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Thus cameth Coatour ¥ €, Fall 1953, as tho frou death. Published for the isutwsy
Amateur Press Asscciation through the cousbesy o1 Charles Derry, T.E., Service
#anageyr,. Washingbon Office, Ditho Inc. Hditsd by Bob Pavlet, T.E., fran &

strictiy ‘femporary sdiress of 6001 43xd Avemue, Hyattsville, Md. Chick Derzy desires
aredit for much (mosht) of the mererial, enczpy. otc. ' Published for sugtainiue credis.
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Somsplace herein is an article by lecole (viich should have sither an ! or an '
gsomeplace which I'm top lazy to look up). I promised them bvack in aprii or Mey
'52 that it would appear in the next issue of Conay, which I thot wonld be May oz
so of that year. I think 1t will sbill ve of interest to some of you whio wondered
what happened fio the Big 0, and whsther or noit thers was & Cole/Jacobs split
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I have., maturally enough, teen receiving sample copiess of fandom’s publications

cver this latest gquiescent periocd of mime. Today, I received ancthsr one - HA

la Space! - which is the firet non-FAPA-zine that I've sat down and read unince I

left San Franciscoe. (If this be egoboo, make the most of it). I was surprised,

to put it mildly, to see who are BNF®s in this larnd of dors. Quite evidently, I

am no fan. Hven the FAPA waiting list pressats the nemss of strangers. Unfortunately
I reccgrize thet my name, and this magagine, is a stranger to many of the members

now in FAPL. Maybe when a fan dies hs should stay dead, but that is asking a little
too much when he still enjoys an occasional fanzine.
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This issue of Conny has no wmailing reviews, so a couple of thots might Ve put down
on this page. °° When Gam Tounes first appeared in FAPA I used to put it aside az
one of the last fanzines to be read, postponing the worst £ill the last. Eveniually,
I would ge% eround to rasading GeM. shrug my shonlders, ard go on Lo whatoever slas
wae left in the, shall we say. crud pile. Todsy, her Irothiness, her cuttities,
and her husband's tsrss comments lesve me as cold as ever. However, GeM has

moved up to the first-to-be-resd pile, along with Horigzons, SkiHk, 3tef & its
companionate Lark, and most of the productiovns of most of the insurgenta. AL least
the woman has strong ideas. The womda has ne ideas that I sgzee with, but evaen tho
my reaction is violently in the opposite direction to hers, at least thers is a
reaction. Much batter than the vapidity so often concealed behrind the literacy
facade. I wish thet I was conacious, politically speaking. I'd really like to

at tempt to present to her why I intensely dislike her teloved Senator fxram
Wisconsin, by my memory dves not retain the necessary rames and facts, except in
outline form.

1111, SUREL YBRPREPAREDT ] LI SUNELY BEPREPARKDIWI (1, SU REL Y UaP RS ARE DT W 1LY, SUZELYRRD [ERA A

Lpnother item of interest to GeM is also cf more than passing interest 10 me; as
those of you who have ircubled to reed the interlineations above kmow auly too
demn well. There's no need %o ramble on for a four pags discertation pressepting
point by point my dijference of upinion with Mrs. Carx on the subject of nexp
whather the suoject be discuseed under that good old. thrss letter title. under
guise of a discussica or companionate marriage, or, shail we say, of an involved
discuasion on ths fine imposed om Philippe de lu Moye, vho was Yinmed Dy the
Massachusette Bay Coleny for *formicating with a wenck in ye bushes.' & fimo ic
a fine, a wench is a wench, end sex is-seX. To me, it seams that GNC' s conyormal
notions on the subjecht are merely an eluvorate superssructure supsvimposed over
nexr basic thots. Somewhat surprising. io vise Of her usual forthrightness. but

what elst should e expscted from the gavdy femininity of Cem Tones? e
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an official report by
Les and Es Cole

veceived eaxly in 1952

Not that we want you to comsider ths Big O defuncht and deceassd, just sort of
dormant with the possibilisy of awaltering st some future time. Ye have had a
lot of fun in FARA and SAPS and didn?’t much like the idea of just dropping out
without some word of explanstion. Leec Jucobs goti us so hopped up on this fan
staff way back lasih year ((51)) thai we immediately began working off the sxcess
anergy which developed by putting out & fangine. We still had en abumdance of
vitality., so we saved our money, 2ad last September atternded the Sth Workd Sciance
Fiction Conventior a% MNew Orleans. This proved no mean feat., Our journey t0ok
us over 6000 miles and throvgh 13 states. It also teak us through the soutnland
in what is probably the worst time of the year. (And it took us for just abeub
overything we owned.) Not uniil we reached Colorado on cux return home was the
weather anything but depressive and almost unbearadble.

But we saw rezl live fen in their natural statel

£180, the junior author was prefnant throughout the entire trip, bui was noh af
the time aware of this singular achievement.

¥e attended the convention. This was a completely new sxperisncs for us. We met
fen, avthors, publishers. curiosity seekers who kept coming arcupd to inspect the
double-hesded attractions, arxd fellow publishers of fan mags. Ve were even cye-
witnesses to the goings on in room 770 end in other rooms less widsly publicized.
Ye were winsd and dined and movied apmd huckstered. We did everylning but discuss
science fiction. And we kmocked curselves out campaigning for the next convention
to be held on the West Coast. (This will be achieved next yearl) ({Sorry it
wasn't, but I hear tell it will be theve in S4.))

Then we came homé. We were tired., We were tired of fans and of fanning and we
wvera disgvusted with ths proviniial eastern fan who 8tiil thinke of the west as a
complete wilderness and that San Francisco can bs reached only by packing ia om
mule back from Hansas City plus attempting s hazardsess crossing of the bay on a
primatively comstructed rvaft, ALl the adrsnslin which hed bsen fostersd by Lee
vas slowly ebbing away, and remeining vestige was insiduonsly beirg drewn towards
lceal fan activity. We needed people who could wnderstand and visuslize a
tremendous convention held in the city by the Golden Gate. We joined the Elvwes?,
Cnomee’, and Little Men'’s Science-Fiction. Chowder and Marching Society. We looked
a2t these peopls and they understocd. Thsy also elected Les chairman. They alsc
insisted Li#2 and Es do somd work on the Haocdemagnetic Digest. HMeanwnile, Lee
severed the remnsab of an umbilical cord with the Big .

The Big O is no mo',
We shed a tear.
We hope you will read the Hhodomagnetic Digesi.

This i8 e plug.

({1 hopa you will tura to the next page.))



This is practically the and, but not quite. We are beginmning a new train of
thought, so brace yourselves and bear with us a while longer. We wigh to talk

some more aboui pepls and stuff. We want to repsat how much fusn we had in ajay:
how we enjoyed our feud with G. M. Carr, with whom weo expect to feud inm persoa

in '53 when the convention comes to San Francisce; how we enjoyed reading the
workes of R. Drummond, ¥. T. Lsney, C. Burbee, W. Danner, R. Boggs, L. HofS{man,
(naturaily Bob Pavlat) and others we cen't think of off hand; how we were delighted
with the comtroversy of the Big C--pscple seemed sither tc like it immensely or

to rebsl against it-—-no cne ever seemed indifferent to the meg; how we were going
to tear Mo Z. Byadley limb from limb in a future issue; and how we were thinking of
changing our policy to include mailing reviews of a sort.

We even went so far, on ocur return home, as to put out a rather um—conventionsl
type of onse-shot. Un-conventional in that all the material was not written at

one sitting, nor polished off into a completed magazine. The affair amounted
almost t0 a party with both typewriters working ah dozen other people wandering
about , many not even driuking beeri and having = hate session about the prud-
dishness of the Tahoks b&vs, and the spitefulness of E. E. Evans for not having
supported San Francisce for 52. We did get the rough work completed. We have

a8 magazine needing stenciling and mimeographing which we gladflly offer to anyons
with the courage, fortitude, time, and effort required for its publication., You
may delete any part of the one-shot you desira. Our one request is that nc material
be edited so the origimsl meaning is destroyed--better to destroy the entire article.
Anyone gamel

This i# almost the snd.

Sometime this spring, we will no longer be 15 year old twin brothers. We will be
15 year old triplets. ((And so it came to pass.))

This is the end.

This is Pavlat speaking.

So far as I know, the offer made in the third paragraph from the erd above still
stands, However, the covser which had been preparsd for the one-shot has since
been reprinted on one of Dammer’s two publications--it was the Easter Island
monolith with the harlequin gla sses-~and let me assure you now that the artish
had never seen nor heard of 4sj prior to drawing the cover.

The Coles and I have been ocut of touch for over a year now. I will send them 2
copy of this fanzine. Maybe we will get back in touch. Maybe they will become
FAPA's OB 15 year old triplets im 1954, or maybe they will be quadruplets by then.

Be that as it may, Alice told me that the '54 convention was going to be in San
Francisco. I remember that when I went out them in '51, I called someone vho had
subscribed to Conny. Maybe it was Terry Carr. Anyhow, I called him; and %old him
that Comny wouldn't be appearing for a wnile. After a while, our friend realized
that this was Bob Pavlat of Hyatteville, Maryland, calling him. He in{ormed me
that I didn?t have to call him 211 that distance Jjust to teil him about Sonby.

Dear old Frisco, its a wonderful town. 1°m looking forward to attending the next
convention. There are no blue laws in Frisco, but I once paid $1.35 for & cup

of water ip an after=hours joint (The House of Blue Lights). Itk a wonderful town.
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Know Ferdom for whet it isg a swamp of fake fans, a jungls
of cold bloocnad book salesman, an arid desert of sexless fanzines.
Look, and loock desply into %the wsll, before you devorce 2ll reason
end plunge dewnward to a fate that shames dsath. Remember also that
what you see as your reward for falthful fannish service 1s not all
the horror yopr will know. - The mind shattering, reeson blasting,
soul btearing, dandruff removing, agony is held in store for you,
till efter your labors in the vinyard of SF are over, For then, oh
then your fate will bs the terrible trueism

OLD T[AN3 NEVER DIER THEY JUST WRITE SMUTTY EXPOSE*®S

From my standpoint here a% the big end of the telescope let
me drop a few kernels of wigdom) hard come by Iin this dog sat fan
world,

Pandom rever passzes a fen by. A fan never drops by the way-
gide. A fan is never exiled (except RAP and Degler). No, a fan
always drops Fandom., He puts aslde the mlerosm and thus comdems
it to dis.

A fan is not a typs of human, and Fandom is not a social
menifestation. Rather, humans are a sub-type of Fan, and IMandom
is the culture and soclety a lunic fringe-

Already I can sse disbelief on the faces of my eager audience.

PROOF THEN

This is the way théngs REALLY are.

The MNew York Times, Saturday Evening Post, Random louse, and
Ledia Pinkhaws are all duumy corporations operated to evade incomss
tax. The parent Company? Dianetics Inec., owned, operated, and
millted Richard Eneys

You laugh? I 1lie? You doubt? I sigh?

MORE PROOF

The Statler Hotels, The Empire State Building, The Queen Mary,
and Meldenform are fronts. One man zand one alone dirscts these
shadowy, frail edifices for the sols purpose of lending bulk and
uplift to his vreal entmrprise ;3 the writing, publishing, and dis~
tribution of The Immortal Storm. Aad who 1s that man? None
other than Wilson Tuckers,

You tremble? I declare? You plead? I denounce?

86 PROOF

Brinks Inc., Wall Street, The Federal Rsserve, and Lysol are
just paper empires., They exist st a whim. They can go with a
wham. They &re nothing. They are not real. They are pawns, tools,
figureheads, nothings. In an idle hour a fan, bored wlth his lot,
concicved them, What hides behind thom? What lurks in the darke
ness of REALITY? A nighty fen publication known only to the iniate,
as Wild Hair. The life work of, you will know him at once,
Forrest J. Ackerman.

MOONSHINE

I am endangering all our lives by revesling to you this TRUTH
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1f Mister Pavlat werenti such a good friend of mine I would
never do what I am now abouit to attemptes It is only that he cauwe
to me, sniveling and groveling, pleading for hils very existancse in
PAPA, Ehat I leaped at the chance o

TELL ALL

Prom the prespective of several years of intrenched readerdomn,
I can look back to the frantic years of -giddy, gay, groggy fannilsh
endeavor. I find that after a thorough searching of my soul (?}, I
am Torced to

HREVEAL ALL

I had many trusting frliends, loyal comrades, staliwart crusaders;
men and women who valusd my advice, trusted my wlisdom, bslieved Iin
my integrity. They must be sacrificed. HWothing must be sacred, no
wet rack must be left unturned. The time has cone at last far the
fan of todey to

KNOW ALL

I shudder when I think of the fresh facsd, true blus, rock
ribbed, iron clad, red blooded young fan coming, &s he does, alone,
and unarmed into the irorass that is fandowm today. le must bs fore-
warned and thus be forearmed against the loathsome dangers that
are at every turning to irip him up, drag him down, ensneire, en-
glave, devoure hig. Above all the young fan of today must follow
the first law of fennish surrival

PHINK NOTHING

T~



by Paviat(;gag)

suould you go?" he asked me. !Would you go? Would you ianvestigate the
Horgse's Head dark nebula in Oriont 13ift the clsvded view that cbscures the
Venustar leanfScape? Would you see if the asteroid belt between Mars and Jupiter
has glazed sand and rocke--fusion sigans of an atonic blow-up? Would you wander
down the canals of Mars, and see if they really are canals? Would you investi-
gate the rays of Tycho and the red spoi of Jupiter? Would you watch the Earth
from the Moon while it was eclipsing the Sun, and tuke measure of the halo of
atmosphere surrcunding your navive plare!? Would you chances the dangers of fiying
through the Pleiadss; of coemic weys and the wrath of Blder Godstt

HHe it apid I.

"¥ould you chance approaching the sur as closs as Mercury at psrihelion, or
leaving the sun as far behind s Pluto at aphelion? Vould you sail ever furthsr
from the sun--so far that it could only be identified az a star in an 2rm neay
the outer reaches of the Milk; Wey—-so that it was lost from sight in the glorias
of the nebula—-.so far that even the Milky Way shown no brighter than & twelth
magnitude sunfH

Hal Would I cculd!

fhere are born the men that will fizst treverse thet danger trail? Vho ars
the lucky, wawilling men thay will ses Halley'’s Comet five years ahzad of scheduloes.
when both they and the comet are returring from a rancegvous near the ouier reaches
of the Solar System? Will they be like those men wno now dresm aind have avsr
drempt cf far awey places? Ur are they the cosmopolitan hicks that saw all they
desired of the moon when they looked a tew-ceni-a-lcolk telascope and were told that
the Mare Terenitatis was parlicularly striking when the moon was in that particular
phase? Will they be prepared %o meke first contaci? Or would tuey sconer bolster
their own faltering egos by saying MOnly the Eairta has life--Ilve Lsean 240,000
miles straight vp. and I ENGF!Y themselves knowing svoerytning eoxcept how very
little thsy Imow?

Thore 2re some men to whom only spece has meaning., Men to whom the scorchiag
mesal on one side and the shrieking cold of steel on the other spellis onl the 1ifa
and deeth of the universe. Men who will give their space ships life, and who will
reap bten-fold retuyns of 1life by doing so.

Out of the valley shall ride the six hundred-wand I can do rothing but wateh them.

— s
rrat,

New afdress of the editor is &pt 6, 6814 Red Top Roed. Tokoma Park, Mesryland. Covexr
of this issus by Bob Briggs, originally drawn about 1946 for Shapgri LiAffaires.

All titles end copy-work, including the covsr, by Derry, who states that he hetes
copy~-work and lettering--which, no doubi, explairs the prepondemance of such
material by him in this isazue?

This page replaces a drawing originally scheduled (and dittoed) for this spscae.
Or, as Xerkhof and Derry so correctly said, once I sobered up, I chickened oui.
Said drawing is aveilables oa requesi. .
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Tne required eight pages are now cempleted. Glad 1711 te arcand Pox anobhsr yesr.
Hopo to do comewhal Letter op cotivisy in 1984, Quito o few things have been
wiighing on my mind raceatly, and I haven't bsen able to 4o much of anything--
rach less famming. However, ins mere fact of novw having a wonderiul apartment

of my own is no little boost to my merale. Vhile the place isn't oub-ci~this-
world, it's gquite an improvemeat over fommsr places I've lived. New furniture--
armless chiairs, triple drassers, bisck-~iroa-and-glass ond and coffes tables,

etc. Drop arcund, there's always o bottle of hootch in the kitchen, and Merie
tolerates my fan friends. Open house New Year's Eve. Hope to hawve such people
88 Kerkhof, Briggs, Derry, Bill Evans, and such like old-timers &round.

f TP

I heve noticed a tendency in a coople of recent wailings to copy the formabt uscd
by Widnsr in YHOS. fThe primary example is CHAPTER-PLAY, tho the editorial

columns of SKYHOOK and DREAM QUEST (MWiwippledop' and "The Ges Jei") are straight
out cof the Widner bhook, as was my SAPS-pudlished AONIA. I could be mistaken hore,
but I belisve that one or twe igsues of Swisher's & did the same thing. It's
the easiest styde that I kunow of, and hopa that a couple more of you use ii.

FEPPP

I never reelized how few of you have mel other FAPAns face to facs. Tucker and
Hoffman could naturally cite quite long lists. I’ve met current menbars Redd
Beggs, Walter Coslet, Richawrd Eney, Dill Jvans, Deve Hammond, Lee Hofimen, San
Yoskowitz, Art Rapp, Bob Tucker, and waiting-lister Les Jucobs. In addition, I
saw Juffus at the 1947 Philcon, but didn't talk to the man, and have seen Xen
Begle numeronsa times without his knowing whe I was. 4s mentioned elsewhorse, I
belisve that I once talked wo Teixy Carr over the phona.

rstra

Would one of you 7th Fandom pscple {Brouwmg) mind givizg me an up-~to-date briefing
on y.ur interpretation of the chronology of fandoms. I assume that Hoffwoman and
WAW areo from 6th Fandom, and Fapp the major apostle of 5th Fandem, but, if so,
who is 7th Fandom? Sackett et ce? For your infommation, I was a transitory fan
from early %46 through 19560 or 51, and enuck into FAPA with the 50tk mailing.

A ARAD

Pardcn my raturning to the McCarthy fracas a&f this point, but a recent re-reading
of UQ forces me to agk GMC & couple of gquesticas. Pray. Mrs. Cary, whabt are some
of the Yacts and wubSterances! which show Mrs. Meyer {aot Mysrs) to be guilty of
Yoro-Communist leanings#? You ars absoluiely ceorrect in your statement ithat
,..the whole fight is not a legal fight ot 21l ~— it is a battle for posscesion
of public opinion." REqually tiue, McCarthy has won the batile. However, can't
you recognize that whether or rnot the people he was investigating were comminitis
had extremely little bearing oz his winning the fight. He had to find only ous
or two true commnists, and therezfier peint his finger and shout "wolf, wolft
and people, convinced thet McCavthy's eyesight was beotter than theirs, happily
chased the querry? Don't you racognisze that McCarthy's methodsyzhtipathetic to
such American notions &s prasurwsd innocence, rvight to a fair trial, freedom from
slander wishout recourss to the couris? I caumagt prosume, as you so willingly do.
that something that lcoks like a ekunls, actse like a skunk, aund smells like a
skunk, necessarily jis o skurk. My ideas, aud those of apy relatively libsral
smerican; have at times coincided with ths comwunist line. This fact hes not for
2 moment made ms think thet the comrmmisis were right, nor has it mode me a
copmnist. ¥Yst how many coammunists ¢ry to point oubt your areas of sgrecment as
scores for their sids -~ and heow mary mccarthys try equally razrd §0 prove that
suck thinking is morally weakening, and highly indicative of ccmmunist preclivitices.
Yuts.
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"I'm gonna do my stufi for FAPA, and 3ince you're an old time fan,

I know you would love toc do something for me. OF course you haven’t
been in Fandomw Tor 2 long time, and maybe you dont't feel up to
writing a little.c..”

The above quote should be justification for homlcide, but =sadly so,
it isn't. More happy friendships, boon companiocnships, Just plain
buddys have come to rifff because of that simple 1littlse quote.

Let me explain,

Active fan comes calling on old inactlve, Ho had hls arms laden
with the good things of life. The old life thgt 1s, DBeer, fanzines,
baeI’D Gtc-:.

He sits himself down and slyly begins far efield. Heo regalea you
with tales of loose women and red wine. He discusses everything
unders the sun; except fandom., He knows that you have bsen long
in the boondocks and that your mental tongue hangith out. FFinally
the thread will stend the straln no longer.

"Tell me, please tell me. Lot me hear what I want to hear. Give to
me the scoop! Oh, please, oh, please what of FSJ and is Laney still
mad at Tandom., Does Space VWarp still warp? Does BEM still stand
for Beer lUnterprise and Moskownitz? I die for a word of the old
lifers I thirst for & drop from the fountain of true fandom. Give."

Actlive fan sinks into his seat and leers. From a tattered tattersal
he drags forth a pulpy wad of crud, Your eyes bulge, your breath
comes short, you hands shake, You swoon,

It*s all there. The narcotic of narvina, You sprain his wrlst as
you seize upon the foul, magot infested shests. The lurid pies,
the purple phrases, the misspelled words, The suggested meanings,
the high flown verbage, it is all a sot to your arid soul.

You are HOOKED

For what seems eenturies, you drink his beer, you read his fanzines,
Then slowly through the pink haze a voice begins to touch you sar,



The filrst guoted phrase begins te make 1t's gelf heard,

Whetsays mean maybe I don'it fesl up to writing something. Hell,

I got a million thiygs. After roading this stuff I ¢can see thatl
Fandom 2in't what 1% ussd to be. +hat these guys are all sissy’s.
Them dames sound iike Dikes., Thurs sin't no sex in SF anymore.
Where's the guts, What’s happenaed to the (ld Masters? I guess I'l1l
have tg do scmething for you, if this is what fenzines are 1like
tad&yo

You go on and on and on. Than siowly you realize thst Active Fan
isn?t saying anythiag. He merely sits and smiles. He smilss and
smiles and smiles.

Then you knov: youfre HOOKED,

Lctive Pan leaves you then, and the horrible truth comes and sits
on the arm of youwr cnalr and it leers snd leers and lsers. It
whnlspers to you that you haven't a demn idea in the world. You
haven's gotten franticly fannlsh ln years, you are in a word &
jark. You have commitited yourselfl to a fan. A fan is a thing
thet never forgets., A fen is a sub specles of the human race that
never lets a promice (resl or fancied) go unaccounted for. You
must produce or all FPandom will know of you perfidity.

It's easy. You got & millicn of em. You tell yourself, and the
heririble truth fadesa, laughing.

Lst?a ses, I'1l do & satire on rrozines after the menner of Chaz
Burbee, I'1ll write an article on fanzlnes called "Through Darkest
Drivel, with gun and beor can", I'i1l write a witty story about a

fan who dies and has millionse hidden in the pages of old zines.

I'11 write a nasty nice history of the local fan elub, I711 write

g double meanling poem about the sex habits of fans. I'11, I%1l, I'1l

You are stumped,

You tear off to your tripewriter end you reel in a firesh shket of
paper, You beglin with awild, loose, digjointed ramble into the
personal habits of all thes o©ld fans ycu used tc hete. You tear

it up. You start again. Yca %ear It up. You start again, Youc..
but why go on?

So what? You’ll do a picture story, after the manner of Brlggs®
BEAP. You get out paper and vencil, For a long time all is qulet,
on the geratching of you feverish penecil cen be heard. Your pencil
and a small, hauniing laughtar, The laughter of the Horribe truthl

The days draw on, and the nights grow cold end publication day is
nie., What to do? What to do? Simple, at last ths perfect solution.
You go to Active Fan's home. You draw him aside, you whisper in hils
sar, you clibtch him fondly, you embrace in goodfsllowship, and then
you s8lip the knife in,

Thrice blessed is he who dispetehith a fan
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