WELCOME TO EGOBOO, I suppose it was in-
The Fanzine That evitable: you think
Asks The Nuestion, up what you proudly
"What is Happiness" come to regard as A

Good Fanzine Title,
and sooner or later you can no longer re-
sist the urge to use it. EGOBOO came to
me in a flash of something-or-other in
late 1964, and has been waiting ever since
for a fanzine to havopen to. Periodically
I'd mention it to a friend. "“What do you
think of that?" I'd ask, and most of them
(those who remained friends) would reply,
"Hey, pretty good stuff there, boyl" or
words to that effect.

BY TED WHITE The last fanzine I edited for gener-
al circulation (which is to say, outside
the anas) was MINAC. If you remember MIN-

AC, and you look closely at XGOBOO, you'll see some parallels, But not
all that many. BEGOBOO is small, like MINAC, and it has two editors who
write all (or most) of the material, like MINAC, and even the format may
look a little like MINAC, this issue anyway, but EGOBOO is not IMINAC.
To begin with, we promise no frequency of schedule whatsoever. EGOBOO
will come out when it's time for you out there to receive some EGOBOO --
no sooner, no later. Secondly, Johnny Berry is not Les Gerber (for bet-
ter or worse) and his half of this sterling fanzine (somewhat devalued)
is simply a continuation (in spirit and in name) of his MAVERICK, which
ran some eight issues on its own. In fact, EGOBOO is really MAVERICK
with me tacked on in front.

Howsomever: FRGOBOO will find its own symbiotic style, its own vur-
pose, its own identity, and reap its own egoboo. U"hich is fitting,

I GO TO A WRITERS' CONFERENCE: If I may brag for a moment, I'd like to
mention the fact that my first sf juven-

ile novel is doing Real Fine, in both sales and reviews (a related phen-
omsnon); so well in fact that my publisher, 'lestminster Press, decided
I deserved a trip to Philadelphia (two hours south of here), where West-
minster resides. The vehicle for this, since my Jestminster editor was
a director of the Philadelphia VWriters! Conference, was an invitation
to attend said Conference to conduct a Workshop.

That sounds a little snide, but I found the offer egoboosting and
I accepted with but-a single reservation: the Conference was to take
nlace the Wednesday, Thursday and Friday before the Midwestcon, and I
didn't want to miss any more of the Midwestcon than I had to.,
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“lell, my schedule was adjusted so that my workshops occurred be-
tween 11: 00 and 12:00 noon, so that I could leave immediately after the
Friday session for Cincinatti. So T accepted

But what, I wondered, does one do in condiicting a mundane "riters'
sonflerence Worhshop’ -l asked my agent.

"Bull them along,” he said. "Most can't write, but they don't want
to be told that. Give them fiftv-percent honesty and fifty-percent in-
spirition.”" _Later, when I talked with Barbara Bates, my editor at 'Jest-
mlnster, she said the same thing.

‘lestminster handled the hotel reservations and picked up the tab,
as well as treating us to most of our meals. It was a red-carpet treat—
ment, and the first such I've received. All during our three days in
Philly I kept thinking to myself, "Say, maybe this Writer Racket 'is a
good thingl"

But we almost didn't go. We were planning to drive down Tuesday
evening, so's I1'd be fresh and raring to go for my Wednesday morning
workshop. Westminster had made a reservation for us at the downtown
Holliday Inn. - But we were a little delayed in leaving, and Robin, with
a preminition, suggested I call the Holliday Inn to confirm our reser-
vation, "After all, how long do they hold reservations?™ she asked.

The answer turned out to be Not Long. The man I spoke with told
me in firm tones that T had no reservation, and that there was no. pos-
sibility of my having a reservation, since every hotel and motel in
*hilly was booked solid and had been for weeks, due to a Borough Coun-
cilmen convention of some sort. "I suggest you stop at a Holliday Inn
halfway down, in New Jersey,' the fatuous ass told me.

"That tears that,” I said in a mood of black disgust. But then I
began making phone calls. Eventually I located Barbara Bates at her
home, And she explained that the reservation had been switched to the
nearby Bellevue Stratford. ."They had a written note on it,’ she said.
"They should've read it to you." They didn't. Chalk up another one for
gfficient hotels.

Due to the delays we finally left NYC after 9:00 pm, arriving in
"hilly after eleven. It was a Tuesday night, and Broad Street was more
lively than I've ever seen it before. :

The biggest reason, of course, was all those Borough Councilmen,
staunch men and true I have no doubt, who seemed less than one step re-
moved from American Legionaires. But we turned the 'leiss Rak VI over
to the doorman, who kept his cool remarkably when we climbed tired and
scruffy from a Lincoln, checked into the hotel, went out for a brief
walk about, and finally turned in to bed while drunken Borough Council:
men roamed the halls.

Wednesday morning we went across the street to "Jestminster Press,
and had the red carpet and Pepsi rolled out for us. It was a pleasure
to meet everyone there, a pleasure to discover my editor was a really
fine human being, and a pleasure to be told that my book was already in
its third printing and was still selling well. A real pleasure.

A few minutes before 11:00 am, as I was settling into my role as
Jorkshop Leader (Mystery & Suspense), an imposing matron bore heavily
down on me. "I'm M.J.R. Arthur, and I'd like to make an appointment
with you for a conference,' she said.

"Conference?" T echoed

"Just the fifteen-minute free conference,” she said. ''I Bon't want

the half-hour conference; I don't want to pay extra.'" ILater -- only later

-- I found out that I could've made money on that half-hour conference.
But I didn't know then. I told her to see me after the session.
/CONTINUED ON PAGE 5/
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TED HAD THAT glecam in his eye, as he bent BY JOHN D.BERRY
over the light-table. He had a stylus in his
hand, and & stencil on the table; the single
light under the toble roeflected off the wnlls
an@ the foce of Ted Waite, grinning madly,
while Robin White and I clustercd about him
on stools. As he stencilled the headings for
this issue of EGOBOO, Robin and I could see
that finally Ted Whlte-—BNF candidate for the
Best Fon Writer Hugo, former worldcon choir—
nman--had caught the fonzine modness ocgain.

He was going to publish a fanzine.

Thosc of you who open up EGOBOO, glance at (;/7
it, and rmtter, "Oh, acnother Ted White fanzine," gy J- iR
will be right. Or ot least half right. This —
collaboration is essentially Ted and I both do- ' [;_‘\‘
ing together what I wos doing alone with my own 7
MAVERICK: 1it's a letter-substitute, and a small e e
fanzine that doeqn t take much effort to pro- ,A:Z«/’///—

duee and ought to appear fairly often., We will | Y, ‘
print letters, when we have enough interesting PV]{}\)}f’K:;lcgriﬂ
ones; send them to me, plcase. Also please :
send all queries about why you are or are not

on the mailing list to me, as I'm handling all

such details, you are getting this issue of EGOBOO, it meons we
have you on our Ziﬁ%lé/ﬂiéﬁ mlg list, but to stay on it we sugges
that you respond.

* * ¥*

I'VE COME ACROSS whot I think is a new parallel for fonzines.
It occurred to me while I was rending Eric Hoffer's The True Believ-—
er, when he remarked on the satisfaction that is gained by o crafts-
men 28 he sces something being created under his own hands. "The
decline of handicrafts in modern times is perhaps one of the couses
for the rise of frustration," says Hoffer, and immediately I made the
connection with my fanac. Why do I publish fanzines? Whaot is it
that T get out of fanning that makes it worth 211 the frustrations
that it olso brings me? This is a question that o lot of fons osk
themselves, and often the onswer is: "Nothing." They then gafiate,
cither by keeping up friendships but ceasing oll fonac, or by going
down'in o blaze of wrath againgt fandom's "paper world."

In looking ovdr some o0ld fonzincs I got fxom Bruce Pelz, specific-
ﬂlly Ted White's GAMBIT 25 and Gregg Cn 1kins's OOPSLA 28/29 and 30,
and comparing them to the latest issue of my own FOOLSCAP, T reﬂllzod
how much the nvpearance of the fanzine meons to me. I am much less
likely to sct fed-up with fondom for an evening if I'm reading o beau-—
tiful, neat, pleasing package like Oopsla or Gambit than if I'm poring
over the last BADINAGE or cven a WARHOON from a few ycars ago. Pack-
aging has a grect effcet on me; my surroundings con dictote my mooa,
and when I get "into" a fanzine, the layout, the typefoce, and the art-
work are my "surroundings." Aftcr I've cleaned up untidy piles of
clothes and papers ond fanzines around my room, for instance, and have
some clecar floor-space and my shelves neatly arranged, I am very apt
to Tecl o lot more joyful than if I'm squatting in the middle of =
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pigstie. In the same way I am much happier in a fanzine with an attrac-
tive, open appearance than in pages and pages of scruffy text.

Then when I'm producing a fanzine, whatt I'm doing is creatiing
something. I pick the material, I writte much of it, I draw or solicit
the artwork, I arrange the layout, I even (ghod help me!) generally do
the mimeographing and collating. It's all mine; I've created it and
sent it out upon the world. And I like recognition for what I've done.
That's why I've toyed with the idea of doing whati Les Nircnberg diad
with his PANIC BUTTON several ycars ago: he eliminated just o few of
the ultra—-fannishs, kceping the fannish atmosphere, and sold it on news-—
stands all over Toronbto. It was revicwed as YLCanada's answexry to THE
REALISTY (which is practically a fanzine itself). For the sane reasons
I shy away from the idea of being o professioncl editor or even publish-
cr of a major magozine, with a vast orgonization under me doing nmost
of the work; it would take away the clementt of wrafitsmanship.

My fanzine is a handicraftt; fandom is one of the few places whexe
I actually creatte things that are relotively worthwhile for a respon-—
sive audience. Of course I am never sattiisficd with the finished pro-
duct; as soon as o fanzino 1s on stencil I begin picking nits in it
and seeing where it really isn't as good aos I thoughti it was, but af-
ter a few nmonths I .can look back on it and be proud of whatt I've created.
It's something concrette that I've donc, somcthing that I can point to
and say, "That's mine. I made it."

It!'s a good fecling. And maybe that's one rcason I'm o fan.
* * ¥*

CHANGLES OF ADDRESS: Moxry Recd, 5 Park Close, Longneadow, Steven—
age, Hertfordshire, ENGLAND; Jcrry Jacks, 2008 Green St., San Francisco,
Calif.

¥* * *

FANZINE FEVER: QUIP (8; Spring, 1968; bvimonthly; 50¢, loa, contrib,
trode; nimeo; Arnie Katz, 98 Patton Blvd., New Hyde Pork, NY 11040; 42
pp.) With this issue, Quip is fully recowered from the delays of thc
past year and the fiasco of tthe USFOD vs. QUIP 7. It is the first of
the smaller, morec frequent: issuesi Cindy Van Axrnam was co-cditor forx
this issue, but from now on Arnic will edit it alone, witth aid and abetr
toance from me and Cindy and the rest of the nedbuous "Quip Gestal !
(copyright 1968; =ll rights reserved). #8 is the best issue in o long
tine, with a finely-balanced concentration of Good Stuff by Ted White,
Charles Burbce, Lou Atking, Harry Warncr, F.M. Busby, Dick Geis, Dick
Lupoff, and Arnie (and o lettiercol that consists entirecly of o letiter
frori me on Q 6). The zine is beceoming increasingly visual, and this
issue featumes generally good layout and o good deal of excellent Joe
Staton cartoons. Ted's "Who Was That Neofan I Saw You With Lost Night"
is an intelligentt article on what goes into meking a ncofan or o BNF.
Arnie himsclf is hitting a pcaok as o fanwriter with o fine editorial
and o very funny 1little pieee on Alan Shaw and Heavy Black Lines, which
strikes ne as thce best of the short humorous itens Arnic hos been doing
lately. The next issuec will be outi this sumnmer, and when the letiticreol-
unn--the only thing now lacking--bcgins thriving agein, Quip will again
rank as one of thie besth fannish genzines.

-=John D. Berry
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/WHITE TRASH, Continued from page 2/

A few weeks .before the Conference I'd been sent an envelope contain-
ing five manuscripts. These had been submitted for my consideration and
criticism by prospective members of my workshop.

They were all dreadful. They read like the poorer stories I'd read
in F&SF's slush pile. ©None of them were even salvageable. One had been
by Mrs. M.J.R. Arthur, who had played coy about her sex with this impres-
sive row of initials before her name.

During our "conference she confided to me that she had written
five books. She'd not yet sold any of them, but she wrote eight hours
a day, and she obviously had great stamina. One of them was a biography
of Pearl-Buck, as seen through that woman's books. "She's trying to sur-
press it," Mrs. Arthur told me. I had an instant feeling of deja vu.

"We were such good friends, but then she had a change of heart and now
she refuses to allow it to be published. What can I do?"

I told her to wait until Pearl Buck died.

The first worlshop I talked about markets (everyone wanted to write
books for paperback publication), contracts and agents. T told them ex-
actly what any writers' magazine could tell them., Periodically I picked
up a copy of my ‘/estminster book, or of my just-out Captain America book
my only work of 'mystery & susvense') to illustrate my points. It was
all very fresh and exciting for them. :

"Them" were about a dozen little old ladies, a recently divorced
younger woman obviously at loose ends, an adolescent boy who'd come all
the way from California and hid behind shades, and a police reporter
who asked if he could tape me (I said sure). T began with the assump-
tion that none of them had sold a thing (I was going by the manuscripts
I'd seen) but several enlightened me by telling me they sold to church
publications and confessions magazines. (The latter woman, a sweet lit-
tle old lady, totally startled me by showing me a manuscript that was
completely competant and quite salable. I'm afraid that in my surprise
and pleasure I all but went on her shoulder. But she was gratified.)

At the end of the first session another little old lady rose and asked in
a quivering voice if she'd blundered into the wrong workshop. %I came
here to learn how to write," she cried. My perspectives were restored,

But the next two sessions we did talk about writing. I did most of
the talking. I only got to talking of the first manuscript (their auth-
ors all were hapny to have Their Children discussed in public), but after
I was done another woman came up and asked for hers back toco., "You an-
gwered all my cuestions, and you told me exactly what was wrong with my
story," she said. Which, obliquely, I had,

Thursday night was the reception and banquet. The reception was
notable for the way little old ladies can gulp martinis and whiskey
sours (I had only two; I needed them), and the banquet for good food (at
»7.50) and an incredible selection of speakers.

Two major speakers were featured, and after the usual self-congrat-
ulatory speeches by organization functionaries and some 'blue' remarks-
at which the ladies laughed uproariously (too uproariously), the first,
a surgeon, told us how we should avoid ulcers. Yes, he did: actually
and literally. :

The second speaker was C. Hall Thompson, an author of westerns (I
started one; couldn't read it), who compared himself incessantly with
Tom "Wolfe and Hemmingway, told us he was an Author, not a Professional
Yriter (like Hammett), and generally inspired a throbbing in every lit-
tle old lady's breast. "Well, he's better than Richard Gehman,'" Barbara
Bates told me; "Gehman Jjust got totally sloshed and told a series of. .
dirty jokes last year.” I had to admit Thompson was exactly what the




audience wanted to hear, but the next day, in my final session, I made
it a point to contradict most of the bilge in his speech.

Reports which have reached me since, say, ''the writers say you
had the best workshop going;" "best mystery instruction ever;' "one of
the most interesting workshops I've ever been in;'" "so helpful"...etc.
But once was enough.

During the banguet I listened in quiet fascination as various peo-
nle around our table compared notes on all the latest Writers' Conferen-
ces they'd attended. One elderly man, who couldn't make up his mind
between George '/allace and Richard Nixon, but wished Kennedy hadn't been
shot because he'd have voted for Kennedy, talked of the dozens of Con-
ferences he'd been to in the last few years. It became increasingly
obvious to me that these people are trapped in their own strange little

fandom: ‘Jould-be ‘lriters' Fandom. Most can't write, and will never write.

But the "creativity'" of the profession attracts them as a flame will
moths, and they flutter about the Conferences so as to never burn them-
selves with the truth of their own ineptitude. Sad, pathetic, and some-
times disgusting. *Sigh¥*

Once was interesting. It was even fun. But twice would be tiring,
and more than that an exercise in futility. I'd like to walk into such
a session and, Jjust once, be brutally honest: "Almost all of you cannot
write and should not be here. You're wasting your time and my time. Go
away." But of course I didn't, and I won't. DBut I won't go back for
seconds. _

Friday was 0ld Newsboys' Day in "hiladelphia. A band played under
our window during my last workshop. I said goodbyve to everyone, col-
lected my check, and we checked out.

hile we waited on the sidewalk for the car to be brought around

a cab pulled up and Lee Hoffman climbed out. '"Good timing, Lee," I said.

"Our car will be here in a minute. You get in on the 12:30 bus?"

"No," Lee said. "I got in at noon. It just took this long to get
a cab and get over here. Parades everywhere." At least I think that's
what she said; the music was pretty loud.

It took twenty minutes for them to bring my car, but finally we
were in and off. Cincinnati lay eleven hours and thirty minutes to the
west., But that's another story... ~-Ted 'hite
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