ing sick, or injured, <. iapsing inte comas; just, wrat if they
stopped dying? Answer: you eventually wind up witnh a large and
growing number of human vegetables, "comatants," as Thayer calls
them. What is the legal status of such a person? Has he rights?

Is he still legally married, or can his "widow" remarry? Can
he be cremated or buried? No one knows, maybe sueh a person
will eventually recover. How can you execute condemned
criminals? An interesting book, in Thayer’s usual breezy
style.

Attention Diplomacy fans: "An American Girl" is Thay-
er's entry into the Gravstark derby. Yep, imaginary king-
doms, deposed royalty, beautiful princess, wicked ua-
urper and all. Boardman, here is a chance to one-up
your co-hobbyists,

(You can get both these books in Biblio and A
Tannen's basement, where I donzted both my own copies.
On second thought, you'd better hurry. Bookspace
won't be so critical once I move, and I'm tempted
to go get them back.)

THE TIME MACHINE by H.G.Wells, 1895; 196, Air-
mont; 40¢

I may be the only living SF fan who hadn't long
ago read this classic in one of its innumerable
editions; but 'safact; I finally got to it be--
cause I've received several letters suggesting it
as a source for E. L. Arnold’s Lieut,
Gullivar Jones, a case which I now see is tenable,
but which doesn‘t bother me at all.

The book itself is surprising. For one thing, I
expected it to be a tome; it isn't, it's only 122
pages in this paperbound editien, and not crammed in
in miniscule type at that, And the style, which I expected
to be intolerably heavy and pedantic is actually fairly
1light, and the pacing is quick, A very pleasant surprise;
maybe I'1] try some of his others.

THE PLANET BUYER by Cordwainer Smith, Pyramid, 1964, 50¢

PorTER

From Smith’s short fiction I learned to look for startling
invention, strange characters, little or no plot. In his fisst
novel, Smith provided the first two, but goes on and gives us a
plot too. The book is remarkabiy Heinleinesque, borrowing slightly
from "Citizen of the Galaxy®". The hero is introduced oh the marvel-
ous planet of Old North Australia, populated by farmers of giant
sheep infected with a virus that provides human near-immodtality.
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The hero. guided by an antique cowputer, bscomes the richest man in the galaxy .
and then finds out that he's going ©o have a hard tiume getting to Zarth to

collect his wealth, He has quite a time of it, bu:b once he gets here.,.'tis

the end. Like Heilnlein, Smith doesn’t know when or how to end a novel. Hein-

lein quits much too late; Smith quits much tec soon. :

KUTINY IN SPACE by Avram Davidson, Fyramid,, 1964, 50¢

Another first novel, and another good one. The story is a bit more conventional
than one would expect from Avram, being more-or-less the standard tale of space=
men cast away on a barbarous planet. But it's nicely hendeled, and well worth
reading. Still, knowing Avram'’s fantastic wit and perscnality, the book is a mild
disappointment ,

All three of the afore mentioned bokks, by the vay, are retitled from mag-
azine versions. The Wells - lappsared earlier as both THE COSMIC ARGONAUTS
and THE TIME TRAVELER'S STORY3 the Smith; as THE BOY WHO BOUGHT OLD EARTH, and
the Davidson as VALENTINE®S PLANET. In two cases I thirk the book titles are
distinctly inferhoh to the magazine titles. In the third, I think it i3 merely
an exchange of one poor title for another.

Someone ought to do an article on title changes between authors! titles,
magazine titles, and bock titles ( end titles of different book edi iona, too!)

" not. me; though. Maybe sone cne who reads this will; it should prove interesting.

RE-ENTER FU MANCHU by Sax Rolmer, Gold Medal, 1957, 1964, LO¢

What with Pyramid making a success of their Rohmer Pbs; and Ace getting into the '.’r
act with the excellent "Day The World Ended! Fawcett has started re=issueing ik 8
those Rohmer books which they issued a decade or so back, before the authors’
'déa@hn As I recall, these include only a couple of FUs , plus all the sumuru
books, (Sumuru, for the uninitiate, was a sort of lady Fu Manchu, but she never
quite caught on as did the Insidious Doctor.)
Anyway, RE-ENTER is the Fu.book about which Bob Biiney, in his classisal
article Sax, said: "RE-ENTER FU MANCHU is a tired treatument of the typical Fu
Manchu plot. The action moves (but just barely) from London to Cairo to New Yprk,
and ‘the hero stands sround doing nothing except complain that he is doing noth-
ing, and staring in stupefaction when practicaily everyone turns out to be some-
vne in disguise."
Briney 1s tottally corrsct; and nothing need be added concerning this book,
except that it is mercifully short.

THE THOUSAND--HEADED MAN by "Kenneth Robeson", Street. & 8mith 1934, Bantam, 1964.

I remember now that Larry Shaw's comment about. "funny hat characterization" was
attributed, by him, to Bruce Elliot, who wes/is the man behind the Robeson byline.
And he also tells me that while Walter Gibson is the men who "wagh Haxwell Grant
in Shadow days, Mike Avallone "is" the Walter Gibson who wrote RETURN OF THE
SHADCW, Stranger and Stranger.
But his second in the Doc Savage reprint series is up to the first, “The Man
of Bronge." "Thousand” was not the second story in the original series, appearing
soms 16 months after "The Man of Brenze," and in the intervening period the char-
acters had developed somevhat. One of them had exchanged a pair of eyeglasses .

=] & L[ ‘ e et
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with a mwegnifying glass for cne lent, for a magnifying monacle:
another, the grotesque Monk, bag. picked up a pet plg somedhere along the way.
The plot this time is a cort of Yellew Peril somewhat reminiscent of Roh-
mer's Futs, but the pace and style zre pu:e "Pobeson," which is to say, superb
terrible writing. I hope these books sell well. encugh Lo warrant eontinuatior
of the series. and perhape the revivel of other pulp heroes as well.

LOVECRAFT WEEE:

About six months ago I read HPL's "The Case »f Charles Dexter Ward," and
since then havz read his two major scieace-fiction noveieties, "The Colour Out
of Space" and "The Shadow Out of Time," play & few of his shorter works, Theze,
plus a few items read in my extreze childhood constitute the extent of my Love
craft reading, and I think I have figurad out why they erz likely te continue
to do se, for I have no waresent intention of reading any more of that particu«
lar canon.

Aside from Lovecraft?s fldrid over-writing erd his lurking terrors
aad indescribsble horrors, wiich do not .really bother ne too much, I think
#nat I heve lsolated two essential objecticns to nis siories, which explain to
wy own eatisfaction why T have long ceased looking forvard to reading anythirg
of Lovecraft?s. These are: 1) Nething »2ally heppens in a Lovecraft story; he's
gocd at setting up situaiions, but dénce he sets ‘em up (wsually pefore the story
starts, so that everything that gces on has a'fedling of retrospection rather
than a quality of imrediatg) little cr nothing further happens. 2) Kaybe this
igreally & subset of the first objection ; but Lovecruft's pretagonists = T
will nct call them heroes -~ are totally inert elods. What 1ittle doeg happer
usually happers to them. rather thar. thei: doing anything atall.

Let me cite
the three mujor Lovecraf®: works named above; &8 examples, In “C.D.Ward" {which
ny aimeographes ((Dave Van Arnem)) tells me is very bad Lovecraft) the story
opens (following & lengthy discourse on New Fngland hivtory) we learn that a
neatal patisnt has mystericusly diseppeared from a hospital.. Lovecraft mekes
amply clear that the patient himself is not the person-he was thoughtto be, tut
actually an ancestor who has delved in Bluck Science, Jearning the secret of re-
viving even exiremely decompoeed cadavers prcviding only that thelr “esscntlel
saltes" are not lost. Hin descendeant nad rediscovered this secret Irom his an-
ceshors® documentg,” ralsed up the 6ld bsy. presumably with all his aaltes in
thelr right places; only for the codger to do in his deccendent and assumwe bis
identity. A

A lovely ides, but so completely telegraphed =o early in the book that
the reader just sits there in ‘&, - total exasperstion waiting for the merrator
(a tamily doctor; one might know)'to Catch On, and ther Get. On with some acticn.
Unfortunately, it takes the Friendly Physician the whole book to Catch On, or
neybe he never does. I have mercifully forgotten,

. "The Shadow Out of Time" app-
earad in Astounding, and one might hope for mere than. !C.D.Ward" which was i
Yeird Tales. Further, Dave Van Arnam tells me that this 1is one of Lovecraftie
best, Well, the narrator.tella us that some years ago lLe suffered an atteck of
wanesia counled with what seemed to be a totally dominent schizophrenic perscn-
aliiy. The attack lasted for saveral years, following which he came to himself
agein.
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Over & period of time the narretor regains the memory of the lost years (only .
he thinks that he is just having bad dreams), The mystery of the lost years is

another charming stfral idea: that in the very distant past & non-human intell-

igent race lived on earth, and that this race had the power of mental exchange

with other intelligent creatures in different eras. The narrator's seeming sec-

ondary personality had actually been one of those ancient beings operating in

modern times, while the "dreams" of the narrator were emergent memories of his
experiences in the body of his, er, symbiote?, in remote times.

Again, nothing
really happens while the narrator is rediscovering this data, which the reader
has picked up in about five pages, but he finally does do something about it at
the end of the story: he gces on an archaeclogicel excavation site in Australia,
discovers artifacts proving his"dreams"true, and flees in terror at the realiz-
ation. The end. Pooh!

Finally, "The Colour Out of Spuce"(Amazing Stories, to my
surprise) is one of HPL's blasted New England stories. A meteorite containing a
form of inimical alien life feeds on a farmer, his wife, his three gons, his hor-
ses, cows, sheep, grain, apples, grass, trees, his ox and his ass. When it is
strong enough(and they are all dead) it goes back to outer space. The end. "The
Colour Out of Space" appeared in 1927; foub years later Wonder Stories carried
A. Rowley Hilliard's classis "Death From The Stars," in which Hilliard showed
what a man who was willing and able to tell a story could do with this theme.
Too bad he didn't work over Lovecraft's other tales. I'1] bet he might have
made several of them into stories.

—= Dick Lupoff
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If T were to speak of an American fan, who began his fan acti-
vities in the San Francisco area, published a weekly fannish news-
zine, worked as a librarian, wrote his first fannish eplc -- a paro--
dy of J.D.Salinger -- under a pen name and later moved to New York,
you would probably be able to identify him at once.

Suppose I were to add that this fan patterned his early works
in the anecdotal manner of Chai-les Burbee, but that he developed
this style to such an extent that most of modern-day fandom consi-
der it as something entirely his own; that he was infatuated, in
his writings, with fandom past, present and future; and that, de-
spite this infatuation, his pen was recognized in fandom as the pen
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I & genulne szatirest, one that ~ub through the pretentious maiarky that :ava- .
ded fandom and cut so with the sase of a hot knife going ihroug:s buitier

I'm sure you would recognize him:if I were to add that in his DETSON
there was & creature cf such high and ‘charming natural wit thzt it would b
no exaggeration to call him the Biggest Name Fan of his time. If I add fin -
ther (though trying to remain this side of unseasonable intimacies) that he
was a fan afflicted in private by tragedy's most savage strokes., I feel gep
tain that you would recognize him; a fan who fulfills to the last measure o:
exactness the most vital tradition of truly fannish writing, that of giatescue
and ironic humor which was often put in parables too blunt for phony intel-
lectuals to perccive. A fan whose work bears on every single page the :tig-
mate of its oripin, conceived under the pressure of compulsion and artistry,
blotted before “he ink was dry.

Of course, you would say, Terry Carr. :

But he is not Terry Carr. I am talking about Paul Terrell. It isy Low-
ever; a supposition on my part that Paul is our clousest spiritual descendert
of Terry Car: since Terry went pro. I suggest this idea to anyone who desices
a rewarding study in fannish parallels and I attempt, here, in this little
piece, only to provide a bit of backround for the egsay that will undoubtably
ansue once this study is followed-through.,

#+t

I suppose we should start with biographical data. I often find it Lroge
gling to th.nk that; especlally in the field of fandom where one must depend
on {as the.legendary Ted White used to say) Image, wo still know very little
of the faetors that have really been operative in » given situation; i.e.
that such-ind-such a fannish epic was conceived while sitting on a toilet
seat; that a certain piece of fannish wit that has long been repeated is ac-
tually ths result of turning a corny Bennett Cerf gag into fannish terms, and
that the reason Joe Blow is attacking Joe Phan in the latest ADA wailing is
becsuse Joe Phan goticaught in a compromising situaticn with Joe Blow's wife
at the last convention. It is in a legend as big, and seemingly as vivid,

as Paul Tarrell that thesa factors come into play even more than they usually
de, '

]

A good many years ago —- in 1965 -- Paul wrote out, at my request, a
sketch of his life up to that time., It is .obviously intended to be jocular,
but the jocularities are sincere and reveal more of the man than many of you

- might svppose, At any rate, I give it to you for what it might be worth

Born July 29; 1938, San Francisco, California, without any
nctable traces of becoming a fan -- no tendrile in the hair, tho.
come to think of it, it was pretty wild, even then.

My father was a physician, so I had all the diseases of the
“ime and place free of charge. _

Nothing of any note whatsoever happened to me until,, in Febru-
ary of 1954, I showed my first signs of becoming a humorest by
running for President of my Sophomore High School Class, Stumbling
through a deadly serious speech (which even my intimates took te be
humorcus), I socn found myself elected by all but thirty sensible
votes to that esteemed position.  Two days later. the school. board
of teachers called another electicn ~- they thought the Suphs
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more Classes' money would best be spent to improve the cafeteria and the teacher's
smoking room, while I thot itshould be used for a party or dance. And, what is
more, I said so. So they called for another election.

I gave up politics in disgust.

My first contact with fandom was an unusual one. Though long a reader of
science fiction, that rarest of gems among the pale rocks of Literature, I had
never even heard of science fiction fandom until the lates of August ‘58, I was
in Los Angeles at the time, visiting a relative. On the day in question,I was in
a park in the middle of downtown Los Angeles, when I saw a druid priest leading
a bunch of bums out of the park. This, I decided, just might be interesting.
Since I was dressed in my usual fashion, I slipped into the piebald crew with-
out being noticed overmuch. There was talk of a sacrifice — the druid was carry-
ing a breadboard over his head and mmmbling "Yuggoth Saves" in a loud voice...if
you can imagine mumbling in & loud voice. A sacrifice seemed eminent. Goody, I
thought. But he led us a few short blocks to the Alexandria hotel and never sac-
rificed a damned thing. Rats, I thought. Nonetheless, the fellow intrigued me
enough for me to ask at the hotel about him; they told me he was a representative
to a science fiction convention. Oh, I thought.

For some strange reason, I didn't get around to exploring the possibilities
of science fiction fandom just then.

But to continue. In the process of running off pamphlets for fellow students
who felt like running off at the mouth, in 1962 I - ran across Dave Rike, who
was still known at the University of California as the Man with the Mimeograph.
It was not long before I was helping Dave run off various fanzines, by actibg
as an official slip-sheeter. Or, as Dave tended to call me then, The Official
Slop-Sheeter. This position I filled for several months in a way highly satisfac~
tory to the Bigger Names in Berkeley. It is particularly gratifying for me to re-
member that one evening, after I had worked unusually hard (though it was only a
mimeographed publication) running off, collating, stapling and posting the Fannish
IV, that Walter Breen himself nodded and smiled to me as I walked across Dave's
lawn on my way home from toil. He had heard of my work, I had no doubt, and this
was merely his way of showing me how greatly he appreciated my endeavors.

Nvertheless, shortly after he had paid me this public tribute, this hailing
of the integrity, efficiency and importance of my work there, I invested in a di-
tto -—- still the finest : - . of fannish reproductive impliments — and began to
put out The NeoFan's Gazette.

Naturally, upon entering the field of fannish journalism all the troubles
of my earlier years disappearred as if by magic; and I lived the contented,
peaceful, unworried, if somewhat under-sexsd, life of a trufan ever since.

There is little mobe to tell., Early last year I offered the services of my
trusty little hand-feeding ditto to Breen so that he could continue with Fanac;
Breen printed an announcement that Fanac would be folding soon.

This is an outline of my 1life in its relation to the times in which I live.
I add a careful pen-picture of myself for those who are just a bit more nosey a--
bout personal details. In the manner of the Immortally Storming Moscowitz, However,
I feel it seems more modest, somehow, to put it in the third person:

Height, 5'10"; hair, brown; scar on the little finger of left hand, often
assumed to have been caused by a stylus puncture; has assured carrisge, walking
boldly into convention hotels and mixing with patrons (whether fans or not) on
terms of equality or better; weight, 220 pounds; face, rather rounded but defin-
ately not criminal type; loathes the art of L. Garcone, but likes beafsteak and
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onions; wears number 93Dshoe; fond of the writings of one Charles
Burbee; inside seam of trousers, 32 inches; imitates cats, dogs, and
owls and barnyard enimals for young children; has always been careful
to keep fingerprints frcm possession of police; chest measure--
ment 42 inches, varying with resperation; sometimes wears glasses,
but usually operates undisguised; dislikes the fannish works of Pecte
Graham; ruddy complexion, no photograph in possession of police; garr-
ulous & argumentative; avoids "Beat" society, sc—-called, and has never
been in 2 coffee house, a broker's office, nor a Science Fiction or
Writer's Club meeting; wears 17" collar; waist measurement, none of
your damn business; prefers the company of children to people, but among
people prefers the company of fans, closely followed by writers, act-
ors, publishers, editors, musicians, painters, architects, scultors;
avoids association with crooks and reformers as much as possible; walks
vith rapid gait (tucked under é%gj; mark of old fracture on left shin;
cuffs on trousers, and coat cut loose with plenty of roomunder the arm-
pits ( to make room for the gait); dislikes cauliflower, television,
movies, most musical comedy, opera, convention banquets, long winded
preose or pro‘s, religious fanatics, poets who Wear Their Soul On The
Outside, organized charities, any sort of reproduction except Ditto;
prominent calouses on two fingers of both hands (the only ones that ev-
er learned to type, the poor slobs!) which prevent him from being an
expert pistol shot; clean shaven; shaggy eyebrows; smile, one-sided;
has served four years indeterminate sentence in Berkeley, with no att-
empt to escape, but is reported to have friends outside; scar above
forehead concealed by hair; dislikes prunes, people who imitate Kerouac,
sick jokes; trousers cut loose over hips and seat; would likely come
along quietly 1f arrested.

In later years Paul used to insist on the family tradition that he was the
seventh son of a seventh son of a seventh son, all of whom had been named Abdull-
ah, born during a total eclipse of the sun, under the cye of Aecschulous. He also
swors that his blood was liquified ditto carbon. One may doubt these contentions
if one wishes.

From 1965 to 1967 I was personally out of sorts with the microcosm —- I pub-
lished two eight pagers for FAPA and read Paul's work, a few of the things from
Warner, and one Bradley item — but in '68 I was back in the swing again, and
Paul and I once more continued correspondence; I continued to emphasis to him the
need for a biography of himself, as I felt that to let such a talent go without
actual acknowledgment of its existence, even in the small microcosm of fandom,
would be more than a breach of good tastes: it would be a crime. My insistence
that the neced was actually there started Paul thinking about an "egobiography"
of his own. He made a good many starts at it, and the later versions I never
saw, but I have here the very first, what we might call Codex A. I think
I must share a little of it.

Any biographer of Paul Terrell is assailed at once by the initial
difficulty that Nr. Terrell has always taken a perverse delight in mys-
tifying fans in regard to himself. Rich Brown charged him with it, three
or four years ago, when Mr. Brown was preparing a biographical essay
concerning him and Terrell wrote in reply:

It is quite true that I have invented for myself a good many ex-
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preriences which I never really had =---but I must insist, contradictor-
illy, that they were all my experiences; experiences which belong to
me by right of temperament and character., { should have had them, if
Ihad but had my rights, but I was cheated of them by the rough and
bitter tyranny of Fate and Circumstance.

On the other hand, I have supressed & nugber of intidents which
actually happened, because I did not, upon mature reflection, find
them in accord with the fannish mien I have seen fit to show the out-
side world --these things, happenings, if you will, were but vile lies
that were told about me by the slinking facts of life.

Religionists of various denominations assure us that we can make
the future what we will, if we can but attain & sufficient degree of
splrituality; SI fans say that this mey be done if we can but obtain
a sufficient degree of technology. It has ever been my endeavor to
attain such a degree of spirituality and technology shat I may be able
to influence the past as well as the future. You may think this aspir-
atlon is a trifle todoptimistic, but you can scarcely deny that it is
a worthy aspiration.

I should not care to have any notes written about myself at all,
unless they are notes that had a tendency to redress these balances,
for if there are fans interested in sufficient number to justify a
biographical work about me, who wish to know The Truth about me, I must
insist that it be the truth which they get, not a mere series of dis-
located facts ("He was born in Mashed Potato Falls, at a very early
age") ~- facts which, all too fraquently, have nological relationship
to my character as I know it to be.

And who should know it better than myself?

That, subtle psychological observation -- that the things that actually
happen to us are often wretchedly unrepresentative of our true selves «= is
one to which he returned time and again in his fannish writings.

Before I go too much further, I want to get something out of my craw about
what Ray Davis, as a neofan, said of Paul. "It is a pity," Ray wrote in his
zine, The Bagle Shop of Usher #3, "that Paul Terrell has to waste his time
writing ad cbpy in New York." I want to make it clear that I think the seven
years he spent writing ad copy there, after he moved from Berkeley —- though
theoretically the worst sort of drudgery for a finely imnginative talent -—
were, in fact, magnificent; they restrained his talents, I agree, but in so
restraining him, they forced him to seek an outlet. And that - ‘“outlet, for-
tunately enough for us, was fandom. It was in the finely ditto'ed pages of
The NeoFan's Gazette and Foop! and Bandersnatch that, with steadily increasing
powers, his essential artistry, originality and verve came through. It is my
contention that his greuling job made him, in person, the living, breathing
esgence of the Faaan Hero that everyone and his brother has been writing ahout
in dewy-eyed faaan-fiction for years.

I alone know how fiercely Paul loved his ditto and the work he could do
with it — though the indications are certainly there for any biographer

who cares to research the only feud Paul ever conducted in the fannish micro-
cosm. "A fan is only as good as the grocess of reproduction that represents
him," he wrote, "and that is why nothing I write will ever be piblished in a

mimeographed fanzine." ©his statement elicited a paragraph or two from Ted
White and Redd Boggs, bcth calmly defending the processj Paul replied with-
four of his worst written pages, angrily and bitterly denouncing them asibothd
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shoulders than theirs). Paul eventually calmed down whei even his friends
couldnft follow his chains of reasoning; so far as most fans were concerned,
the subject was an elephant, He apologized to White and Bogge and wrote an ar-
ticle eatirizing the whole thing for Ted's FAPAzine. Obviously. for whatever
reason or lack of reason, it was a subject Paul felt deeply abcut -~ Ted's was
the only mimeographed fanzine he ever made an exception fer,

He was not unjustifiably proud of the work his ditto could dn -~The Neo-
Fan's Gazbtte., although it went out weekly to over two hundred fars, never had
a blurred letter or an offset page. And il never missed a deadline.

The material, which poured out of his own head in first-droft verfection,
he put down and ran off at the rate of a2 page a day. On Sundays, which should
have been, God knows, his day of rest -— he ran off his covers, bacoiers, co-
allated, stapled, and mailed. All this at a time when he was doing tw) monthly
columns, not to on try to tabulate the material he was producing irregu-
larly for several other zines, plus running his own APAzines through ¢4FS and
FAPA .

Ohter material that he wrote, as he jocularly put it; he did in hia "gpare
time¥" He was a superman —-of thatihere is not the slightest shsdow of a doubt.
R

I once had a fannish dream about Paul. In this dream, he hed come to Chica-
go to visit me, and we were runnig furiously somewhere along Wabash Avenue.
We were escaping, or trying to escape, from some vast calamity -.what, I dca't
exactly know or remember -—-that was pressing close behind us. We were fleeingy
desperately, panting. looking over our shoulders to see whether ihis terror wis
gaining on us. And I can vividly remember Paul saying, "If we can only get oul
to the Dunes, it'll bs all right." He meant, of course, the famour sand hills
of Indiana, along the shore of the lake. Quite a distance, but in ~ar little
obsession of horror, they symboiized a clean escape into sunlight «ud open
spaces and peace; perhaps, even, tranquility. !

How often recently I have said to myself, Poor old Paul. He newer got out
to the Dunes.

Few of us ever do. '

There is always one more bit of hackwork to be ground out to stive off some
striving, pleading neofan; another long-ago promised article rushed ot to the
fannish press before its subject matter is forgotten; always letters ‘o write
and fanzines to be responded to, bafore we can get to our little mastivpieces
or Big Projects. More ironical still, when we deliberately sit down to tackle
the bigger, better jobs, when we try to write that Big Something that iis been
in the back of our minds for ages, that piece of deathless prose, the wrk of
Significance and Meaning and Lasting Worth, how often it goes dead \n our
hands and turns to mud.

Few people know thatthe fannish version of Zooey, from J.D.Salinger'y
Franny And Zooey, was turned out in 72 hours of straight typing, after wh ch
Peul had to go to work, return and turn out a complete issue of The NeoFar's
Gazette. It was intended as one of his Big Projects; it was one of the few
that was actually completed. Yet when it was published in Don Caldwell's Bcihast
annish, fannish critics, not realizing that hhe name penned to the seript, .¢l-
den Crawfield, was a nom-de-plume referring to the main character in Salinge''s
The Catcher In The Rye, said that it was ‘'almost as good as something Paul
Terrell might write.!

So, you see, the journey-man job we drudge at day by day, and grimly estis-
ate as pot-boiling, turns out to be the Big Thing after all.
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From 1963 to 1972, for nine long
years, his wit stood out for us to see
in The NeoFan's Gazette; bedevilled by
a million interruptions, beclamored by
all the agreeable fannish rattles and
the social leaches who gang around a
man really trying to work, Terrell cre-
ated something utterly entirely his own.
It was as racy of our day as Spacewarp,
Quandry, Psychotic and Cry Of The Nameless
were of theirs. Whenever anything happened
in fandom, I give you mg word, few of us
turned to the rediculous editorials that
blathered through the APA's and other places -
almost universally we said, Let'!'s see what Paul
has to say about £k it. I'm not saying that I always
agreed, then or now, with Paul’s notions; but every so often he
would slash out at some particularly foggy hooey and cut it with a blade that
would divide floating silk. With the magic that seemed like that of Alice going
through the looking glass, he would suddenly make us see the whole furniture of
affairs from the other side.

Regardless of mediocre work done under vressure, Paul Terrell was a deeply
intuitive artist, pasaionately concerned with the ardors and problems of art.
A human being so largely and kindly planned moves in widening circles of irony.
It was tragic to realize that he, who uttered and wrote so many genial praises
of idleness, was actually broken by overwork. He was, if I ever saw one, a vic-
tim of the constantly tightening strain and pressure of the present fannish way
of life; too many fanzines to be filled, and not ehough material to f£i11 them.
There was, in the last few months after his breakdown nothing left of him but a
certain look in the eyes, and it was grim to spesculate how much he realiged of
what had happened. I cannot he}p but think that he had a very special message
to give to younger fans, a message which was implicit in many of his seemingly
Jocular paragraphs. It was this: energy is not endless, better hoard it for your
own work, Be intangible and hard to catch; be secret and proud and lonely and
inwardly uncomfortable. Say yes, don't mean it; pretend to agree; dodge every
kind of highly organigzed organization, evade, elude, recede.Be about your own
affairs, as you would also forbear from others at theirs, and thereby show your
respsct for the holiest thing we as fans know; the creative imagination. I read
him fantastically and entirely wrong, unless I see that cry in many of his
passages.

33

By natural association, I cannot help but think of the letter I received
from him shortly before his breakdown, which as we all know, led to his death,
and I somehow feel that his unusual frankness, though due perhaps to momentary
fatigue or discouragement, may be valuable to someone:

.ol can feel that time is runnig out for me, fannishly; and con-
sidering the quantity of material that I have produced, I should probab-
ly be completely satisfied.

But I'm not.

In my case, it means that half a dozen Big Projects which I have
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had planned for several years, will probably never be published now,
as I still find myself battling to keep up with tne asteadily increas-
ing current of fandom.

I have never told anyone how deep and abiding my' *fannish’ disa
ppointments are. I have had, for some ten or eleven years, the con-
sciousness of rather unusua] writing ‘abilities —I can'say this 10 you
and have no risk of it being misunderstocd as mere egotismo But' alnng
with that has gone the consciousness wf ‘that, except” 1n Brief’ and’ frag—

“mentary things, I have never fmly displayed the ubillties I ha.ve. or ‘
‘developed them.

. ‘There has, of course, always been the hope that® the stuff wi's L';f
comlng through yet. I still have it, mixed with a hell" of a Tot* of hu~
mility ‘But’ you wannot understand, nor won't until youfauddenly etaft
getting The Feeling, the continual gesping’hurry1ng sense that’ they are
not _even started yet, the Big Things. You suddenly réaiize that' you re
going to have to stop or slow-down sometime and it¥s’ awfully depress
ing. As things are, it takes one hell of & 1ot of fightirg and a ‘fot of
kidding along and a gocd deal-of guts to keep steadily in the resolve
to Do Something Yet --and an awful 1ot of determinatién to keep from

slumping” inte” the easy” affirmation-”I've dore something ulready It i$¥

n*t"a tenth of whet I shquld have P
3 92.LlA Nerely to‘pay up“prasent obligations;jfhere are at least 18 months
" ipt despetteland “continied Rackwork: (T fHave a Schedu HntCh ity fb§
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away his few remaining

hours, talked about the i
fandom ‘we had ‘knotm; the "\
fans we'had Teft in' %he s
pastand ‘the fans who ~

would

ture to kake our places.
His hands, grown thin
and ‘pale, in"grotesque
contrast against his

large

down to finger the 300pp multi-
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and®sa we talked

come up in the fu-

body, kept reaching
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Lithed The Best OF Panl Tervell, which he wsz %oo bired to re2G, but which hed
been given vo him just that day as o surprise frow its publisher, sneofen by
the name of Bob Bashlow, "You would thinlk," he sz2id, and these were the last
words he ever spoke to anyone, “You would think, by now, that they would have
sense enough to rezlize that ditto is the only true, fannish way to pub,"

St
rlalyly

.77
-

Of this fan, more than any I have ever knovmn, the long-forgotten vords of
fannish praise apply. They are words thab only the older fans will remember,
but still they are the words that, I cannot help but feel, are most expresgive
of what we ~-old fans down to neo's —-feel about Paul Terrell because of his
contributions to fannish literature.

I change only the name.

Paul Terrell Was A Good Man,

—-xich brown
(with sgpologies to
An Author's Note On Christopher Mcreley)
"Portrait of A Fan!

"Portrait Of A Fen" is a parcdy; unlike some other parodies I have written
in the past, I think it is 2 gocd one. Time, and a strongly adverse reaction
from a significant number of readers Just might change that view(I doubt it tho
it might), but for the moment 111 let it stand., "Portrait..." owes whatever
quality it might have to the work it was teken from, Christopher Morley's intro--
duction to The Besi Of Don Marguis. Although most of "Portrait® is a mere trans-
laticn of Morley's work into fannish terms, there are several large sections
which owe their authorship entirely to me (though I tried to stay in the Morley
style while doing this)-—I must therefore conceed that where the story succeeds,
the praise should be laid et Christopher Morley's door, and where it fails it
should (probably) be laid at mine.

- There are a few points to be made about some of the references uesed in this
story. It was first given fannish translation by me in 1951 or early 1962 -—and
it is printed here, with Just a few minor corrections, as it was written then,
Adhering to the general fannish practice of using a few Real Names in faaanfic-
tion, I may have seenmingly wronged the few I did use --particularly Walter Breen
and Terry Carr. In Walter's case, I had and have no basis in fact for showing
him to act as I had him do in %his story --my.excuse for this is that the story
needed someone to act.as I had him do in this story and at the time I was grot-
ched at Walter for a few statements he had made about Ayn Rand. Considering the
war into which all fandom has been plunged, I thought to remcve Walter’s name
from that position, but then decided to leave it and apoclogize for it in this
appended note. Besides which, now is a beSter time than 1981 or 1962 for such a
thibg to appear —Welter’'s now had some exparience in defending himself in matt-
ers which have no basis in fact.

Terry may be another matter, While I think it's cbvious that the over-all
effect of this story preices Terry —Praise such as TCarr deserves (Terry Carr
For TAFF!).-and even while most of the things I'Ve said about him in parallel
with "paul Terrell" are true (though probably more obscure now than they wsre
vhen the piece was first written), there is one thing trve of Terrell that I'm
not at all sure is true of Terry Carr: I'm speeking specifically cf “a wan,..
overcome by tragedies® etc. I didn't know Terry very well when I wrote "Portrajit®
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and I don't know him much better now. While I supp ose I might be safe in lett- .
ing this slide, by all assuming that we are all ourselves persons of High Tragedy,
I don't really think I should. It's possible that Terry has hidden much from us,
that in actuality he feels himself to be a cross btetween Pagliachi and Richard II,
but I really doubt that. The excuse, once again, must be that the story required
such a thing be said =--for "Paul Terrellfs" story, in parallel to Don Marquis', is
a tragedy.

I wish to express my thanks to Steve Stiles for the true-fine illustrations
for this story, which he drew at my request.

I hope, even after this lengthy, somewhat pretentious, but nonetheless nec-
essary compilation of notes, you found the story enjoyable.

--rich brown, 1964
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SHORT SHOTS BY

MIKE MCINERNEY

WILL NOT- BE "IN
THIS “ 1SSUE

= = —~due to a delay in Mike's mailing of the reviews, it will be impossible to
bring them to you. As I type this, the reviews have not yet arrived, and I wili
be running off the last six pages of Algol within two hours. I can wait no lon-
ger if I plan to bring copies of the magazine to the Phillyconference, which I
do.
Attention fanzine publishers: A copy of your fanzine should be sent to this, the
editorial adress if you want it reviewed. All fanzines reviewed will receive a
copy of the issue in which their review takes place. Approximabe deadline for
all fanzines is the middle to the end of January, 1965.

g

Instead of the fanzine reviews I will give you a short something-or.-other
typed by larry Janifer a few days ago., While not as long as THE WONDER WAR(Pyr- .
amid books, 40¢) it has much the same humor. Read it; and be placated, -AP,
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PRIMER o s

I am sitting in the room of a fan. It is a small, crowded room. (Run,
Spot, run!) There are a great meny magazines around and some fair number of
books. There are two (2) fans in the room. Some of the books are not even
science fiction. There is James Joyce and Eugene O‘Neill and people even more
literary. (See Alice run!) The two fans are mentioning the names of fanzines.
This makes them feel With It. One of the fans buys every issue of a ecience-~
fiction magazine he no longer reads. The other fan served in the U. S. Air
Force. There is only one ashtray in this room but there are two typewriters.
(John and Jane like flowers too.)

Now one of the fans is looking for fanzines. The other fan is reading a
comic book. Both fans turn on lights for me and give me paper to type on. This
is because I am a ppo. A pro is a professional writer. He is some one who has
to write for fanzines or else be voted down at the awards dinner. The awards
dinner takes place once a year, all year long in some places and longer in oth-
ers. It involves not sleeping for many days and counting votes for many days
and drinking very cheap alcoholic confusions and almost meeting many girls. It
is said to be fun.

. Many other things happen to fans. (Jimmy goes to school every day.) They
sometimes read books and magazines, and sometimes they draw pictures or write
words, for which they do not get paid. All the collected words and pictures
are called Fandom. Some of them are called other things.

Fans like other fans. Sometimes fans do not like other fans. This is called
real life.

Now one of the fans is writing a -book review and the other fan is watching
him. ¥Mary likes to eat cake.) Fans live in strange places and like to believe
that they do strange things. Some of them read A. Merritt and Edgar Rice Burr-
oughs but many fans are not strange at all. This is a disappointment to them
but their parents are not disappointed. Many fans have parents. This is be.-
cause for every boy in the world there is a girl and accidents happen. (See
John and Jane turn out the light.) Fans like you if you are surprised by them.
It is hard to be surprised by them after three days.

Fans publish articles like this. It is a good thing there are fans. If
there were no fans many people would not exist at all between the ages of four-
teen and twenty-two.

See Larry Type.
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Len Bailes Dear Cruel, Mean, Andy Porter., who sucked 20¢ out of me
1729 Lansdale Dr. when I should be getting it in trade for Excalibur:

Charlotte, N.C., Number seven is an improvement over the last issue,
28205 Steve Stiles' cartoon summed up the Breen-Donaho mess in

a much terser fashion than rich's article on the facing
page. One picture...
1'm glad you reprinted that old Tarzan story. Here 1'd been thinking that
Tarzan was pretty sercon stuff, but now I' read this. Let's just pick’ a'sentence
at random: '

"Kill the white ape!" screamed Gozan. "He is no ape at all; but a'Geman-
gani with his skin off." :
"K311 Tarzan!" bellowed Gunto. "Kill! Kill! Kill!wn

Are you sure this isn't an elaborate put-on? Honest, it's too good to be
true.
I like McIner<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>