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] Cleebcon Report :

] " & catersct of 11es, a tisme of untruth

We =earched the faoes in ﬁze Tm-onto bus 4taticm, despcrately‘ lookirg for Boyd,
"Tra facu3 wors packsd in nosa’ t0.mose Tsceuse there was a ‘rail ‘strike ¢, When
Boyd“ dia epyaer, his Teoce wes & Dew ome- - shorter thean we. remsrbered, liell, no

one.. .ehould go toa comenbiom Wiﬁi ‘a lolg face.. '

" We srot into Soyd's 1952 Caddy (with the raccoon ta:ll on: the ar".el end the jiant
"dicd in e front window)-end zoamed’ th-ough stearny ‘Porato and down thrsugh the
fouit halt of Optario, Ne, I mean they grew grapss and stuff, We datoured by

Ningara Falls, . T4 wes cur enniversary, morm cr less, . Boyd took & pictwrs of us

’ ng'inst a baa)rgrouni cf Iceming detergant suus f

Then wé went to 8 restenramt where Boyvt demnstrated ) :t‘ew basics or mataurant
lifemanship ~ usirg a casiisr a8 his fBhjact since thore wers no wine stewnxrds,
Norm hsd en iced joz, 80 hp conld be iced—tea-brothers with John Konizg as well

© o8 beer—brotlnrs with lee - 'a"lObBo ’

We -were weloomed to. me q1::31:@5 by a cloudburst. Boyd pulled the car to the side

" of tha road cle iming that the sky had darkensd so much and - the rein was so hesavy
th:t h> could rnot lomger drive, I thought that was kind of funny becsuse every-
body else was e D aging, including sama .fool in & n'opon car,  Nom. o us, including
Boyd, noticed until mich leter that ther traible was he was still wearing his sun-
glasses. (He wented to be she des-brothez:s with Barlan F1lison, )

Houra later we stopped et & Howard -Tohnsogs. Nomn 'and I, &miat stay-at-homes
%hat we ‘are, had never seen e resl @nuine Howard J‘o.hnsom ‘before, - Boyd warmed
us et $hey blend everything up by some mysterious process, Forheps they hve a
‘Luge synthetic food mechine in the kitclen - I picture sombthing like e sof% ise
eream m chime - end whenever the waitress sdys;' "Om- french-fried shrimp, e
scallops,"f tho chef preeses a button, and 2 dollop of guck cams ofit of the :
mochins, end he pressos the guck into shrimp md scallop molds, .sprinkles it

with corn.meel end glves it e Qick dip in the hot fat, Good though.

Then there wes our dramatic entry into Clevelend. - Way on the. outskirts of tavn
Norm end ‘I, scting es mavigetars, decided thet Boyd should gat anto this Fuel:’d
Avenue whirh went diroctly. from the eastorn edge of ton to the docrshap of the
corvontion hotel, Howaver our map only showed Buclid Avome 88 far es Slst Cireet
or so, Uhcre we turned onto the svenus , it wes 196tH Strest, ‘As we putted alcmg
fron stoplight to stoplight for the noxt two hours, Boyd seid fr.lghtmlJy mde
thiags to us. end tore at his already alarmingly shm'n locks. ‘ v

Fow when wo first talled sbout going to the oorf’ &om htd: said aanethins t.bou"
Nagro riots, Saure, I said, in pleces like New York end Chicego end Omsha (Omxha?) and
like that, But whoover heard: of ra¢e riots in Clevélmd? So the noxt Gcy there

it was all over tke fromt page - rece riots in Cleveland. All right, I o011 Nerm,
but ever if thsre Wera . riots, wa'd be sefo in'the hotdl, Whet does it me ttar?

So we ware only slightly worried to hecr on the car redio sbout riots thet very -

nig % in Dayton, not fsr awey
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So thbre we were, inching elormg Euclid Avenue, An Avenue, which despite its nom
disproves one theovem ¢t gecrmtry -~ a 8treight lime is not necesserily the shortest
dilstence between two poiunts, 11=,1t, Boyd? We should heve teken the grest polar

-;:route  elong t ha leko, “Anywhy, wo wore chugging slcng when Nomm seid , whe t was tho
peme of thet district in Clevelend where they had the riots? Hough, I said, All
tro Negroes are im & Housh...Get it?..Ahaha...l%y? Bocause I j..n,v sew & store
_mm»ad Hough Bakery. 0 'y AR : o

. . "{f;

“Leter wo found 2 Hough Bakery right ecrces the hotel £nd prcbably they ro 211 over
Clivelend, Novertholess thet one.on Buclil elormed w. I5x fa barbecue plsces,
sormoro cried, There's ame; sameond else cried, And thore were oll thise stares,

.padlocked far the .nigkt bohind jient metal extendable geius, 48 if to protosct
“them £7om riosing end lootirg and-things like thst, - And unlike the Iibexal

" Bloedinghesrts Norm and I usually sre (Boyd of course ‘is a Hard-hoarted conserve-

. tive end keps. shouting Know Your Pluce ocut thé winddw) we kept nudgirg each other
‘#nd saying, Look, there's enoth.ar threo dozen of' them.

It's all right, Nom, I sadd. You -can aJ.Ways Wa‘ha yoar sex at them anﬂ clzim to
be a soul brother, Zged no, he. saidj:tr;somathing like tketi They'd feer mo
apzrt for Stealing Their Music, : ‘Wilte Powr , yelled Boyd at a group of large
scoxly N*grces wa.;tins .;cr the li@t. :

I suddenly reslized :the interiar dar l:lghl: was. on, left over from vhen We wore
studying tks mpa, &nd 1t was refleoting brilliantly off our more-then-usually-
‘white complexions, .'ihm it off, Beyd, I beggod,- Sure, he said, I'll turn them
~ off,,,Two, Four, Six, Elgat he ,shouted hoﬁking his horn at a carload ® 200-1b,
Negro stevedores ahead of us.' _ o

By waey of anti-climax, wé reached ‘lho convention. Ard in due ¢ ourse We. ‘mede bur
wey downsteirs to Ths Bunch of Grtpes, where we found & tunch of nutsi..d and
Alva Rogerd, Carol snd ‘Terty Osrr, Jim Osughrer snd Chuck Hensen, Shortly efter=-
weards I stomped out in & hiff, ceums ing all‘dorts of mntel hotes to be mentally
noted for don’ reporta, but I. mturmd shou-tly. I was discovering my touristy bit
of cexrying travéllers che(mes Wasn't 80 hahdy. : ]

'Ibrry is Vexy distiu@lished looking. He lboks less ke ‘a fan ‘then 1like a 1ordly
editar with the ;power Qf rejection or adeeptente, I think he should start celling
himself Torrence Carr, - Cerol is as strikingly prétty e8 I had rememboered, with
the marvellous hair thet drove LeeJ end Leatirie med t the .Tiant Queebecorn, Caml
snd Terry presented us with nametags fo“r “our lcids, so we’ donld tell tham epart, -

Sid _Rogers’ is a magniricent hunlc of waman, attired in outfits thet only a MH of W
¢ould cerry off, - I' wad impresseds ## I have a silly idee I read in a recent .
Hsnsen fanzins thet he'd reached-the age of 50, If Chuck did ssy that, then

'ha can't ocount, Maybe h's doing a weird Varlation 02 the Jack Bemny bit - he
stays 39 farever but eounts his bir r,ndays anyway. . . .

Boyd got meny encouraging complimants on his new hair style. Liké, "Whr."’cever’
ned to your forelmsd?" and "Don't tell m you go into the office of ths
Z_Q\TSOR@ company lJ.k:a that?"' , . :

Then som ons said thers was a party upstairs. "Oh goody," we cried 1magining
ourse lves snug and smg in one of those exclusive room" ‘parties we'd heard about
hobnobbing with other BENFs, vhile Boyd guarded the door shouting "Go A-Way®

the undeserving who slavered in the hall, " But the party turned out to be an
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- intimate gathering of. 500 ‘people, sponeored by the Syracduse-Boston sxis, who were
sewing drinks like ftacy horvd to knep S'VOI'JOI!B drunik until the voting on Monday,

_ We met the Lupof’s. ‘Pat. is pou5+e and very pretty,‘ Dick has a J,om face wi A
sad brown eyes - a fuce that “/as msant t0 be mournful but which perversely locks
chaarful, And we mt Ed Mpskys, Andy and Barbare Mein, ‘Alen Show end Ayzia Kabz,

Th:»n Norm and Steve Stiles spotted each other. ~ Norm inmsdi.ately:‘did abaxt four
hticks. (a8 his people - musicims - celi}. them) in order %o improas Steve,

l\ext day neither Stews nor Norm could recell the ir encou;iter very claerly aud were

Wonlerino desperately what kind of imprsssion ‘they'd made on each other, But

. they got together and’ essured eech other. that -they hed been perfectly fime, -

‘ Next morning w had breekfast at the Minute Chaf, where Boyd damomtrated soms
more restaurentmanship, #First,” he s.ia, ",ou ssk in.a Quist, pimed way for
s knife, Then with a frown you request a foxk, Then you pound your fist ard’
-demend a serviette,. Then you screem snd clutch your stomach smd thresten %o
die on the spot of stervetion- -1f you don‘t get your food, Then you grcvel and
wialmper and beg until they serve you your drink.” , : . :

The men beside me with the Frodo button turmd oit to he Benks Mebane., He told
s the Minuts Chef advertises "24-hour sdrvice” beceuss you're supposed to p.La
your crder end then cell hack far 1t 24 hours. leter, o

Here we net the Pavlats, all three of them, end Iynn Hj,d:mam

Then Boyd did what any w:lse, exper.lencsd con-goer muld do -~ he went shOpnjng.
' Nomn, eeger to leern tle confen weys, tegged slong with him, I stayed to register
and .then, with som tropidation,-put on 2y nems-tag. I had thought of wesring
my Blmira . f%yer") Schultz nemeteg, Boyd was going to be. Rock Respberry, Nomm
was going to be Regie. dss Alcools,  But we all chickeded cut, And furtis Tmore

I chick.ened out on weering a big FRODO IS A P4G button, There were too many

. believers Qrcund, .

Then I went to a panel on How Not To Write Science l‘tie'ticm thoﬁgz i"vwaSn't ™ally

... 8ure I nseded .such sdvice, - I've gt along nicely all these years not writing

science fietion, and,you knov how it is with something you've picked up or ycur
ova and then you get sare formel instruction in it from an expert amd it ruims
your techniie,.,, (Notice how I cleverly mangled my wording to meke it read ‘hat

‘tke panel membexs were experts in not writimg science fictlon..)

The mosi interestirg disassion wes between Zelezny end Spinoff (or whatever),
Zel azny said he . pictured the sction of his books as 1f they were movies or plays
end thern wrote down what. hs saw, Spinoff sald he was interested in what ths,
.characters wara. thinking. I vote .for thke Spinoff position, I cen see and listem
- to paople any. 6ld-day - . it's vhat goes on imside their headbones that's nwstemous,
. besides vhich tle voyeur technique can get to be an awful drag .Not loxg ago I
“rsdad Back of Town by Meritta Wollff, which divulged not one teenyweeny thought of
the cheractere...directly. Iy ammﬁ:zd ~ome thing like this: 8She sat, bead in
hand, as if in deep thought, " Suduer?y 3:9 gotup as if sle had come to s ane kind
of docisioms snd stwde purposely to the rhone. Tlere she hesitated, frowning,
receiver in hand,. Then, slowly, seemingly umvillingly, she slowly dislled,..2

- It Arove _me,batt‘.V. As Spinoff said, if you want to see a movis, go to a movis,

Anyn.ay, who's Zelazny to defend the voyeur techniqie? The onlybook I've read by
bim was about tl:a nut—doctor & ‘the. mtur,'e and half the. bock tekes plece 1ns1de
somsbody 's skull - so far inside that I didn't know whst wae happenirg,
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But enoue,h of that the impartant thing 13 thet whils waitirg for that pansl I
mt Iee. Hoffmen’;” Tod White:. tnd Jagk Csvghn,  Ted looks elmost .as dignified ea’
Terry Carr, Must be sornabhi_,g about being .in the publishing end of things. Lee
i3 2 wery warm, friendly, g)od-—lookiig woman. It's hard to believe she was ever
‘ ls-year~old twin boys. ' . A .

R | want to th.e art- shav to entar sburf by my kids end the Morse kid.s. Bjo gmmblsd
8t rg goodnatumdly ‘for: not having entered the’ pistures. shesd- of - tims, Brice
Pelz who.was nannizg the dask looked right past my bt sar and told Bjo he
thoug;ht they should put 8 time=limit on*éntries mxt yeer amd .if somebedy came |
and: tried t 0 enter a picture Is'te they wyuld be ropad o the neercst pillar and
turmd over to ths bttentions of someome called, I-beliave), ®Sadista®, I slark
away to my yoom % meke out ths forms and get the pictures. When I’ cmpt back’
downstairs and- poered around the corner, -Bruce-was gome“and ‘ROn Ellik was in his
plece. Hs greeted s with 2 propar shoar ofenthusiasm. AR )

I taped up the kids' 'oictuzes and 1ooked oven the adult entries. I lik‘e‘d Bjo s
- orchid-uymphs and changelings end‘was fantisted by’ Geerge Bare's. ballpoint pen

. warke Abd I'liked the Mjchselangelo-like Storm-God oi“whetever,. I thought
Shantaralle Peng 3 Time Capsule. was clever. '

While I‘wes prowling éround - the’ ar{'« room I’ &potted a neme -badge with 'bttawa “on
it, I looksd further up =~ .it wes not sttached to my husbend.or to Paul Feng,
Apother Ottawa fan? At the same molient he s potted my badge and we galloped at
-. sach. oth.m,', ‘gurgling. and shekirg-henda =nd “ssying goshwowi ‘Then ve. exchengad -
vcredentials. T'm a raan." *0h, ' I'm a2 Burrdugis Bibliophile,® "Oh,” We both
..back ofr a few paces, “then suadenly ‘!urnéd tail and fled ‘in opposite directiom.

I ran inbo Les Niranberg a hai'd em 30 overloclm By’ was prowl irg the place

g iookirg for ‘orgies ‘to ﬁlm. "HY d:u).r"L-‘ 1nd 87y so he' imed up must of his film
on thet " mte little android ‘at the res:lstratim ‘desk and the rest of it on the

. fashion show, Or a counls of hghlights thereof, naimely Robin White, It was

- subsequently shown coast-tocoast on Cenadien television aml there were tIuest ions
in Parlianent the next: &ay. S

ro Anyway, I told Les I'd just ridden down in em elevator with Isaac 481mov, ‘goshwow,
Hmpfh, said ‘Les, Ho'a asked: Asimov to take" ‘part in & disaussion before his
camera and Asimov had said he d have to ask his wj;:e ﬁ.rst..f S .

We want to the -costum, ball, "I was mwst imfresssd ty ‘St Georse end the Dragon
.and Explosion in.a Time Mamina. Several people came up to us and congratula ted
/ us 6n our simple but effective castumes: Aliers. walkirg the eerth, achieved ty

" weerifg oidinery 20th.cemtury clothes but usimg mekeup with o ‘tinge Of green in

- . it. We were ‘annoyed- ‘beceuse we looked as we usuelly doi Yes, end the number c.;
-eopls aski'ng e where ‘my boot s arﬂ whips were mac“tad a crescendo, %See, see,

T . said Nom "I told you you were’ @tting an awful rep'utat ion throughout fandor

"Hmoim,” seid Boyd. - "Heve. ,you not iced thet they. all ask about your boots end vrhip

. -~ ~but. nobotbf has’ inquired apout your Tubber. suit? 1. ep.ess wa know what fans are
1ntereste& in." Well, a8 1on5 as it's nov glppies.

 Then tHe band began to play strangsly old-fashiomd 1950s music for 1l the
. futuristic people, I think- ‘costume balls should :h ave elé otranic music, full
of bleeps and buzzes.. qum would have sat in except B -didf't brimg his accardion,

Hore We 't J‘uanita and Buck Goulson, Dbn and Magie Thompson, .Bunia end Paul
Porg (I think we'd met somawhere before), and A Host Of Othecr.'s.
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At the costute ball I spotted Poul Anderscn who was teking photographs, After soms
prodding’ by Norm, who had beon reading &N ademon novel on the way to the cou,
I warmt over to Pocl end said, "Hi - d> yxu mmembe* 8 certain drunken evenim in

Oslgery ten years ego?"

Poul gave me_ & BOr¥t of sick smile ar' S 1'1 '”\s 8. matter of ract I do, and
retreated ‘ao ms viswfinder. : S , S

"This here is ny huBband, Nom,“- I s..id. "E dr.[nks too. o "'

Foul mimbled Bomething like, "I'm sure he does. ’ and. orouching, eye to v 'gwfinder
he purSUed somethixg at tha far end of the hall. o o ,

"y think I still kve the tape o# Karen singing ﬁlksongs... I cried after him
but he Venished 1nto the crowd. ' ,

Then we'ist Bob Betwohley. The Bob Beuchiey. | o
"¥s! ro um-egistered " we oried. "These ere phony badges. ‘Vihet do you say®™
‘,"’Fine, fi:ca ," ha beameﬂ. "Nice to maet you. e ,‘ ' | o

_ ;Aren't you going to jump on me md knoc}: na to the ﬂoor or even TOUCH MY BRE«.:T?”
: crfed. T L .

"0h I wouldn't think of it " he said, nervously GYeing Norm, who outWeighad hm by
a good minns-lSO pounds.

I was chr,grinned. Why we'd- ;}ust the minute before run into Wally Weber snd Norm ..
hed offered to let him fulfil his printed desire.to pew ms, Wally took cme look
at.me. end hastily declired. Or meybe it Wwas becsuse Norm outweighed him br a good
minus-50 pounds, When we left him he was being pewed. by Joen .Bogert, Ssrves hm
rigltc

We 1eft the oostume ball afid made our wey to .tls night's exclusive closed-door
perty for only the immer circile of: 800,, (Bruce Polz gloated in & post-cop
publicetion thet g1l the room parties mnt deep underground, thus implying ti=%
he got to &. I bet though thet h» ~s2n; the evenings in his roam feve::lshlv
meking notes for his ohsrt,) - En xuute wh stugbled over a real, genuine, pasmic. -
nac sprewled on e lobby floor; gosbWuw, : ki friends wers pulling him over *o.-
the sidelines so he vouldn't e trampled by bagpipers. . Here wa met Ben Solcu.
end - Lon Atkim. : : , A

Next moming Konirg, El.lik, Jacobs, Raeburn and us went lookizg for somaplaoa te
eat and, not finding ons, we settled far a certain drugstare. I sat next to »

, 8helf full of fasoinating things, which I'vo forxgotten now, except for tha salt-
mter. right mext to tk alum, (Ia owrnsd-besef en enti-sphrodisiec?) Wnich
reminds me, there was anothar drugstore right sercss from the hotel with a

window display of supporters. 4s s sheltered Cencdien, I haven't. been 8o crog@,.' ed
since my first trip to ma wicked U.S. an'l saw a drugetore-window full of
whisley-bottles, _ _ A _ ‘ X

Later mat day wo round oursleves in me;»m‘ hospitality room, shoving do#n the
 frea food end drinks end yakking with-thé Panga, when vho should .come 111 et
Cam; end Terry carr. Wa mlcomed tham to random. - , o
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Nonn and.. i met Ted Whit‘e in the ert room the t day, -Ha gave us a rathsr far-fatchac
explenation of wky he coulda’ -hire oithor the Fupgs or the Playdates far tho ' -
cstums ball if New Yorkx won ‘their bid, Something about having to hire an °
80-piece stendby bend,

¥3 ate our supper that night end the night bofore in hotel dining-room, It was

a tit fency end expensive for Norm and I, Ho kd e hemburger ($1,60) end 7 *ad

e sarned beef sendwich ($1L,90), but thy were amezingly substential, Norm %old
me it was all my foult ‘ayway if we had to pey so much for a meel - he'd wantod.
to go to the London pub scross thoe strer® but, the first time we went in woe had

to get to ths dining-room via a trw -b\l-'-‘- of hollow--cheeked, red-eyed, s};.my—hendsd
zomsies, "Just old fans end tired,” Tloiu told m but I didn't like the
atmosphere, We found out later thet it wasn't so bad once you made it to tha
dining-room snd the prices were more IGeson: ble,

Anyway, et the F and E hotel dining-room I gorged on all the garlic-bresd, etc.,
trying to get my money's worth, and I guess I did bedeuse I geined badc the 10 lbs
I'q. lost for the convent ion;

dnd I heve t6 admt I Sart of dug the lumry of havi:g dozers of leckeys scurcyin
sbart weiting on us,, Rether &n ante-bellum aiy ebout 'the ‘place - one Negro in

a vhite et to set tebles, snothor to fill weter-glesdes, mothoer to replen

the breadbasket whehever I cle'ared it ait ano{:her t 6 hover over us to fill
coffee-cups, ;d so on, My pleassurs was sanewhat bompered by the suspicion that
they all 1ived in ngh end probably out in the kitchen they spet in ths woter
pitcher, ’

Meins joined us for supper the second nighte They ate saled becsuse thsy're
vegetariana. Boyd remarked thet the salad looked very good but he'd once

succumbed to the temptation to ‘order just such s Jiemt salad end got s sore
tew clowing end chew end chewing.,.,only to find en hour later thet ho waes

hungry agsin, -But to® tired to est amy more, (4ind there's a non-sentence jusst
to bug you, Boyd, )

Last night of ‘the conwntion we attus lly attended & Closed Do Perty, In our
own room,  Xn ettondence wers Katz, Alen Shew, Koning, Raoburn, And later on
we attondéd smother closed-door party, In Ted White 's room, Ted wean't there,
Ho wes gt o Closed Door Pro Party, the ultimete in exclus ivenesss Boyd, who hes
been everyvhere aml knows everything, seid he'd been at onoc once end it was vary
dull - just euthors sitting around bitching sbout mrd-rates and sadistic eiiters
who rip thowsands of blsedi ‘words from the very ‘guts of novels, The perty wo
were at was hosted by Andy aml Barbara Main, who were unoffici al 1y sh: ring the
White room, Hers we met Rusty Hevelin end seid BOO to him - thus reveeling that
we roed other people's fepazines vdt'h ro more & ttent ion then they giw to ours;
Hore we mot \ncw Porter. » .

¥ho else did we mset? Well,. there wes Bob Silverberg am Len Bailies and.es8ndeso
Well, I've besn poring over all) the con-reports, and’ you didn't mention meetig m.
'elther. Besides it's Fobrue ry and I con t ramemher 80, good anymore ,

There worae ¢ few things I dldn't menticsn - like the Lilaps meeting Boyd e md wo
hlsd, but we couldn't find eny lilapa mmbers ®o We lpld it with lee Jacobs and
Jim Gau_ghi'en instead, 4nd we met 8id Rogers one dsy in the art room tending the
Pelz baoy,  "I'm'a notural-born mother!” she cried, "See, even littls behies
recognize me a8 a mother right away.!" And I saw Bjo's kid, who is cute cute SUTEH

And once I rushed up to L., Spregue de Cemp end kicked him in the shins end sald,
"GREY wesp, not green!”™ Ho looked baffled, Hoping you are the same, .



AND THEN | ME_Tf . -

. THAT'S RIGHT THERS YILL BE some menti oning of nesmes gon\g on hare. This
convention report (thet's whet I like to call it, e¥en though I haven't written it
yot) will be conducted in strict sccordance with the  LET JACOBS Rules, excent that
I'm not @11:3 to type all the namss su cepsi just thet of LIE JACGB3., So this
- report will be mostly the naming of namas; ‘what it will pnot be is an sccount of.
whatever want on at the Progrem, I Gidn't uttend very much of the Program, fcr one
thing; &nd for another, you doubtless alresdy know who won the Higos, who will be
putting on next yeer's convent ion, end what - Harlan 2l1ison said to Rendy Garretd,
All of those things have doubtless alreedy been printed in twenty-thres con reports
(it is elready Sept. 7 as I type), so I wan't write about et Happened In The (:old
Room, Instead, I'll write about ‘lhat I Did At Tha Gén.

What I did wes:. I mot fens, Of course, I'd mat fens b, ~=3: the wey it hed
wworked wes thet I would sit here in Aylmor, with & lerge su.pLy of bseer herdy, and
every now end then fens would pound on the door, But this affeir at Clovelsnd was
sompthing alse! Mighod, I'd novor imaginnd seaing so many Zd{ fens ell at once.
Thoy swermed, toemod, &l ithorod end lurched all over the plece, It wes an awesome

sight 1ndeed, end omo ‘heh T enjoyed, ‘

Jn Tho Péginning - -
Ididn't got eny sloep tha night bafore. starttng the trip., That
ween'$ baceuse I wes filled with tengion end excitoment: no, it was for tho simple
rocson thet I cennot go to-slaep Bofora 4 &, m, -(unloss -I'vo missed soms hours of
sloep ths night befors), 9o, sinse I hed arrengod for s ced to ccll for us at 6
8, M., I thougit it would bo damnad silly-td'go to bo for an hour end & hel?, o
lass, At leest, thet's whet I decided aeftor meking e detemiincd try op falling un-
gonscious around midnight: I'd swillod quite & lot of Meritinis snd bosr Lotwonn
8 p.m, end 12, hoping they would soothe me to slsep, So, promptly et midnight, I
sturblod and burped my wey up to tho bedroom, undressed, snd lay down, For an
hour'I stared, unblinking, into the deriness. tnd then real.z.zed it wes no usg, Buck
downsteirs I cemo; end-then I swillod quite & lot .of coffae until 5; 30, a vh:!,cq
time I woke bine end told her it wes tim to gat going. B

Westwgz;_q_, OOg

"I'1l got som sleop on the bus," I- told Gina whon sh-: exprogsad nor-
rificetion, if not surpriso, upon leernins:I hed bsun up all night. Once abored
the Graeyhound, I leusnad bsck end c¢lcowd my 3yes. In thirty soconds I opare? them
egein, I wetohed tha pessing sconory (A~wntown Ottews) for & fow minutes, then
gighod convincingly, writhed into wiet scomed liko & comfortsblo position, md oncc
more lowared my lids, I neatlod & bit pgeinst Gins's shoulder, liy oyoes popped
open, This routme wos ropectod £ive or six tims; so, 88 & lsst drzstic moesure,
I stertad to read mm Aco scionce fiction navol (Wzitten by e fen), snd I still
didn't fsll wsleop. Vhon the bus pulladinto ‘the Toronto torminesl, &t noon, n, I was
eble to walk up to Boyd Recburn with firm etep end cloer, unblinking ayos, and
groe® him with my customary hoerty, "0og." Boyd wes right in- chere cter, oxcept for
his now lowbrew heircut, end he instantly sugmstad going to a ‘rosteurant: ha
nerglocted €pooify F end E, so I pointed at e daprmso Grossy Chopstick acress thn
siroet, and said.thet uhct pleca lockad ideal to ms. " So for broeffast I Laod sarisyp
tompura, wihils Zoyd end Gine nibbled et such axotic Orimtal Dolicacins o£, respsot-
ivoly, grilled chaese sandwich tnd cornnd ‘ueof li&ewise. "And thet's 'that We Ate

in Toronto! D



LI

The Clerkes Stataside

- ~ Soom wo arrived in 'the Unitnd Stetos (of Americe). Actuslly,
it wesn't vory soon, for we hsd stopped $0. trko e gevie at Nisgers Fells, which I
had never soen, Boyd hsd, of course (he's boen o __y_f_a__:_'ywmro mey be even to Hong
Kong), end so hed Gine, cn her mysterious trip argt from Celgery in 1956 or so,
when she psssed. th:mugh numorous fancenires (Cancdian fandom was booming end

-whimper1ng in- tha mid-E(s) and _naver- contaﬂted ons goddam fan sanywhere, inciuding

~ this hexe writar, whe wa3 pretty aore abdut thet when be found out, Woell, anyway:
we- looked et the Fells {"Yep, it sure. :.lcos fall, . all right,” I noted), got lont far

an hour or =¢ while. trying-to find. our wey back to the highwey, end . aventually

erossed tk: berder into Buffalo,. NY, . Ag' though this’ event .were same sort of cosmic

signel, e vivleni tropical storm Lmediatoly broke over us, as & consequence of

. %hich Boyd eould not. see whore he wes &oing, end. got lost agsin for o while. Wo

.. aventuslly . foung - the Froowey .("«uick, anybody got en Amoricen martor?”), though,

- ond Wwere haadad. towards Glcvoland. I ciuld toll without & doubt thet we wore in

the US of A, znd kept pointing things out to Gina, who is. not as sessoned & trovollr

as I: "Sea, wo hueve just crossed ths Stste Lime into Ponnsylvenie, Notice how grsy

end dred pnd Apnalrchian averything hes suddenly becam3i? 0‘~ the t's Ponnsylvenis,

a1l right.? ‘Poyd, of course, just yt'ﬂnsd end safd thet &l . oinsries ‘look the sems

tOAlﬁ.mo , . . . . ¢ !

I Has the -Nn”vi&etor ;_':,g _\,!nggxd 220.

f;s wo drew nearer to Clevel:.nd Boyd esked
me o gat out a "oup...o of ;oeve ¢nd figure caut just vhere we should turn 0ff the
highway %0 gst into th3 city, ™I cen't se3 eny correletion betwesn the rdnd map
and the mav printed in the con booklet," ha compleimed, "Where, for exemplo, is
Bustis Stneet'?" o wexe cn.the outskirts. ‘of thn city a8 ho seid thst, end I auickly
scenned the two meps, “HEY!" I mentionsd, "Turn loft mght now, QICK! Horo is
Bustis Sireet, .ani-we just.follow it. tnad it talms us directly to the front door cof
ths. hotel. No swaat: it, goas right.there in » straight line, so we won'+% heve to
go all around tha porimster of the town: and then have to make confusing furns zad
. such, This straat wil'l teka us right to the hotel " By this tims, Boyd hLad tumn?
ont> the street I maicatod with my wavings ard. pointinga aud 1}:1:'-f!..l.l dcreems, L
settlagd heck. to Watch for the . hotel, "Ue'rs slmost there,"” I sald to Gina, 'h
sneiled elong tho nerrow sreet for sbout. twenty minutes, "Lot me ses thot mon,"
Gina said, . “"Thore," I pointed, "See, that's the stroet wo're om now, You cua see
that it ands ameck deb st the hotel," "This i3 & mep of +ho contre of tho oiwy,"
Gina obsorved, “aond this s:treot wa'ro on is crossed by 20%h stree right hers =t
the edge of tho map, Whet strost are we just passing?” "Ono hundred md ainciy
eighth street,” I reed, In e fow:minutes I added, "/ell, thst wes ono hundrcd wnd
nine%y soventh street o just passad " znd, £ littlo while later, "leil, the.o
gms one hundred &nd ninoty sixth streat, gang." Nobody scaempd to be tz Ldrg to
ms, so I just sat-thers snd Quietly .counted the s8treets for snotler hour, TFinally
o Popg Bnarlea, YL bot Lhin god.dam strcet goes right through Hough, whore they hrvao

kiea Riots wnd. tip. .over . -cars full of white poopls,” . At thrt moment wo pagsed a
plesce whose sien read '1Hough Barbecus snd Soul Food,# “Goddemmit,” Boyd scid,
' Gaud. of - Negroo*s mil'l 3.1 ebout (wo Cenadienps eron't used to seeing gengs of Nogroas;
ve gron't even uaad to gangs of Fronch~%.nedisns . yot). “QOh, for hosven's srke," I
‘said "There's ncthing to worry sbuwt, You forgat thet I am a Jezz Mudsicisn: shou.la
auy . of those pecpls . -start to give us e he;d time, I'1l simply spoetk & fow jozz
» words liko 'oh vouty® end thoy'll lmow thet I zm & Soul Brother, snd I'll oxplain
that you two A o) Cenadians who src. free from ‘racisl prejudico md in fect heave
several bast friends end-1t'1l be all right,” Boyd just crouched low bohind the
whoal, en: Gine humed ) few good olcl Spirituz.ls, until eventuelly we wore cut of
the Sinisicy Negro District, . end even -~ would you bolieve & mors three Lours
behind schedule? -~ turning into ths hotel parking lot,



Down in E_l.‘?. Bar
It was. but the work of ¢ momont to check in end ba given a room
diﬁerent from the kind we'd reserved ("I'm sure you'll find the twin bods comfort-
gble,” ™o wanted & double bad, though.," ™I'm sure you'll find thet tloy are big
twin beds,"), The room wes 885, end Gina end I went in znd bounced skopticslly
on the twin baeds; dbut I, st loest, didn't’ 'dere lic down on ome of thom, for.I know
thet, wht with having gone without 8leap for sq meny hours, I'd surely conk out
righ t away, S0, instesd, I tock ¢ showor; naturslly, ths phone reng, It was Boyd,
who .roported, "The Parrvs hewe n't checkod in Jyot, mt the Cerrs aro hore, Ted White
is here, the Rogarsaes 'sra here ,,." "I'll meat ywu in the lobby in ten minutes "
I told him, for by this time Gins was teking a. shower. - 1 celled to her to hurry up,
for we woers to meet Boyd in ten minutes, .In ton minutes 3oyd callod egein: "Yhers
ere you? 'hat's keeping you?" "ill, G’.Ln‘ 8 in tha shower, Give us snothor ton
minutes,” Ten more minutes psssed; tho phons Feng, "Well, Gina's fixing her hair,
end her faco, wnd her 'things.' Wa'll be down in & littls while, 1 gness," Sid
Rogers got ou ifie line: "Now hoar this," she seid, "Wo'ro hcving ¢ party. Get down
hare right away..«Right NOW!" *L:tor, S:ld v I seid, henging up, And leter, indoed,
Gina end I finslly got to .0 tho lobby, whero tha first people woe met wero 3id ond Alve
Rogers (we'd already met Boyd), [ Wo =% out for & ber celled @The Grepes of Wrethit
or the USour Grapes? or something liko that, ¢nd, "Oh, thi: 3 very fennish,” I
thought, "Now I zm going to .do a2 lot wa urialking wi th fons." 4nd sure enough, we
did sit there for soma time, boozing wnd hatting with the Rogersos, Terry -wnd
Corol Cerr, Jim Caugkran, and, I think Chuck Hensen (I do know Chuck wes one of the
first people I met, tut I can't remembor whether it wes in the ber), "Toll me all
abou+ yourself," sa*d 3id Rogors, Wel]., I guoss that's traditionally a good con~ -
vorsation openor, but it just stumps mg, I thought i% over, end then snswered, "I
drinl:,* "Why?"* asked Sid, Boy, thet Sid ’Rugers ¢sks the dorpedest quorfions- it
mst bo a result of her newsps per backgroupd. "{ell, I coh never think of wrything
bottsr to do,” I finally sdmitted, tzRing large gulps from my glass, I'd only hed
timo for two or three beors, plus my very first teste of J’uck Denield, when somecno
suggosted wo go.to the Beer Perty. - I was just beginning to feel comfortcble in %be
nice .quiet bar, but Gine racsoncd with me: "You won't heve to pay for drinke up
thore,” sha whispered, giving me a vicious kicX, ' So:off wo gll mrrily went to
that scens of’ Toaring chaos, which wes, I bolieve . Syracuse'’s feult, thot nighs, I
met 8 fow more poopls ot thet perty, though I cen't romamber most of thon (I cen't
remembor just whore end vhen I met most, paople, I mpon),  Oh, one. I romombsxr; =
wes tottoring from tho Froq Boozo limc, cerrying &8 memny glassos £8 I was eble %0,
v'hon 'T almost bumped into a blond fellow who was chitterchattoring to a few girls,
"Hollo, Ron Ellik," I said, "I don't know, you," he replied civilly (I wesn't
woaring n nem3 tcg) "Norm Clerke,” I whisperod, feerful thet hobs of my ‘horrid
edmirers would overhoar snd losp on me and, teer my clothas, "Go awey," seil Ron
Ellik, "I'm only intarestod 'in mee ting your wife,” Woll! I put »ll my glesses down
on a table, tnd ‘set-beside Cerol Cerr, "Psst," she said, "Thore's Steve Stiles
over there," "har-, whora?" I cried, for I had bean looking forward o meeting
that selfsame Stiles, so that’ I could k:l.ck his ¢ss and tell him whet & fool ho is,
 ®Nvor there," said Cprol "Thet follow in the pink shirt who looks stoned out of
his mind.,” I wolked over and said, "Ap> you Stove Stiles?' Hw blinked ot me. sand
geid, "I might bs, 4nd who ,,,%™ "I'm going to kick your &ss, Stiles,"” I suid,
"Hn, well .,." he snid, glencing spprehensivoly at my messivo frame., He certcinly
- was rolicved whon I, revoalod ny #pfﬁ;‘y{)’ true identity, 30 Steve znd I sat together
‘end hrd ¢ long and rowarding. intollectual di scussion, & lthough, noxt day, neith::r
. of us could remamber whet it wss tbovt, At one point, somops. -- Ed liaskys, I
-ihink -- came up to mo md regquestod, "Sey somothing in Canadicn,™ - %Rick off," I
*  peplisd obligingly. . I tlgink ho t00k iws seriously, for he gcve mo ‘dirty locks
- everytime he passed me, the rost of the weekend, I imsgine it wes shortly after
thet that Gina or somebocb carriod me; off to Room 885, and to bod, but I don't
romember gotting thora, . .



Fifth Fandom Is-Not Dead
Farly Saturdey found Gina, Boyd and ms ai‘tting in the

uMinu o Ghefr,n 80 nvnmd bacauss it takes phout half an hour to be served, ‘Ws had
. just sat down'vhen’ Boyd zp ot ed Lym Hickman, amd took m over to ‘moet him Boyd
. knew I would enjuy tke uvaating, for Ignn had recentily sent me a letter of comment
' under the impressica that I was Nor G, Bromne (I "‘emember tlp. good times we

. had at the Nolaconm, Noxm,2 lie hed ent used).' Ty a2d T artainly hed a good

' besrty lsugh ["Heh, heh“s together when I pointed out his error to him, although
I didn’t. thimc it very %actful of Lyin to say,."Well, if you're not Normen G.
~ Browne, then 0. %ho Noll aye. you?" ‘Latox, though, ha @ve.me & copy of his
: fanzine, The Pulp, "‘rg.. w'hich appears to nave’ something 1o do with science fiction,
 Boyd and T went back t0o'resuls. our 1ntem+nable weit. for juice. (orenge juice, that
18) an¢ coffes end 86 forth, ‘and ‘Bob Pevlat.sat dcwn beside us, I assured Bob of
.Gins"s snd my yote for him es’OE of FAPA; even though we hadn't mailed our bellot

d . yot. .. "Bruce Pelz has bet.ch of ballots with him," Bob. said "You cen get one from

him, if yod wauh, ‘end vote right lere at the convention,” "Hey, that's & great
idea: it sure vwould be & Fun Thing %o ssk Bruce.for a. ‘ballot, and then to write
'"BOB PAVLAT" on it with a flourish, Fight in his face, S0 to .speek,” (Unfortunasts-

L 1v, however, I nwer got to'do that. I aid ask Bruce for a ballot, at one of the

teer parties But he said be didn‘t hnve any with him, "Oh, I bet he did,) Another
. follow sat down with us! his: neme~-card told m’ ‘that he was Danks Mebans, who had

- written, I remsmbered, a fine, nostalgic ‘srticle sbout the old Planet lettercolumn,
- #The Vizigreph." I told anim how mich T hed enjoyed that article, end asked whetbez

. ha wes. going to weite something gimilsr cbout the lettercols in SS and TWS, "ell, "

_ he said, "It would“be pretty mich the same names, and. the sams thing, wouldn't 1t?"
Maybe so; but I thihk I*d still like to read @n article like thet, especially if
OJ’ Pe-ks Mobane. After some ‘¢conversation, with Bob 'snd, Banks, sbout, smong other
thizgs, Health Uarnings on Americen’ cigarpt packs ("hy don't they put up signs
seying 'Now York City may he hazardous t6 your lealth'?"), Boyd and I went outside

" snd went sightseeing -around fabulous Glmqland Ohio, At least, we: went sight-

-

seeing gd fer as a recqrd’ shbp (fcr Suya) and a liquor store (for me), ' Boyd ran
wild through the record’ shop’ s cryim “useil" ‘and "Vo-de-o-doh," along with other
“Mnd exprefsions ou:rently in vogus with people of his generstion; he eventually
‘bought sbout two dozen LPs by Grcmps I Never Hoaxd Of (%The Beetles  U'fhe Rolling
Stones,® 0The Ink’ "Spotst) while ‘I, being a Fogey, bought an old. Frank Sinstra

- LP thet 1'd thought wes long cut of print, - I also bought (ut a different store)

* 8 fifth of Jack Daniels Black Lsbel and s pimt (or maybe it was a "tenth") of
Scotch, As we walked happily back to the hotel with our prizes Boyd delivered a

" stirring lecture ‘on.the horridness of Btate Ownership; citing &8 en swful example

the dingy, buremoratic "State Store" where I had hed ©o (;5asp) Sign A Slip and
Wait In Lins~ in qider to get iy booze, "That's because it was not True Socialism,®
I oxplained, "but metaly the shoddy apprraximation thet. ons sometimes finds in a
Gapitalistic Society, Now, if the people, the: workers were running things --
such es the booze Rtore -~ thing,s would be & lot dif different. "Bah,"™ said Boyd, He
has no real undem.,anding of wha* a Workers' State is like, tut he'll find out,

.LS Science Fiction In A Rut? ) :

‘ Gine and I went to :r:egister- and as-wo appranhed the
" Gefk, 1. casually took notice of ‘a semi-naked lady. who was ‘pirouetting around end
~waving a Zep Gun while’ brlgrd; lighta glared, "I guess Les Nirenberg is here," I

- guessed, "directing a Oanadian Television Production.,” 4 voice behind ms seid,

. ®Dall .MerT t0 g0 'Zap, zepd'™ ‘I Wiirled around, " "Aren't you sshemed of yourself

.Nirenberg," I ‘remonstrated (for it was indeed, that same ez-ranf, "you ex-fan, ‘you, *
les - :lnmedia taly did tires or’four schticks” (as his people call them) to gét him-

~ self back into-my good graces, threw an apm’ arqund my shoulders, end esked, "'There
are gll’ the wild, closed-door, fap perties at, baby?!! Ha wanted to bring his TV
orew to a party-like that (with'squipment ¢nd all I guoss) so they could got a



lock at, end maybe piotures of, what those hore cosmic-minded fens ere ally like,
#I'm & strengor hero myself,"” 1 tdld Les, "I dox't know of any such parties, Meybe
you should ask. Boyd," ' 4w, Poyd is mzd at mo," Les confided, "for bringing this
TV crew down here," - (Later, -when I told this news to 3oyd, ho sighod, "Whet &
very Nirenbergish thing tor him to imsgiho.") Aftor promising Les thet I'd keop on
eye open for any wild t'en arties, I wandered off ia rn particuler diraction, end
suddenly spotted tls vary ‘parson I'd be~~'toping to ses, MLEE baby!"™ I whooped,
LEE TACOBS (DPOF) locked at mo witl.o.¢ modognition for & socond, éid a mild teko,
erd then @ va m tho sciwet h.;ndshake oI the beerbrother (it requires. a sheky
hend), "I didn't recog”ize you without yeur beard,” he said, ©I didn't went to
be mistakei for Wolter Sreen," I expleinsd, "Well, what :.2 we weiting fr? Let's
20 md get ¢ beer, K.~ Stiles,” I called to Stiles who had Just YEfYdd Jdnid
strolled into view, c'mon and drink beer with mo and LEE JACOBS," "Why not%".
.chorused several other people who were within- earshot 80 a gang of us went to o
stoza cellied BThe Trensit Bar, which featutred picturoa of old trolloy cars. (ss
well &8 featuring beer md other such ‘folderol), It ‘wes a typical. Americen bdar, I
poticed; thers wes a baseball- ‘gemaon the ‘eolor TV, \I bad found out, already, that
$herd -is elways a basebell geame on TV in the USA, I am convinced that it like -tho
Continuous Shows in movio thoctres: the same geme 1S ‘shown over cnd ovor, (That
reminds mo: e guy I know oneé -miked into 'a party, looked around et :the peoople who
were drinking end conversing, end asked lcudly, *Hoy, havon't you gt The Gams on?”
hat gamo?? cried everyoms, "Asggh, there's always some fuggin: gate on,” he re-
plied,) Well, naturslly a coupls of fine Tannish hours were spent there st tho bar,
with good ol® ‘Stiles on ons side of m3 end good ol' LEE on' the othor, Stove got
ont o the .subject of Refarences to Dopoe in cuirent popular misic; so, thus given tho
cus, LEE end I (who g0 'way back; immediately swung (that's e Tezz Torm, Herry) into
© the.chorus of "Who Put The Benzedrins In’Mrs; Murphy's Ovaltine?” Ah, the old songs
ere 'the hippest,  Mosnwhile, otler poople mre ‘pessing in and out of the dbarroom,
‘smong them the ubiquitous Sid Rogers (evary tine. I went into & bar, or "saloon" as
they ere called by Working Iusheb, why, sobmsr or later 8 she 'd turn up there; I'm
begimr.ing to suspect that she drinks). Thore was slso the fairly ubiquitous Jim
Csughran, &nd even Famous Famnish Pro Bob "Robert" Silverberg, who seid to me,',"Did
you gt my -letter of comment' on Honque?® "Yos," I seid, "Boy, thet was s protty
nesty letter."  7The. only kind worth writing," ho ‘hissed, "However, you'ro right,”
I admitted, which wes gracious of ms, I thought, "mprobebly this liichael ,., uh,
Sesic is just ¢ little kid, and I ehouldn't have leughed in my moan wey at his
lularious fenzine, - Thet mminds m, though: you were esking what I wes. doing 26D
I wes 13 years old, foll, I wesn't messiné with 8illy old fanzines, No, I wns
writing religious pootry," Silverberg looked: properly.impressed, mesde the Siszu of
the Cross, end disappeared in & puff of sxke, Then up ceme Boyd, closely followad
by @ youth who eppeared to be henglx, onto the Reeburn shirtteils, ."Norm." scid
Boyd, cglling me by my first neme, £& 1 nad told him ho might, in public, "I want

© * you to meet ..., John Koringl" ."Your notorious Fawning Aoolyte, you meen? - 4h -

‘there, younsster,” I nodded to him, Aotuslly, John didn't seem ell thst favming
at 8ll: 'he locked lj«e an immaculnte, sophisticctod, bles8, _conservetive. young man:
‘he looked like & ycuag Boyd Reeburn, in fect (1f anyons can imagine a young Boyd
- Reoburn), 3IZventually, and for.no appcront.reason, the Trensit Ber decided to close;
go Tim Ceughren, 1EE, and I went to heve al'coupls more drinks in the Flectric Grupe
- (or whetever) bar, We esked the bertonder whet wa could dé sbout getting boozs on
Sunl~y, - "You better buy it:tonight,™ iy .told us, "becsuse tomorrow there's nothing
but 3,2 beer sold in this stzte, LEE and Jim.end I £211 to discussing this grave
_8itustion: "Well, meybe we should go out end pick up ¢ fow:'cases of beor, a ccuple
jugs of bourbon, end sam ..,” A fellow & .little’ way down the ber grinmed at us
end said, "Sgy, that sounds like e .goad party,” -We ignored him; for he obviously
wesn't & fan; bhe was weering ¢ suit and'a tie. However, hs kept looking at.us, end
nodding end grinning, so I loened over to LEE end whispered, "Is that follow 8
- fon?" "New," seid LEE, sftor ¢.quick glance, "he's wosring & suit and a tis,? Jim
Caugkren ovorhoerd us. ."Why, thet®s Bob lomen,” he seid, "Don't.you know Bob leman®



"on, well ore Bob Leieri, why didn't you say so in the first place? Hoy, why don't
you shove over end s it with us,: Bob Leman, evin if you don”t look like a fan, or
_.ewn l:l.ke a Bob Leman, vho, legend hes it, is'a big fat guy."” Bob told us about
his diet == @ painfub th 1ng t0 hoar -- end sbout his laying off the Sauce. "Except
for the odd vecation lire this," ho seid, "when I heve & fow beers, No herd likker
though," he sighed.” but I an gping out to eat somo Chinese food in ¢ fow minutes,”

' Hi{s oyes shono with pure lust ad’ ?ﬂ"“ce.stion, and he left. shortly af ter for his
date w;Lth Oriental. Delicacies, end, «8:4+% seemed to be getting dark out, there in
the ber, the rest cf us finished our wrinks and went our verious ways. y;y verious
ways lod me to my room, where I fell onto the bed with a Splash.

Alien Color, For A Time N

chever, I didn't sleep at all. Oh T may ‘heve dozed for

‘a fow mjnutes, but then I begen to roll around rastlessly,: d I decided it must be
time to got up, After all I might be missing something. ngybe, for exsmple, Flmer
Pordus had arsived, having been flown to Clovelsnd in a Yellow Ceb, . Anything could
heppen at a Science Fiction Convention, I said to mysolf (and umelly doee, I sdded
. with e swift poke in my ribs). I realized I was punchy, so I took a shower end

* changed my clothes, While doing thet,.I switched on the radio: naturally, I turnsd
' $o0 ths local R&R station (fecr no-ome listens to jazz in tk daytims)., Howsver,

. waet I heard, with half my attention, wasn't RXR mmt or any other kind of "music,”

. but an ammouncer conducting 8oms kind of contest called BTelsphons Quiz® or some-
‘thing, He was seying, "Umpty years sg0 2 men csme to the USA, and went on to be-
come a Fegmous Person. His initisls are R.L. Now here ars clues ‘ebout him ,,," Hs
wont oh with some Werds and phrases such as "bicycle pump,” ?sketekey,” end so
forth, -end then said, "S0 if any of .you listeners out there in Radiolsnd can figure
out, from the clues, who "R, L." is, phone in. right ewsy end win & Big Prize; We're
waiting for t hose phonecalls folks!” I wes atsently trying ‘to fit the clues to-

- gether vhen the Pirst call ceme in to the redio stetion, "(Beop) Is it Robert

- Lewis?® dsked the Ligtener, "No," seid the announcer, ™and who is Robert Lewis,

. anywey? Is he someons well-known?” "Joll, uh .., (beep) .., hahs,” said the
télephone voice, The amnocuncei hung up, and instently the phone rang agein, ?Tele-
phons Quiz," said the ennouncer, ®Is it (beep) Richerd Lupoff?" agked o .voice, I

broke up, "Well,” seid the . announcer, disgustedly, "I see we've got the kéoks with
us.” Hoo boy,. he didn't know the helf of it, There were & few mofe telephone
rings, tut apperently the -announcer T killed 8ll further fennish guesses with his

Deleying Device, beczuse no mors Koolcy voices wore heord; ad finslly the gnnrouncer
gave up and cancellad tis. Telephone &niz, md went back to. playing Good Music,

The Short Loud Noise

E - So back down 'b.; thﬂ Gold Roun I went to catch a bit of the
Costume Ball, One of the first costu.ss I saw was that worn by LEE JACOBS: it was
a suit md a2 tie, In foct, I believe it wes a black suit, ¥lsck shirt, end white

~tie, 'LEE JACOBS, mefioso, LEE lodced me over, .MI dig your costums, gate," he
seid, I wes weering & suit end & tie (in reclity, it wes my Glenlea Club bend

~~ uniform, which I don't get much chnnce to wesr tny more since I no longer play in

the-Glenlea bend)s. .. I didn’'t wetch mich of the costums stuff (except to wonder
who. wes in drag), “but just poked around, saying hello to fens (and even to pros:
- Gizs introduced me to, Poul Anderson, who.had once got drunk with her in Celgery).
I s,poke to fans~ "Hello Buck Coulson," I said, for one, "I hope you remamber that
lsst night you promised. to write -2 con report ror me," He paled, end went away,
Then I seid hello to Juanits Coulson, end promptly.menti oned the name "John Boarid-
man” to her, "Or whotever he calls himself," she hissed, "Oh, you mean like
'Eric Bleke'?" I guessed, recalling thet mere waere schools of thought sbout thst,
"Hiss, hiss,” Jusnite growled, :"You know, 'Bleke' is supposed to be & Typical
Conservative ++." "Whet? Blske .a conservative?"” I gasped, "hy, I clways thought
he wes ¢ Tacist,” "All recists pgre consorvetives, and vice versa, to Boardmsn,"”

3



.

Juenite said, Somshow I got the impression that the subject of John Boardmen is
'8 touchy one, with Juamita Coulson, I milled around some ‘more, and in a few
minutes I met Ted White, who had managed ‘to hide from me until then, "Well, you
do exist,” said Ted, “‘Vou amn"t Les Nirenberg after e11,” What Ted White doesn't
know is that I am really Narmen G, Browns, While Ted was expressing his astonish-
ment at my actual physical existence (nin cning and poking me embarrassingly), an
accordion band sterted to play., .. <ou't mza2n an gll-accordion band, but just that
the bend had an sccordion in it., "Ara yuu £oing to get your horn and sit in with
the band and honk and skree?" &sked Ted, =and Terry Carr, who hangs around with Ted
White a lot, ™uo," I »splied, "I hate accordions.” "Nothing for it, Ted,” seid
Terry, "We'll have o get him drunk," ({The funny thing is that I was afraid that
might heppen, &nd that I would sit in with thet accordion bend.)"Aw, & on: sit’
in, Norm,* Terry badgered. " "Come on, Terry," I countered, "why don't you edit
something, right here, 'just for kicks,™ - After Térry end Ted had gone away, I
wandered out of the CGold Room, just in time (so I was told lster) to avoid hearing
the _accordlon band play "Night Train,” 1'd had about enough of the Mob Scene for
8 while, so 1 collscted -Gina and we went down t.he hell, away from the area that
was overrun by fans, . _

Microcosmic Circle ‘ , . , ' :

Ws gingerly skirted a clump of filkniks who ware sitting on

the floor amnd ululating, exd came to an oasis where there were srmchairs snd sofas,
John Koning and Zoyd were sitting in a couple of those armchairs; end, as Gina and
I approached-them, they got up and moved swey, "Hm, some secret Fewning Rite -
going on there, no doubt.” I thought, as Gine and I went so sit down where the
Master and his Discipls had just bea sitting, "Hey," celled Boyd snd John, "Come
. uver end sit here,” They had merely moved to a long sofa to meke roan for us, it
seemed, Shucks, no Strange 'iorshipping that I could waetch from the corner of my
eye., S0 there we sat, anjoying a respite:from the hubbub of the Costume Ball, am
listening to a good, swinging knd t hat was playing for another convention, A4s

we sat there and relaxed; we suddenly noticed that thres fans were sitting st our
feet (Boyd seemed to think this was only proper); they were Arnie Kutz, Ben Solon
and, I think, Lon Atkins (Alan Shew mey have been there, too): It must have been
a moment of glory for John .loning, for there he set, at the left hand of Rpebumrn,
while & younger genmeration of fawning faces gazed up et him with awe, "Ben Solon,”
I seid, "that's s good fanzine you publish, In fact, it's sc good that 1'd thought
you were a much. older fan,”. "You're the second fan who's said that to today,” he
said, "I don't know why,"™ . (licdest 3en Solom, it's because you do not publish a
juvenile fanzine,) Anyway,; it wes a mleco3ant, restful interlude, sitting there
chatting witk those fine young feilo.s who were so very unlike those obnoxious
neos I'd elways thought wers the hazeii t b3 avoided at conventions. Iventually,
it was time to go to -the New York party, end it wes there that I met lee iHoffman;
end I must say that meeting her, #nd subsequently sitting around and talking to
her in saloons and 2t parties,. is foremost among those things that I remenber
most fondly about the convention, And somewhere along the line I met Andy Main,
who is enother Swell Psrsdon, and whom I also saw quite a bit of, throughout the
rest of the con, Well, by now I was meeting 30 meny fens that it's impossible to
reme mber just vhen and where I int vwhom: I remember having scme lasughs with Dick
Lupoff (apd Pat, too), asking like lMcInerny not to review Honque in his lonster
Magazine .. anil, oh, ssking Bruce elz for a bellot (and not gtting one), and
meeting Len Bailes, zmd John and Bjo Trimble., Well, let's just say I met a lot

of fens that Saturday night, though it seems I didn't get to say mich more than.
hello to most of them: svill, it was great just mesting them. I suppose some

time I must get out the FA and play the gane of How liany Fspens Have I Met? Well,
be cause of booze and lack: of sleep, once again I had to cop out before the party
wes over; specual thanks to Gina Clarks, who helped me to find Room 885, That was
vou, Gine, wasn't it? , , T



o ___ng m ivg Restaurant

o ‘I thin‘k that brings me up’ to Sunday (evan though Itve

" lefy out all kinds' cf memorsble things thst heppened to, end -around, me on Sstur-

" day; T have loft them: out becsuse I forget them altogethsr), The first thing I

" remember sbout Sundey is thet T mgained conscibusvess 3 ‘I was walking across the
Public &qusre -- with Buyd, LBE JACOBS, loning, smd Ron 3llik -- in search ef a
restsursnt, or, st ‘least, someplace where We could heve breakfest, Naturally, we
let Boyd lead the way, and "Here -is .. place thet locks. .promising," he said, It
was a drugstors, Well; af ter all, this was Clevelond, Ohio, on 2 Sundey; and
thet isn't much’ differn*lt fraom 'I‘oronto, Ontario, on & Sunday. ~ All the FIRs were
closed, it seemed; s» we ell trustingly followed Boyd into the drugstore, At
least the plece pr0uded e Classic ‘Reeburn Story, which follows immediately, so
‘pey attention, "I went," gaid Boyd, after having scenned the menu with patricien
disdain, "a bacon ‘eand ags sandwich,” "It's too lete for. breskfast,” yawned the

““waitress, "We ein't servin bredkfest no more,” "Well, I don't care whether you

call it breek’7st or lunch,”. said Boyd, "I just went a bacon and egg sandwich,”

"It ein't on the meru,” the weitress droned, "Look,” Boyd said winningly, "Do you
heve eggs? Do you havi slices of bread? I will tell you how to meke an egg
sandwich, You break an egg, see, and ,.." e ein't cookin no eggs,” the weitress
recited, Boyd sat there, completely outpointed, Ch, he hed lost that  round, I

- think he settled for & hamburger, evehtuzlly, Howsver, I didn't even get as far
as he hed: vhen the wsitress finally got toms, I said, "I will heve & bscon znd

“ese? "We ain't cockin no eggs," she lipred thinly, drumming her fingers on the
‘counter end stering =t the ceiling, ™Who 2sked? 'lho &sked?" I cried, embarrassaed,

. MCould I maybe have a bacon wnd tomato sandwich?" "Well ,,. I guess so," she
"grentsd grudgingly, ¢nd schlumped awey, - Of course, all of us there et breakfecct
levished praise and congretulstidns upon Boyd for having discovered this delight-
ful little selle » mapgar., Ron Ellik ‘wes thrown into such a foul humor :thet he
told & story (the one about the porpoise end the gull) whose punchline consisted

- of five puns in & horrsndous row, 4*%:r a2 moment of nasty silence, followed by

.~ Boyd's hysterical giggling, LEE JACu.d Aropped zbout & dollar into the jukebox
‘{pleying "Flemingo" by the lisrijuans .. 83§ over end over) snd we £ll crarmed

"down the indigestibles. thet were served to us, in s Spirlt of bonhomies znd Jcie~

-[dﬂ—vivre (1f those wre the words I went)," : ~ :

" Bar Trek - . '
' There Was g lilspe meetin‘g scheduléd for 3 pim., but we were unsble. to
get e2ll ‘the members together st the stmp time; so a few of us wore shuffl ing asbout
" in the lobby, speculsting ebout Hebersckers snd wondsring vwhet to do, when Jim
“ Ceaughren stepped in end todk firm ocommrnd of the situstion. "Let us go across
the ‘street to the saloon,” he seid. Ths sheer rezsonsbleness of ‘the suggestion
gtruck us all at once, &nd "Good thinking, Ceaughren!" we seid 2s we rushed out-
side, On the wey to ths saloon, Lee Hoffmen made some crack gbout "shede fendom,”
‘'and implied thet people who wear shades are Fawning Acolytes of Herlen Tllison's,
I whipped off my shdes and glered at her (but it waes = pretty poor glare, blink-
. ing end eyewetering as I was in the overcest deylight), 0ddly emough, though,
what little I sew ¢nd hhard of Harlan et the con, I likad (which is far more than
"I cen sey for enything of his I've ever resd). In fect, in the saloon, it wes
pretty genereslly egreed that Harlen is esn okay guy, end that, to a lot of fans, it
is just an In Thing to put him down, Thers was much disepvrovel, for exemple, of
the note thet someone had sent up to the stage while Harlan wes talking zbout his
Exporience with Sinetre: the note, es HE read i't, said, 2 /hen you've finished
sweeping up e2ll those nsmbs you just dropped, give-Asimov a chance to talk.2 We
set in the saloon for an hour or so, drinking 73,27 beer, end listening to IseH
- talking ebout Western writers end bocks (znd'speculating-sbout an Other Fandom),
end to Boyd telling his Hoary Old Reeburn Stories, which ere &s treditional =znd as
expected of him (especielly the Harriet Kolchszk one) £s the YWetérmelon Story is
of Burbee.



Did You Say " "%

As we were lezving the saloon, I noticed thet Jim Cesughren

hzd stopped =t the ber to purch:se z six-peck of beer; I kdn't been awere thot
this could bz dne, lz2gally, in Clevelend on & Sundsy, but I wes cefteinly pleesed
to see that it was so. I zlso boumt e six-pack, wont back to my room, opened a
cen of besr, erd lay down. ‘hen.I woke up, it wes time to go to the importent
cwording of the ugos; so I hurried dow steirs ¢nd errived at the outskirts of

the Gold Room in time To heer the baginning of sn oretion by Sem lloskowitz, TGosh-
wow," I excleimed 1o Stave Stiles, who hed suddenly metericlizec beside me, "one
of my grestcst fannish drecms hes coms true: I heve hecrd the angelic voice of
Sem Moskowitz! Lets get the hell out of here, Steve, Let's go up to my roon
snd have ¢ beer,” Stiles wes mighty reluctant to leave et thrt verticulerly en-
threlling moment, but I finc1lly persuc¢ded him when I told him I'd let him look et
my ctchings. “fo went up to 885, hcd 2 beer, ond discussed science fiction end its
rcl etionship to the covers on HonQue iicgazine, ¢nd then wa camz bcck down to the
Gold Room in tim2 to cc teh the 2nd of Scli's memorcble speech, Then, with mounting
excitement, we leerned thet somebody hsd won ¢ Hugo for Beat Novel] Awl somebody
hzd won a Hugo for Best faumine, fnd somebody had wou ...

Songs Somse Other Tpught by

ventuslly, of course, I szde my wey to the Sunday
night Beer Purty (don't csic me whor was putting thit one on, so to spesk ), Luckily,
howsver, befors I hzd 2ven got ¢ glass half-filled with (3,2?) teecr, somebody --
oh, it was probzbly Boyd -- gr:bbed me by the crm end seid, "Yenne cae to a
perty?” It turned out that the party wes in Ted ‘/hite's room, even though Ted
himself wesn't there, Wthy did Ted Vhite avoid me, throughout the convention? Oh,
1'aiq bump into him ¢ f3w times, but he never once brought uvd the subject of Jezz
Criticism, or even The Bezch Boys.) There was quits & crovd ‘in thet smell room,
though: Soyd, iloning, ieel, Arnie "21., andy Porter, ILEE JACOBES, findy kiein,
Stiles, flzn Shew, end ,... "Hey, uey, Lor3's Rusty Hevelin,” whooped Boyd, to
mp, "Come md sey 'boo' to him, Norn.” I was puszled (rzad: drunk) fore few
secouds, but then my fine mind clecred. "ihy, goddammit, Boyd,” 1 mutterdd, "It
isn't Tusty Hevelin thet we say 'boo' to. That's Russ Chauvenet vou're thinkin
of.” -(There hcs been a lorngstending feud batween Chauvenet aznd the -weebshotters:
it is such a bitter feud that Russ naver says anything cbout it, end Boyd forgets
who it is we're feuding with,) Well, it wes a pretty good perty, in Ted's room,
For one thing, insteed of = filksing, th: cssembhled mob was trerted to an impreomptu
duet by JiE JACOBS end me: it wes ¢ famous old Jzzz Classic celled *MwWisted™ {or-
iginz1ly a tenor stx solo by Werdell Gray, loter sung, with words, by Annie Rosel,
1fE ord I were in fins voice, and we swung up a storm, &S severcl pcople left, A
little leter, efter much urging, I explained the set-up of lilzpa, 4 few mere
pople left., I was just storting to feel expunsive (down, “hite!) and loquecious,
end wes about %o get onto the subjecy of politics, when John Rorrdmsn entered tha
room, L left,

Michslobism

At eleven a,my ldondey, the phone by my bed reng hideously, I wept
"Hello?" into the mouthpisce, znd e cheasry voice seid, "Mr. Clarke?' "I guess
so," I whimpsred, "This is Ilr, JACOBS," chirped the jolly voice, "Do you ramsmber
you esked ma to czll you sherp ¢t eleven, so thet wo could g znd heve ¢ couple c?f
drzught beers for breakfest?! "Oh my, I wes forgetting,"” I choked., "S3olid, gete,”
LEY shouted, "I'll se2 you in the lobby," So, ¢ little later, I wes zcross the
street in the saloon, et my lzst socisl gathering of the convantion (vith LE3,
Boyd, Ginz, end iwo or thrss others)., LTI and I drznk liichelob draughts, while
the rest ofthose at the tcble had funny stuff such os orangs juice znd coffze., I
was suddenly struck with sadness: it hcd been such & fins weeke nd, with such grest



people, end now it was clmost tims to lseve, & tocr rolled into my liichelob,
diluting it. "Well, L33," I sniffled, “I hopo we'll be seeing you in November,

st the Guesbcon,” "Nrink up, drink up,” cried Boyd,” for we must b3 on cur way

to Yillowdele, “here you znd Gina sre going to Stey "fith Me As Iy Guests, so

tuat I cen serve Gine some escerghts :nd persnips.” “fnothsr couple of licheclobs,*
I called, but LEZZ demurred, saying,."I'vs had enough for now.” "Then you must

heve some of mine, from mine own glass,” I insisted, 7% did thet, end then I
clesped his hend shakily. "Beerbrother,” I said emotionelly. "'/haddye mean,
'beer' brother?"” he snortad, "This isn't beer; this is Michelob.™ (It testzd like
ordinary ‘mericen horsepiss to mo.) On this note of iuternztionel understending, we
left the cozy saloon {iaich hed came t0 bo like home to me, &s most saloons ere;
end went back to the hotel, whare some of us were goipg to cttend the Businessz
Meeting end porhaps the FAPA Meeting, while others of us were Just going to pack
our begs, pey our bills, sey some goodbyes, and leave, ;

Getting Away Foom It 11

Sigh, Ging: znd I checked out -- not, however, without &
little excitesment: the desk clerk attemptecd to charge us seversl dollers mors then
the price we'd esgresd to when we'd mede roservations, It took only cbout half en
hour of being firm znd insistent to get ecross the point thet while perhaps the
room we had been givan wes more levish then the oms we'd contracted to occupy, we
hed been assured, when we'd checked in, thet there would b: no difference in the
rate, This crisis ovar with, Gine tnd I took a last lock around the lobby, hoisted
our gear, ond prevered to leave, DBut, I suddenly remembarsd, we hedn't tcken a
“single picture ¢t thst convantion, even though wa'd brought heaps of film, "Eey
Stiles!™ I czllad, spotting him, end others, 'Yo, iloning! Over here, {etz!” Boyd
took « picture of Ginez ¢nd me with ¢ few of ths people we had spont such en enjoy-
cbla time with; I hope it turns out, Just efter that smopshot was teken, <long
cema fndy Mein, Hell, we couldn't lazve without o picturs of 4ndy Mein, so Gine
took & picture of indy end me, «nd oning {who hed, but ¢ moment before, knelt
end kissed my hend, "Hsy, you'vs got tr~ wrong guy,” I said, "You mein him,"”
pointing st Boyd, YIt's just essccisvion, John szid. Thet f2llow pleys his
role to ths hilt, let m2 tell you,) -wuu ord indy snatched up our bzgs, wnd off
we went to the pcriking lot, end to Soyd's spzrkling rew lisrcedss, which he dusted
© off meticulously with ¢ gilk handkerchief while Gine, John, . ‘ndy ¢nd I weved
mony goodbys waves, fnd then Boyd lecpt behind the wheel, gunned the motor, end
ewey from Clsvelend and = wonderful convention we woent. Sigh.

/44 Epilog

Boy, I've sure left out ¢ lot of things that I suddenly remember, For
instince, how could I forget my ectueclly teclking to Herlan Tllison? For one
thing, we hsd kept bumping into sach othsr, almost literslly, 11 over thr hotel,
2ll wecxend; ¢nd every time it heppened, I'd lock at Herlen, end he'd look at me
es though to say, "Who the hell zre you?" But here is How I llet Herlen Tllison:
I wes stending telking to Bob Silverberg (just look at the nemes I':a dropning),
up dashad H3, I presums he wrnted to telk to .gberg, raethor tha to me (I can Ye
modest, on occasion), Howsver, his first words were cddresssd tome, ™'nd don't
you fergit it," hse seid, in his best Saow Biz, hrve-I-got-a-line-for-you mrnne=T.
Than Ellison t:lked to 3ob for zbout three seconds: " '.r2 you coming up-st:irs for
ths TV bit with the Younger SF Uriters?" hs asked., ™io," said Silverberg. "Vell,
ya wenna come up tnd watch?' "YhNo," seid 'Silverberg. "ell ,.. I gotta go," Harlar
seid. I intruded, befors my opportunity wes lost. "Hey,” I szid, "I just bought
a Sinatre LF, end I'd like you to autogreph it for me,” 730 help me, Herlen's hend
shot out; then he realized thet I wes putting him on, e cctuslly waved his srms
in momentiry confusion, ond then rushed: to the elevator, B3Bob Silverberg explcined
why he wasn't going on the TV show, - "They went me on TV, boy, they @mne pay me
he said, more or less, "Besides,” hz continued, "I'm not 2 Younger SF “Iriter,?



YThat 's true! you e re en old and forgotten SF writar,” I sympathized, "It bugs
me,” Silwvezberg continued, "whsn people tell me they wers reading wy stories

vihen they weare in the third grads, i/hat the;, don't know is thet I wss in the
fourth grade ¢t the time." I graciously refrainsd from meking eany joshing
remarks sbout that line, which was just es well, for seversl psople told me thet
one can Say Stuff uif to 31lison, but not to 3ob Sllverberg. One can't 8o I understan:
say things to Bob Silverberg aud. <75, “iou can't wite for sour owl shit,” And,
anyway, I wouldn't want to say somet’ ..., like that to him, even if thet were what
I thought, which it isn't; for he seemed a plessant guy vwho did some Quistly
funny bits, TFor example, we were standing surrounded by Nirenberg's eQuipment
(well, I guess it was reclly the CX's) and 3ob made an elaborate business of
inspecting it with great interest, “Huama," he said, stroking his bteard and
pesring st some object, "I suppose that is a ,.. light." Then he gzzed upon an-
other device., ™Aind that, I suppose, would be a ,,i camera,” I would like to
thank 3o0b Silverbarg for setting up the line for me, "'here's tle action?" I
said,

&h well, all that wes 2 long time ago, It is now late January, and this
lost stsucil must be finished and run off tonight, Well, it doesn't zeally have
to be, unless we want to @ through the tedlous pos tmai ling routine again, So
hers I have & stencil to fill up, and I can't think of anything more to say
about the convention beczuse (&s Buz Busby said would probebly thpen:! it is now
just Ma big muzzy Golden Glow” in my mind, I do hzve some regrets, mostly that
certein people weren't there in Cleveland: I'd really been looking forwexd to
meeting Harry larner and Bob Tucker, for example, Well, mzybe in New York. Ch
veah: Gina and I are plenning to be at NYCon, =211 right. The T»ilon was such s
great ard wonderful thing thet we hz v elmost decided to beceme convention fens
end to start bidding for Aylmer as £ con site, (%Would you believe the Chamber-
land Hotel, Boyd, LesH, LEE?)

-~ Norm Clarke

- ——— - ——— o ——— ——

"See, Jenny, the other half of this fanzine i3 written by
his fether,"

T - ——— - g

NESCANT, the Favazine of psges and pages of solid blackconvention report is
composed znd ¢ rranged by Norm end Gina Clerkz, 9 Bancroft St,, Aylmer E,, PQ,
end is intended for the Februery, 1967, mailing of the Fantasy Lmeteur Press
idssociation, ¢nd msybe even for the Shadow F \PA if we know vwhatever havpened
to it, The asbove space may be used for putting down The Committee, maybe,
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