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DILEMMA 14 comes from Jackie Franke, whose current address is a bit up in the air at
the moment. While I'm staying with the Stopas at Wilmot Mbuntazn, Wilmot WI 53192,
this is not likely to be valid for too long. Please address mail either to my oZd
address--Box 51-A RR 2, Beecher, IL 60401--or to my--assuming Canadian Immigration

. permits--new one, 719 Yonge St. Suite 201-A, Toronto, Ontario, M4Y 2BS, Canada. As
usual, this fanzine ts available for "the usual", which includes LoCs, trades, contri-
butions, and editor's whim, as well as for stamps. Be forewarned, though, that this
is the final iSsue of Dilemma, and though I still intend to publzsh a fhnzzne in the
future, the change in my finamcial position will probably require a change in pricing:
and availability policy. If you've been getting this all along, though, I wouldn't
worry very much about it; you'll probably continue to do so, despite your pleas....
**#***&&I**&**J(-*J!',*J('a('a(-******#*&***&***********
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Meny a time I've begun "my" section of this fanzine bemoaning the difficulty in finding
the proper words--or any words at all--to put down on these blank stencils. But never
has it been more difficult than it is now. All sorts of clichés float about my brain--
"There have been some changes made", "All good things must come to an end", "You may
have noticed a difference in the colophon"--but they look even lamer than they sound.
Where to begin? With the end, I suppose...

‘As of October the 8th, 1976, Wally and I have been separated. That's putting an
involved and painful experience in about as concise a manner as possible. Our split
was sudden, but it is amicable. We're still good friends--see? I can't avoid those
damn clichés! There is simply no way to do it! However trite that may sound, it is
quite true; we ggg_good friends, and I hope we will always be so. The time came for
the threads of our lives to move apart, though, and despite momentary hurt and upset,
they're being woven into new, hopefully stronger, patterns. Neither of us can ignore
the fabric of our pasts, and the sixteen years we were married will always be a part
of ourselves, unremovable, irrevokable. Our children, so quickly almost grown, will
act as different sort of bond, one that also is unalterable. Wally and I have simply
shared too much to let a change in circumstance sever our relationship completely.

Yet our c1rcumstances have changed. By the time some of you receive this issue,
we, will be divorced. Another p person, Paula Gold, will have entered Wally's life in
Beecher, and 2 will—-agaln, presuming the compliance of the Canadian officials--be
bulldlng a new life in’ Toronto with Derek Carter. Mutual blessings have been exchanged,
and perhaps the foremost thought in both of our minds is how unbelievably marvelous
the entire situation’ is. Almost like a soap opera, as Wally put it, though'T doubt
that any audience would accept such a screwy story-line. It lacks credlblllty

Know1ng SF fans to have a greater ability to accept new concepts than the larger
world of Mundania, I expect you to accept it, though, and to continue on from that
point. Not as though nothing has happened, because obviously a lot has, but as if two
friends you know have 1eft each others' vicinity, as sometimes happens to friends. We
may not be together, we may not be "Wally-and-Jackie" any longer, but we'll still keep
in touch, with each other and hopefully with you as well.... .



That said, what to write next? My usual pattern was to relate the doings of the
Franke family and its wanderings through the by-ways of fandom. I suppose it wouldn't
be amiss if I just set down what's been going on since my last issue. Things may seem
a bit jumbled--mostly because they were at the time--but what the heck. Let's give it
a try and see how it shapes up...

Dilemma 13 was finished in time for Pghlange, held in Pittsburgh, at the Viking
Motel. . Wally and I had never attended one before, but having heard nothing but ghood
things about those gatherings--and having as well an offer to crash at Bill Bowers'
place en route in order to shorten the drive--we packed the car, including our youngest,
Brian, and took off.

Bowers home is located nowhere near an Interstate highway, so we too Route 30 through
Indiana and Ohio, a drive that was pleasant and picturesque, at least until dark. Once
night fell, however, so did the quality of the road, and we groped our way east along
a twisty-turny two-lane blacktop with totally inadequate markings. The expected seven
hour drive became over eight and a half. We missed the proper turn-off outside Massi-
lon, and wound up Just outside of Cleveland. Bill's face was a welcome sight indeed
when we finslly located his address.

Naturally, with a four hour drive ahead of us in the morning, and a day's work as well
for Bowers, we sat up a talked until nearly dawn. What other way would fans act? We
got a later start than planned the next day (but not much later--Bill has the loudest
"alarm" system I've heard to get him up in the mornings. Takes a lot to get that de-
crepit body started...), but finally reached the Viking Inn around three or four in
the afternoon. Found it and passed it, almost to never find it again. They have some
queer roadways in Pittsburgh and environs! We barely got settled in when we started
meeting friends. Joe and Gay Haldeman (he the GoH for the event), Rusty Hevelin (naked
of chin--thankfully only temporarily so), Ross Pavlac, Eric Lindsay, "Madman" Riley,
Cat Ocel, Ben Zuhl; we all exchanged greetings and chatted on and off with each other
until the late-comers arrived.

In the early evening hours a spontaneous party began in our room, with the arrival of
the Canadian contigent--Derek Carter, Mike Glicksohn, Mike Harper, JoAnne McBride, and
Victoria Vayne--and the rest of the Iowa Guerillas--Stephanie Oberembt and Terry Matz.
While some wandered on their own, most stayed for a while, warming up with bheer, Sou-
thern Comfort and puns until the party in the con suite got going. The con rapidly
develops into a blur from that point. For such a small convention, Pghlange certainly
had a good number of parties, and all ghood ones to boot! Perhaps the biggest one took
place in the bar, which quickly became a focus for attention on Saturday afternoon,
and managed to hold onto its attraction through Sunday. A feeling of togetherness,
rapport, good cheer and fellowship reigned supreme in that place, surpassing even the
memorable Marcon bar party earlier in the year. I don't know what else was going on
during the day at Pghlange, but a goodly third of the attendees missed any of the pro-
grammed events if there were any. Darn good party, darn good conl

The sense of euphoria left by Pghlange lasted for several days, to be replaced with a
growing depression. Dissatisfaction with the direction and quality of my life in Bee-
cher had been building for some time, and the budding of a relationship with Derek only
increased its momentum. Things came to a head, emotionally, on the 8th of October, and
I took off for Toronto. The following days were hectic, confused, painful, and far

too personal to set down. I came to Canada a quivering mess and my friends there took
me in and gave me the time and the peace and most of all the love to heal myself and .
begin a new life. Thanks, people, I couldn't have made it without you. Mike Glicksohn,
in particular, helped all of us--myself, Derek and Wally--to weather a tremendously
difficult period, and there's no way I could ever call the debt I owe him even.

I must make an aside here. Both to bridge the gap in this "Journal", and to stress a
point that cannot be over-emphasized. To me fandom has meant friends. For someone who
had always been a loner in life, the warmth and generosity of the fannish "family" hit
with tremendcus impact from the very first. I know I tend sometimes to lapse into sy-
rupy sentimentality when on the subject of What Fandom Means to Me, but I can't help
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express the deep feelings I hold for it without using sentimental terms. I use them -
because they are true, and the only appropriate ones I have at hand. Dutring this time
of persqnal travail, for myself and Derek, and for Wally too, the greatest'help came
from fans. No, friends.__They Just happened to be fans as well. Glicksohn, Mike Harp-
er, Peter Edick, Rosemary_Ullyott, Martha Beck, Joni Stopa, Midge Reitan, Lynn'Parks,
Bill Bowers,, the list Just stretches on and on. Everyone,.or so it seemed and 'so we
shall remember, pitched in and did what they could to prop us up until we found our
feet again. Messages were carried back and forth, phone calls darted across state
lines and national boundries, packages were carried across borders, kind words were
written and spoken, meals given, homes and hearts opened. Our friends, fandom, rallied
around us and got eveyyone through the temptest not only healed, but healthier than
before. ‘That's the sort of things fans do for each other, and that's why I love you so.

End of aside. Beginning of new beginnings. Moving to a foreign country--and believe
me, Canada is a foreign country, despite the many simalarities--is never easy, and in
my situation it was perhaps doubly difficult. By the end of October, the thought of
Octocon and a trip Back Home to the States overcame the trepidation I felt at encount-
ering old friends in an altered situation. Derek made arrangements for us to ride down
to Sandusky with Victoria Vayne, and she, we, Eric Lindsay, Bob Webber, and Wayne Mac-
Donald trekked southwards. We joined up with Tony Cvetko in Wickliffe, and arrived

at the Greentree in a two-car caravan.

My worries, as they so often are, were for naught, and meeting old friends and true,
introducing them to Derek, getting news of Wally and the kids, exchanging hugs and
kisses reinforced my somewhat shaky ego and relieved my mind. Rusty welcomed Derek. as
a member of the "family" (a growing Midwest clan that owes its existance to the odd
father-son team of Tucker and Hevelin. It's far too complicated to explain in a fan-
zine...) and soon we all just relaxed and had a great time. Partied, talked, played
bridge, drank and laughed. Yeah, just another con.

We tramped off to Wendy's, for hamburgers and coffee (a nickel a cup!? Will those days
ever return?), to the Italian Gardens for the typically awful semi-offical banquet, to
a supermarket down the road for beer, party supplies, and munchables. Otherwise we
stayed in the Greentree and wandered. By Sunday afternoon, everyone was pretty wiped
out, but still managed to gather enthusiasm for a DUFF auction held in the con suite.
Rusty auctioned off such esoteric items as matchbooks, foreign currency, Lou Tabakow's
shoes, Lynn Parks' shoes, paper plates and old national park windsheild stickers. It
seems dull in the writing, but was hilarious in the watching. In the evening we piled
into.Bill Bowers' car and left with the usual tinge of sadness and exhaustion that
marks the end of all enjoyable conventions.

The ‘next four days we spent fr#pYéd enscounced in Bowers' townhouse apartment. While
Bill toiled at his job, I busied myself in the kitchen or with a book and Derek did
his tﬁing with a borrowed drafting table. After he'd finished working on the roughs
he'd brought down with him, we'd walk about the Vh#f)lif¢ city of Massilon, giving
Derek an idea of what small-town life in America is like.

Thursday, after Bill got off work, we loaded up the Mustang and headed to Chicago,
where we spent the night at Lynn Parks' apartment. Mike Harper had surprised us by
calling Bowers and joining us for another two-car caravan, so it was doubly nice of
Lynn to put up so large a group. Friday morning, after fueling our bellies at a Chin-
ese eaterie that served American breakfasts, we loaded the cars up again and took off
for Iowa City and the wonders of Icon.

Last year's Icon was one of the best cons I'd been to, and I think this year's con suf-
fered because of it. Expectations were high, perhaps too high, and disappointment was
bound to occur. Don't misunderstand me, the crew from Iowa City put on an enjoyable,
well-run convention; it just wasn't as good as the first one had been—-but damn few
cons are. We shared a room with Glicksohn (having split a double-~double with the Lutz-
Nagey's at Octocon) and shared our Octocon experiences with him during the weekend.

Why wait til we returned to Toronto? Tucker met Derek and seconded Rusty's welcome

to him, and almost "smoothed" Derek to death during the con. Joni Stopa and Midge



also gave Derek a taste of what Midwestern fandom is all about by throwing a cheese
eating party where we all gorged ourselves on Edam, apple-date bread and Triscuts.
Friday night's parties that overflowed into the motel hallways led the management into
a ban on such goings-on, so Saturday's events were more sedate. Everyone was rather
weary, though, so it didn't affect the mood as much as might have been expected. We
spent most of Saturday and Sunday in the bar--a detched building that could be reached
by a tunnel that traveled under the parking lot--but it wasn't anything like Marcon's
or Pghlange's barcons, very quiet and low-keyed. Turned off the banquet by the high
price and our low funds, we dined in plastic splendor at a quick-food place down the
road with Tucker, Tabakow, Bill. Cavin and a few others. Icon was a con for eating
out, all right. We breakfasted with Jim Hansen, Pat ??, and Sid Altus one day, and
with two fans I don't properly recall on the other, both times at different

Dinners were usually taken alone, with the exception of the Saturday night "yanquet",
and, again, at different restaurants. Don't think I've eaten at as many pleces in so
short a time ever before. - i

The highlight of Icon was the Masquerade. Not that the costumes were so spectacular--
Worldcon masquerades tend to jade one's tastes--but because of the MCing job done by
Greg Frost. He, with the aid of a few fellow SFLIS members, did a marvelous take-off
of the Gumbies routine from Monty Python that had everyone's sides aching with laugh-
ter. (Had I realized then that it would trigger a torrent of Gumbie routines from
Derek and Glicksohn that lasted for weeks, I might not have laughed quite as hard as I
did, but...) An excellent job, indeed!

Monday we stowed our gear into Mike Harper's Volkswagen (talk about tight fits!) and
started off for Toronto. After an uneventful trip through the States, Canadian Immi-
gration threw us a curve ball at the Ambassador Bridge. They wouldn't let me into the
country! I'd told the guard the truth--that I'd be in Canada for a month and a half--
and that was my first mistake. He directed me to a particularly nasty speciman of the
Bureaucratic Official breed, who, after finding out I had no money with me, decided I
might be a drain on the Canadian welfare system and refused me admittance, despite the
protests of myself, Derek and Mike. Stunned, we unloaded the duty-free goods we'd
bought and leaving Derek behind to protect them, Harper took me back to Detroit. In
my state of near-panic, I could think of only one fan who'd be able to help me out in
this totally unexpected predictament--Sid Altus, who lived a short distance West of

the city. Recalling the way there from the trip to Sidcon earlier in the year, we
stopped at an all-night restaurant and called to warn Sid he would be getting unexpect-
ed company. Gallantly, Sid said I was welcome and to come on over. Once there, I ex-
plained the situation to him as calmly as I could and he raised a quizzical eyebrow.
Why not, he asked, go back to the border with him in his car and cross over at the tun-
nel? Why not, indeed, so Harper returned via the Bridge and Sid and I took the tunnel
route--saying that we were entering Canada to attend a wedding in Toronto (that of Mike
Glicksohn and Rosemary Ullyott, we decided to say if asked. Fortunately, we weren't)--
and rejoining Mike and Derek at a restaurant in Windsor.

Derek had bteen fuming while we were gone, and did a marvelous spleen-venting drawing
in the meantime, of him wiping out the Immigration Department. We could laugh about
the misadventure at least, though those three hours were among the hairiest I've ever
had. S5id earned a lifetime sub to anything I print for his quick-witted favor, and
has our undying gratitude.

It was six-thirty in the morning when we finally reached Derek's apartment building,
and three exhausted fen sat around the kitchen table sipping coffee as soon as the
kettle could boil some water. The main topic of conversation, as it had all during
the Canadian leg of the Jjourney, was Canadian Immigration and what could be done about
my status in the country. Obviously, something had to be done--we traveled too often
across the border to stand the thought of putting up with headaaches similar to the
one we'd Just encountered. But just what to do posed a problem. We worried over that
one for what seemed like ages until the obvious solution came clear as the date for

a New Years Eve party that had been planned for Lynn Parks neared. I would stay be-
hind after the party and apply for Landed Immigrant status. It would mean a lengthy
G



separation--three to four months or more--as well as allied problems like finding a
place to stay, obtaining money to live on, and so forth, but it would, eventually,
bring several-benefits. Besides facilitating border crossings, the way would be clear-
ed for me to obtain employment in Toronto, should the need arise. Accordingly, I wrote
home to my Mother, asking if I could stay with her after New Years.

Correspondence between the US and Canadz has never been swift, and it seemed the PO
began dragging its feet even more now that I was relying on it. While the time passed,
we slipped into a daily routine that could not last. I would accompany Derek to his
studio on most days, taking on small jobs like laying down presstyve, drawing grids,
preparing finished work for presentation to clients, tracing roughs, etc, or doing

sorie fan pieces if the workload was light tiat day. Derek learned to brown bag it to
the studio, and I learned how monotonous a diet of peanut-butter-and-jelly sandwiches
can get. Ve did a lot of visiting/pariying, especially as the Holiday season neared,
and spent many pleasent cevenings in the company of various friends and Toronto fen.
Christmas parties, thrcwn by various cditorial offices for their employees and con-
tributors, gave me the chance to meet many of the people Derek dealt with outside the
studio and soon I tegen equating faces with their respective telephone voices. Tor-
onto began losing mich of its strengeness and I could feel almost at home in its streets
and subway cystem.

Then two things happened: ILynn Perks decided to cancel her party, and Martha Beck
wrote to ask me to stey at her piace. Solution to one problem while posing another.
Recalling the New Years Wally and I had spent at Wilmot Mountain, I phoned Joni Stopa
and asked if she minded a few eitra people over the Holidaey. The answer was, of course
not, the more the merrier.

On the 28th, after = rushed day at th= studio for Derek, we loaded up Harpers Veedub
once again, and took off for Incdiana. Driving between the Chicago area and: Toronto

in the winter is always a risky business and this year proved to be no exception. We
hit rurh hour traffic leaving the city and light snow later on. As we neared the bor-
cer ot Windrsor, it beesmme obvious that we'd never be able to make the drive straight
through to Gary. Hitling a sizeable snow squall outside of Detroit merely confirmed
the fact. Stopping off at Ann Arbor, I made a phone call to Jim Hansen.("We only use
our friends."--Lynn Parks, 1976) Sure enough, he had space for us and told us to come
on over. We sat and talked, listened to some music and watched a few slides, unwinding
from the rigors of the road. After a deliscious breakfast of Jim's huge homemade pan-
cakes, we thanked hir profusely ana set off anew. -

There is a region ncar the bottom of Lake Michigan, extending Eastward, that is known
ec the '"snow belt". W~'d had a samole of its conditions during the Octocon-Icon trip,
when it took sore four hours to cover a strecch that normally took but two. This time
the srow was less, bul ve met un with fierce winds and glaze ice on the road. *sigh*
Slipping and sliding ercuad the bzand of the lake tool: what seemed like ages, and slowed
us down to a tortuwous 25--30 mph ia somz cpots. When we finally pulled into the Beck's
drivewvay, we feltas if we'd traveled all the way across the continent rather than just
under 500 niles. ‘i

Martha's home is like . a haven. She and Hank made us all feel immediately at peace,

and the next few deys werc a blessed rclief. Mike, Derek and I traipsed around Chicago
and environs during the day, and we sat and talked with Hank and Martha or played cards
at night. It felt like being at home. Friday night arrived and we headed up to Wilmot
where we met: Jon .and Joni in the Iron Kettle, the lodge's restaurant. Joni treated us
to dinner and told us to roam around until she and Jon finished work. There wasn't
much activity cn the ski slopes (the weather was bitterly cold, and those who were out:
in their artic dress made me appreciate the true meaning of the term "fanatic") so we
went over to the house after a quick tour of the lodge. Soon we were joined by Midge
Reitan, Lynn Parks-and Jon Singer, but a party atmosphere just wouldn't develop. ' By
the time the Stopas,came home aftex closing the lodge, the five of us were half asleep.
Mark and Lynn Aronson arrived late, after a theater date, but even the infusion of new
blood didn't help matters. The partially cepressed mental state of Lynn and Jon, Derek

N



and myself was the main culprit, I suspect. New Years was desulatory for we who had
to look forward to sad farewells the next day. It wasn't a party in any sense of the
word.

The next day we headed back to Martha's and imposed our glum moods on the Becks for a
final evening. A cloud of gloom descended and really hasn't quite dissapated yet.

Mike and Derek left around noon of the 2nd, and I moped around the remainder of the
dey. Martha had suggested that I try to get work with the school bus company she

drove for, and came back with the news that two jobs were open--one for a driver and
one for an attendant on the busses for the handicapped children. Since the attendant's
job paid more, and didn't require any expenditures for licenses or medical examinations,
I went to the school system's business offices to make my application. It certainly
felt odd to be filling out forms after a lay-off of some thirteen years from a regular
Job. I felt almost as nervous as I had when seeking that first job after high school.
After a two day wait for some statuatory blood tests, I was informed I was hired.

The school system's secretaries and janitors immediately went out on strike...

Joni Stopa phoned: a large dinner party was coming to the Iron Kettle and they were
short of waitresses; would I consider coming up and hustling tables for awhile? I took
& quick look at the state of my finances and thankfully said yes. So, on the 16th of
January, I embarked on yet another "career", waitressing at the Iron Kettle.

It's not difficult work, the hours are reasonable and the tips good, but I'm finding
that my body has a tendency to wear out far more quickly than it did back in my teen-
aged years when I had last waited on tables. After dining room hours, I go up to an
upstairs room over the lodge and do a bit of sign and poster painting, which keeps my
hand in the art area to some extent, but mostly I kill time. Staying with the Stopas
required another shift in my daily time scheduling--I'd gone from an 11 am to 4 am
schedule to a more normal 8 am to 11:30 pm one while in Toronto, switched to a 9 am to
1 am schedule while at Martha's, and now switched to a 10 am to 2 am routine at Wilmot.
I wonder how many more adjustments I have ahead of me?

The strike has been settled, and I'm free to resume living at the Beck's after Confusion
weekend that is coming up. My application for Landed Immigrant status is apparently

in Limbo. I could stay here for the remainder of the skiing season and wait tables, or
even return to Chicago and find work in the city. Right at this moment I don't know
Just what I'll be doing in February, but a decision will have to be made soon. If my
application to enter Canada is denied, then we'll have to start exploring the possi-
bility of Derek entering the States--a far more complicated situation than my entering
Canada. We're hanging in there, as they say, and are watching for hopeful signs from
almost any direction.

And that's the status report from me for this quarter. I dislike ending Dilemma on a
down note, but that's the way it is right now. It's been a confusing and unsettling
four months, but the time would have been unbelievably rougher without the help and
good wishes of so many people. With friends like you, the future will undoubtedly be
bright, even though it's rather murky from this vantage point. Matters are in a period
of transition and I'm not the sort of person who tolerates uncertainy very well. Just
where I'll be in the next few weeks, much less the next few months, hasn't been made
clear yet, so I cannot even give you a definite address to send mail to. Derek's and
Welly's addresses will remain valid for some while yet, so mail will get through, re-
gardless of my actual living address. Bear with me during this time, as I'm doing,

and a degree of stability should begin to emerge. Dilemma is ending, though my own
personal dilemmas still aren't completely resolved, and I'd like to again extend heart
felt Thank Yous to so many who have been of so much help and comfort to all of us: to
Derek and to Wally, especially, go much love and appreciation, to Mike Glicksohn, Mike
Harper, Peter Edick, Rosemary Ullyott, Anna Carter, JoAnne McBride, Victoria Vayne, and
the rest of the Toronto crew, a big hug and many thanks; to Hank and Martha, Jon and
Joni, Midge Reitan, Bill Bowers, Jim Hansen, Lynn Parks, Sid Altus, and Stephanie Ober-
embt, yet more hugs, kisses and thank yous. It's been an interesting time....
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Bubonicon 8
" Roy Tackett

ygzsswrnlﬁ, A
MODERATELY WEL-
KNow  FAN TYPE,

Readers of this periodical (among whom, obviously, Buck Coulson is not) will be
aware that the esteemed editoress (Ah, she'll change that) Is firmly convinced that |
am a dyed-in-the-Twilitone fanzine fan who is firmly convinced that science flction
conventions are generally overrun with a herd of blithering idiots who would be better
off run over. This is true. Which does not, of course, keep me from attending conven-
tions. |Indeed, my only face-to-face meeting with Jackle Franke was at Torcon, but she
prefers not to remember that and to pretend that | never go near conventions but spend
all of my fannish time hunched over a typewriter producing easily forgotten trivia for
publication In some fanzine or the other.

But | do manage to get to a couple of conventions each year. Usually Westercon
and Bubonicon. Up until this year, though, | have always managed fto escape getting
involved with the business end.

In September of 1975, however, | became Secretary of the Albuquerque Science Fic-
tion Soclety and found, to my surprise that also meant being Secretary of Bubonicon.
Jeff Slaten was con-chalrman and assured me that he would take care of everything.

He did. He promptly moved to Denver. Vardeman got stuck wlth the chalrman's job.

Bubonicon Is, fortunately, small and the work Involved Is minimal. Vardeman |ined
up the Ramada Inn, which was the site of Bubonicon 7, as the site of Bubonicon 8. Con-
sidering the way the tourist business has fallen off in the last couple of years, the
Ramada was more than happy to have us back. They gave us an excellent deal on room
rates and conference rooms. Having accomplished that +trying task, Vardeman promptly
went back to writing novels and Selling fish.

I, on the other hand, went to work. | sat down at a typer, cut a stencil, ran it
off, and sent forty-eleven coples of a flyer proclalming to the fannish worid the won-
ders to be found at Bubonicon Seven. Except, of course, that we had held Bubonicon
Seven last year and this was supposed to be number Elight. We discussed the matter at
some length the following meeting of-the ASFS and declided that the 1976 conference
would be Bubonicon Seven Number Eight.

Shortly after the announcements began appearing In various places, the Inqulrles
began coming In. Mostly about the art show. Artshow? At Bubonicon? With the excep-
t+ion of the exceptional Harry Morris, Albuquerque fans are not much drawn to art. |
could not, however, tell altl these aspiring young artists that we ranked artshows some-
where below discussions of the significance of comic books, so | sent them a nice let-
ter explaining that we were a very small con which really couldn't provide the neces-
sary security for an artshow, et cetera, et cetera.

As the months went by, a few advance memberships trickled. 1in along with .a few
questions about the program. We devoted the August meeting of the ASFS to drawling up
the skeleton of a program. Bubonicon Is rather Informal. We are never sure what the
program will be untll we find out who shows up. The first half dozen through the door
are promptly drafted to appear on various panels. :

One day in August | recelved a phone call from Pam. Pam explained that she was
in charge of catering at the Ramada Inn and needed confirmation on the arrangements
and number of diners we would have for the gala luncheon. | referred Pam to Vardeman.



Pam told me that she had been trying to get In touch with Vardeman for two weeks with-

out success. She explalined about the arrangements for the meeting rooms. | told her
that was just fine which calmed her down. | told her | had no idea how many would be
at the luncheon which shook her up again. She said she would tell the chef to prepare
lunch for 50. | shuddered. | wasn't sure that 50 people would show up. She Insisted
It must be so. | referred her to Vardeman.

And promptly went to work typing some local punblicity. | drafted a press relea

release, sent It out to the local newspapers and radio stations. The radio stations
gave it a good play but the newspapers threw it away. Except for the Unlversity's
DALLY LOBO which must have had an empty couple of Inches to fill.

| sent Bill Rotsler, our GoH, a note Informing him of the pre-con party at Dick
Patten's place. Pre-con parties are not just tradltlons--they are necessitles. Vast
quantities of Patten's bucolic punch are required to get one Into the right mood for
a Bubonicon. Rotsler, however, was not heard from. The only out-of-towner was our
ex-chairman, Jeff Slaten.

The question of the evening was: how many would show up for the con? | had about
25 advance memberships which was pretty good. Attendees at Bubonicons are strange.
Most of them simply show up without advance warning. 25 would leave us in the hole
but, as Andy Capp says, while we don't believe in miracles, we tend to rely on them.

| got to the Ramada about 11:30 Friday morning to open the reglstration desk. As
| walked through the front door | gave a large sigh of relief. Rotsler walked through
the back door. We had a guest of honor. Kring and Vardeman arrived shortly and we
stralghtened everything out with Pam. -

Kring and | opened the registration desk and were quite pleased .when the various
fen began to trickle In. First to arrive were the Australlans: DUFF delagate Chris
McGowan, Eric Lindsay, and Carey Handfleld. No Bubonicon is complete without the Aus-
sles. We have had at least one every year and Chris McGowan says that the word has
been passed In Australla that anyone going to the U.S. Worldcon must arrange to also
attend Bubonlicon.

| looked up to see a vast black-clad figure looming In the doorway. 'Mighod," |
sald, "what Is the Elephant doing here?" |+ was, Indeed, Bruce Pelz lumbering in with-
out any advance warning. | promptly sold him a cublc yard of fanzines.

Another surprise was the arrival of Denny Lien and Dave Wixon from Minneapolis.

Denver was represented by a half-dozen, somewhat smaller than their usual conti-
gent. There was also a half-dozen from Phoenix, two from Tucson, four or five from
Callfornia and a handful or two of locals. Most of the locals were club members. |
was somewhat disappolnted that we dldn't get more walk-ins. It began to look as [f we
might run into some problems when the E| Paso group arrived, a full dozen strong. We
heaved a big sigh of relief. Good old El Paso put us over the top. Total attendance
was about: 65.

Programming was mixed and well-attended. |t ranged from heavy (Dr. Mel Merritt's
discussion of atomic energy In SF) to light (Vardeman and Kring on fanzines) and stops
in between. The movies were appropriately bad (Invasion of the Saucer Men and Last
Man _on Earth) and the parties went on into the night. Bill Rotsler was an excel lent
Guest of Honor as was to be expected of a man of his many talents. His talks were
witty and appropriate to the occaslon. :

We had a couple of mundanes, presumably hotel patrons, wander in for the showing
of Last Man on Earth. There | was, looking properly officlous, when they meandered In.
"Pardon me, sir," sald the young lady, "is there a no smoking section In thls theater?"

] dragg=d deeply on my pipe and considered the situation. | looked around the room.
"Doesn't look t1ke It," | sald. "Where do we get tickets?" she asked. | wondered If

| could stick them with ten dollars worth of con memberships. | decided | would be
nice about It. "It's a little late for tickets. Just find some seats If you'd like to
see the movle." "Thank you, sir," she sald and pulled her companion towards a couple
of empty chairs. | shook my head and dashed Into the hall for a quick gin at the cash

bar. ‘Mundanes. Brrr.
After we'd said our ftearful goodbyes on Sunday the members of ASFS gathered around

for the final reckoning. We found we had enough to make expenses and donate $25 to TAFF.
A successful con....

¢



A Failure in Expectation

--by Ed Wood
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The 3b4th World Science Fiction Convention held at the Hotel Muehlebach, Kansas
City, Mo., Sept. 2-6, 1976, was a curious mixture of the superlative and the abysmal.
First let's look at the superlative: the program book was the most beautiful and gor-
geous production ever put out by a world convention; the film program was well done
and the film notes in the program book informative, some might decry the lack of non-
English language films, but the bulk of the films were of interest; the masquerade, in
spite of some behind the scene troubles, was efficiently and effectively run; the
taping on television of the program was an overdue innovation; toastmaster Bob Tucker
was at the top of his form, far more impressive than his lackluster appearance at New
York in 1967; Linde Bushyager deserves much praise for the daily newspaper, "The
Bullsheet".

MAC was successful in holding attendance down, only about 2600 showed up compared
with the 4000+ at Discon II. It is said that 100 to 150 people showed up at the door
to pay $50. Considering the many and unnecessary expenses, the Kansas Cit Committee
ought to pay those people a little prayer of thanks. It may well be that MAC might
run in the red. I sincerely hope not. The unloseable hospital bracelets used by the
committee were really silly. If one wanted to, you could have gone to the nearest
Woolworth's or similar store and purchased a similar one for 69¢ or so. I still dorn't
think the number of crashers at an sf convention is a problem. Maybe the Trekkies
have their problems but not us. I say again why make several thousand people unhappy
or inconvenienced for the sake of preventing a couple dozen crashers. It's silly and
it's self-defeating.

Many people for whom MAC was their first or second convention could very easily
enjoy themselves, nor am I going to be the bad ass that is going to say to them that
they didn't enjoy the program or shouldn't have enjoyed the program. I say; go and
enjoy! As a veteran of twenty world science fiction conventions and scores of smaller
regional conventions, I am not easily impressed by "average" conventions. Let me make
this perfectly clear (where have we heard those words before?) MAC was not a failure
in my book, but I cannot grade it better than a high average. That's being excessively
kind. Let's look at the abysmal: the play, "Sails of Moonlight, Eyes of Dusk", by
David Wilson was U4 hours long and performed by professional actors costing MAC a young
fortune. Had the people enjoyed the play, it might have justified any reasonable cost,
unfortunately, there were not many kind words for the play. It might have been better
and surely much cheaper to have had fans put on "Trek A Star" or "Captain Future and
the Futuremen". The program as listed in Progress Report #5 was followed in every
aspect of its mediocrity. An example to be avoided was the program item, "Sex in
Science Fiction: A; Women in SF, Are They Necessary? B; Men in SF, Who Needs Them?", it
was evidently supposed to be a humorous panel, or so the audience was informed. From
the thundering silence of the audience, it might be said that the handling of this
topic ‘was not funny. ' A humorous panel can be fun, but if the clowns that participated
think that one can be funny, off the cuff, at 11:00 A.M. on a Monday morning after a
very trying and hectic weekend, they have learned better by now.

I had termed MAC, "Stalagcon", because of having to stand in line to stand in
line. Another fan who was eating at Victoria Station, a fine eatery about a mile away
from the convention, called it "three mediocre regional conventions in one hotel'.

I wish I had said that!
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All the high expectations of the Kan-
sas City Committee for the ultimate
convention came to naught by not
cnoncentrating on excellence of pro-
gram and certainly poor budgeting.

I Jjust wish, having been on the com-
mittee of 5 world conventions, that,
just once, the program would receive
the attention that it properly should
have. Look at every single item on
the program--why is it there? Can
it be afforded? Would anyone want
to attend it? Would anyone not want
to attend it? Look at everything
with the critical eye of a sponsor
putting his money into a costly
play!!! Then I think you might get
the innovative programming that KC
bragged about but failed to produce.
That takes time and effort! It can
pay off if done by the right people.
We have had many great conventions,
why can't we learn from them?

For all their work in taking
care of the rooms at the Muehlebach
and the other hotels, my wife, boy,
and myself arrived to be told that
the room for JoAnn Wood of Hartford
had been given to Joan Woods of
Chicago! I heard not one word of
praise for the committee for doing the
room reservations, but I heard many com-
plaints. Will future conventions learn
to let the hotels do what they should do
and what they were set up to .do?

I regret that Kansas City did not attain
that worthy goal of the ultimate (in terms of
value) convention, but to do great things, it is
sometimes necessary to keep the brain (and sweat) cells
active by keeping the eyes and ears open and the mouth shut!!!

*****&*&&*#***#******&***************k*******

Considering the many negative things which have been said about MAC, Ed Wood was remark-
ably kind in his '"report"--which, when one thinks of his penchant for outspokenness, is
cven more marvelous. (Ed, you're getting mellow...) While there are points I would,
if not disagree with, at least quibble as to their import or details, in the main, I
think Ed covered most of the praiseworthy and slammable aspects of the '76 Worldcon.
The biggest gripes seem to center around the program book and the play. I may be in
the minority regarding the hardbound program book, but I think i1t was a good idea as it
gave those who could not or would not attend the con in person much more for their fee
than any other con has done. As for the play. ..well, Jon Stopa put it best when he
said; YIf a con committee would take the cash that playused up and handed it out to
people in order to subsidize open room parties every night, their convention would go
down in history as the best one ever.? MACslargest fatiling was too much money spent
in the wrong places. However, I think, overall, it was a good con. Not the Best, by
a long shot, but still good and memorable in its own way--as all ghood cons must be...
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My career in local journalism started in 1969 with a letter to the editor: "I have

read Bruce Hopkins' columns with a rather keen delight. They have certainly hit home
on many issues...'" There followed several columns of writing as earnest as a neo's
first crudzine editorial on the state of sf--and about as interesting. Starting with a
critique of the deficiencies in the Dallas school system's English courses, I gradually
worked my way through "creeping dehumanization", up to "grotesque warpages of logic",
ending with the ringing warning that, "If we continue to build better bombs at a faster
rate than we build better human beings there will soon be no one left to worry about
such things."

Somewhere fans were poring over the first edition of ALL OUR YESTERDAYS and pre-
paring to give Harry Warner the Hugo. I was hoping to follow in the footsteps of Bruce
Hpkins. I'd seen my name in print for the first time. I was hooked.

It took me awhile to get my own newspaper column. I started writing articles for
local publications first. For OUR TOWN GAZETTE, a rich housewife's hobby, and PULSE, a
magazine produced like OUTWORLDS but featuring crudzine writing and artwork. My "art-
icles"--really nothing but garbled diatribes--were not out of place in these lowly
surroundings.

I screamed bloody murder about pollutlon, or else I attacked Spiro Agnew or Blythe
Evans--a local DA who was trying to make a name for himself by battling pornography. I
saw the future through ash tinted glasses. DOOM! DESTRUCTION!! "The rats will inher-

it the earth" is how I put it once. "The world will end in a reeking deluge of garbage.
Thousands will die gasping for nonexistant air! Through the stifling smog of the Judge-

i a“e.n ral b

abil

ment Day we have ourselves proclaimed, there will come to our ears the horrifying splash

of bodies being disposed of neatly and conveniently in the river!"

"It was 1970 and the late sixties were just dawning in Wilkes-Barre. College stu-
dents were beginning to grow longer hair than in previous years. The war was still on.
There was a lot of ugliness in the air. Name calling. I was playing the radical in

print. I identified with the part. I could never have thrown rocks during a demonstra-

tlon, ‘but I could throw words and there was a market for that sort of thing.

I don't know that I believed everything I said in print. I'm not too sure I really

thought much about what I said. It was a game. I was fulfilling the expectations of

the editors who solicited material from me. I was cultivating an image. I wanted to be

Somebody because I was desparately afraid--at 19 and 20--of growing up to be a "nobody"
like everyone else I knew.

I got a column in the Dallas Post finally, and for two years I shared the editorial
page with Bruce Hopkins, a local boy who'd started writing home from college and contin-

ued his column now that he was a teacher in New York, and "the Gaffer", a crotchety old
conservative.

Almost at once I started countering the "Gaffer's" columns. Even remembering the
man, I still dislike him. He was an "I'm all right, Jack" type. I intensely regret '
that he died before finding out that I was right about Nixon.

Nixon and Agnew made my job easy. Normally it'd be difficult to come up with 52
columns a year, but that pair supplied me with new outrages to rave about almost every
week. That's one of the beauties about newspaper columns. You don't have to create--
Just react. :

At first I followed my "gloom and doom" pattern, but it gets tiresome taklng a
radical stance every week. I started throwing in satiric articles, occasional esseys
on nonpolitical subjects like baseball and space exploration. I still preached. Did
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? actually telieve I was going to change anyone's mind about anything? I can't believe
it. But maybe I did. Maybe I did.

During my second year of columnizing I began a series of articles centering on a
mythical town named, rather unfortunately I think, Village Green. It was, of course,
a mirror reflection of Dallas, thinly disguised, and I believe people found it amusing
on that account. The series ran about 30 columns in all, interspersed with my polit-
ical fulminations, of course, and included historic sketches, essays, character stud-
ies, and even reoccuring characters like Bernard the cat who "responded more readily
to 'dinnertime' than to his name and spent his nights scratching the wallpaper off the
living room walls. That was more fun than scratching chair legs, but not quite as am-
using as scratching the legs of his owner."

I didn't neglect science fiction either. In fact, sf was the subject of several
columns. One column was even entitled "A Sense of Wonder". Dick Geis was winning a
Hugo back when that piece was printed. I was battling in the trenches of mundanial I
broke with my radical persona long enough to praise the space program. I wrote a time
travel story for Christmas one year, and followed it with a two-part serial--"It Came
From The Sewers". I even depicted a nameless being who lived in a fold in the time-
space continuum.

My newspaper column was evolving into something that really didn't belong in a
newspaper. How was I to know it belonged in a fanzine? 1I'd never heard of fanzines.
A1l I knew, or felt, was that I needed an outlet for my fictional efforts. I'd never
been able to break into the Wilkes College literary magazine. Finally I sent them a
poem, which they printed, and gave up.

POEM
Poempoem poempoem poempoem,
poempoem poem poem,
poempoem poempoem poempoem,
_ poempoem poempoem poem.

That, somewhat condensed from the original, is the extent of my Literary success.
ThHey spelled my name "Maier'. The bastards.

In 1972 I reached the peak of my journalistic career, winning a Keystone Press
Avard from the PA Newspaper Publishers' Association. It wasn't a very high peak. I
took second prize in DIVISION IV--ALL WEEKLIES. The column that beat me out was titled
"Cockleburs and Corn".

My own effort was "The NASA Papers", a takeoff on the then current Pentagon Papers
affair, in which I revealed that the entire space program was nothing more than a pro-
paganda stunt and that Neal Armstrong had taken his one great step for mankind on a
special, top-secret movie set in the deserts of New Mexico.

"The NASA Papers" would have been rejected by most fanzine editors. As a news-
paper column, though, it was ideal. It dealt with a hackneyed idea, familiar to almost
everyone. It was topical. : e

In the world of local journalism, and perhaps in the world as a whole, nothing
succeeds like controlled mediocrity. Originality won't do. People don't like sur-
prises. When they sit down to read the newspaper they want to read what they expect
to read. What they expect from a columnist is warmed-over truisms, commonly held be-
liefs. What readers enjoy most of all is seeing their own beliefs set forth in a sl
slightly more polished form that what they may be capable of writing themselves. Com-
mon knowledge with purple patches. We all like to see ourselves in print.

I was beginning to tire. It was becoming apparent that Nixon wasn't going to stop
bombing Viet Nam because I told him to. My "Village Green" series wasn't turning out:
to be The Human Comedy of journalism. I was getting bored with a 1000 word limit.
Perhaps most important of all I saw my college career slipping away in undistinguished
fashion and I saw, further, that once it was gone the world was still going to be out
there, waiting, pollution not withstanding. It seemed the evening spent writing the
column might be better spent in some other manner. ,

So after a hundred columns, I quit. It was September of 1972. It was the end of
my involvement with the local press. I'd been a "Pro". 1In all, I'd earned a few hun-
dred dollars. The Post paid 15 cents per column inch. I'd learned nothing.
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You can't learn to write in a vacuum. You need response, criticism, models to
look up to. Local journalism offered none of these. At 15 cents per column inch, I'd
have preferred egoboo! In my two years at the Post, my efforts elicited one letter to
the editor. The writer questioned my sanity. No one ever offered constructive criti-
cism. Perhaps they figured if a piece was good enough to pay money for snd brames it
needn't be any better. Certainly there were no other, more experienced, more compe-
tant writers for me to learn from. Outside of a few staff reporters, some of them only
marginally literate, local publications were filled mainly with the musings of the mid-
dle aged, talentless housewives, who thought that writing consisted of stringing togeth-
er as many clicheés as they could remember. Perhaps their belief was justifiable. Af-
ter all, those cliches had seen print plenty of times before. Why not again?

No doubt there were some fairly talented writers hiding out in that area. But
when mediocrity, or even downright incompetance is readily accepted, what incentive is
there to take the trouble to produce something better?

Re-reading parts of my early writing has been, on the whole, a painful experience.
Nevertheless some of the articles still strike me as being good. The prose is flowery,
but it flows. The sentiments are corny, but sincere. I suspect that as I read these

"good" articles I am recalling my state of mind when I wrote them. I was intoxicated
with the joy of seeing my words in print for the first time. I had scored a success,
however limited, in my first real foray into the adult world. I suppose, at the time,
I saw myself becoming a big time journalist and occasional sf pro. I had no reason to
doubt my abilities. It never occured to me that the Post would go out of business in
two years and other papers would prefer journalism majors to Keystone Press Award win-
ners. I never expected that sf editors would ignore my efforts so completely and that
my talents would eventually betray me. I had the idea that I was bound to keep on im-
proving my abilities and that nothing was really beyond me.

Leafing through the scrapbooks, I came to an article I wrote about baseball. It's
an odd feeling, looking back into the past, seeing my younger self looking even further
back into the past. Like a series of mirror images, my predecessors grow increasingly
distant, less distinct, but essentially identical. The dreams of my college years,
time-withered by now and being replaced by new dreams, had themselves sprung from even
earlier and even less realistic hopes.

"Sometimes, if you're very young," I said back then, "and standing alone in a
field hitting pebbles into the summer twilight, the rising trill of night sounds be-
comes the tumult of a packed stadium. Your team is trailing 3-0 in the bottom of the
ninth in the last game of the World Series. The bases are loaded. You swing, and the
stone that's really a baseball flies out into the darkness, and who's to say it wasn't
a homerun?"
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ADDENDUM PAGE.........

1t seems Like thene's a Little howron stony connected with the running off o4
each 4issue of Dilemma. This issue was no exception (and 1 did 40 want everything Zo
go night forn a change!!!). Sit back while 1 tell you about it...

Since I'm staying at Wilmot, and all the mimeo equipment was back in Beecher,
Wally Lugged the Gestetner, the electrno-stencil cuttern, a case of paper, and anothenr
case of allied paraphenalia up here Last week. 1 gaily cut stencils, figuwiing 1 had
all the time in the world. Wally had told me that he'd trhy to wrnite a nepont on
Chambanacon §orn this issue (1'£L go to any extreme to save Buck Coulson's eyesight)
and would mail it to me with the electro-stencils 1 needed Lin ondern to cut Derek's
Pghlange nepont. (Somehow, the bfank stencils had s&ipped out of the box 1'd brought
them up in and wene Legt behind in Hank Beck's trunk.) 1 had the issue ginished, with
a three-page neserve forn the con neport--which would have also been Wally's deput to
the printed wond scene. Wednesday came, and no repornt. 1 phoned Wally. He had tried,
he said, but he fust wasn't a wnitern. Undenstanding--1 can sympathize with the feel-
ing, and heally was surprised when he had agreed 50 readily Zo the suggestion in the
finst place--1 said it was okay, and went downstains to nun off the pages I did have,
figurning 1'd add an "addendum" page" at my Leiswre. 1 had two §ull days to print,
aften all, with no pressure to collate monre than 50 copies on 30 Zo take with to Con-
fusion. 1 checked the ink supply 4in the Gestetnern--hmmm, almost out. 1 went through
the box Wally had brought up, becoming more frantic as the search nevealed no gamilian
white cantons 0§ Quill ink. Finally 1 found a tube of Speed-0-Print ink, Legtover fgrom
the days when T used Tucker's ofd machine to nun off Dilemma. Better than nothing,
thought 1. At Least 1 could nun off 50 copies of each page, saving the sfencils fon
whenever 1 got to my ink (on vice-vensa). Have any of you trhied to squeeze out the
contents of one tube of Ank into anothen? Quifl ink comes in plasitic containers, which
seem ideal of ne-use in a pinch (and Last issue 1 had to ne-use one tube, but in that
case was going grom a Gestetnen-sized mouth to the same s4ize. There's nathern a Large
discreprancy between Speed-0-Print and Gestetner...) There was ink dabbed all over
the place--my hands and face, the counter top 4in the basement, the {Loor, my clothes.
Aftern three houns of patient drop-by-driop trhansferring, 1 had enough ink to print half
the pages. 1'd called Wakly in the mearwhile and told him about the missing 4ink and
he said he'd bring it up when he picked me up Thunsday night, s0 1 could run off the
nemaining pages then. Fine. A bit of a hassle, and time was getting Zight, but no
neal problem.

And then the snows came. Forn awhile, you couldn't see the ski mountain from the
Stopas's house. Walking to the Lodge was an adventure unto itself. Wally was going
to drive thnough this stugf? Time passed, and as the clock showed past one a.m., the
Latest houn he figured he'd be able to get here, my inclination to worry rose to the
forne. Heaning the tentative knock on the doon at 2 a .m. 1 breathed a massive s4igh of
nelief. Chilled to the bone, but carrying the sack of precious <ink (we must keep our
prudonities sinaight, aftern atl), Wally Lunched into the house. 1t had taken him 4
howws 2o make the usual 1-% hour drive grom Interfake (where he wonrks) to Wilmot. 1
made comfornting noises and poured cogfee while eyeing that sack and as soon as he Look-
ed as though he'd thaw out without any damage, 1 pawed through 4ts contents. LELLnoLs
tax fonms. W-2 fonms. Operating manual fon the Electro-stencil cutten. (My throat
sianted to choke shut.) Finally four white boxes. With A.B.Dick proudly emblazoned
on them. Oh no! He'd brought the wnong tubes again! My heart sank.

Dejectedly, 1 Lifted the Atack of cantons and showed him the fLabels. Wrong Ank
again, 1 said, these won't §it my machine either. The Last carton, though, didn'zt say
A.B.Dick. 1t nead "Quitl", and was my Long-sought Gestetner ink. 1 rnecall the trilumph
1 felt when, as a kid, 1'd 4ind an especially neat prize in the Cracker Jack box. 1
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