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Hi! How you doing? Listen, it's some kind of amusing here in GALLIMAUFRY #2, but
we have suggestions before you go in. Prerequisites for frame of mind. First,
pour yourself something tall and wet with icecubes in it. Immediately go to a fav-
orite spot and assume a relaxed position, this fanzine in hand and the reading lamp
lit. A musical background might be nice; an old favorite would be good. Stretch
those arm and leg muscles until they quiver a bit, loll your head about and stretch
those neck muscles, then look at the table of contents to see what's ahead of you
and begin reading with page 4. Slow readers should keep icecubes and other replen=-
ishments near at hand. A strokeable cat on the lap is optional.
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EDITORS: .Joni Stopa, Wilmot Mountain, Wilmot, Wisconsin 53192
Dave. Locke, 6828 Alpine Avenue #4, Cincinnati, Ohio 45236

Production values courtesy of the Jackie Causgrove Publishing Empire, Ink. Letters
of comment and requests for sample copies ($2) go to Dave Locke. Fenzines in trade
go to Joni Stopa.
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EDITORIAL:

JHECH SRS RO

I MeMORIAM
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I spent a great many years in the company of a radio. Television was a marvel
that a few very wealthy families enjoyed and was being reserved for my future.

Radio, then, as now, was a box that emitted sounds. In fact, it is the very
same thing that most people use to listen to music. Back in my childhood it was a
arime source of entertainment. Since it was not a visual medium we used a slightly
different way to refer to it. Like, "I listened to Jack Armstrong last night, did
you?" "No, I had to rake the leaves; I didn't hear it."

_Naturally,. the-stage for any program was set in your mind. The essential props
were all provided.by-sound-effect men. Coconut shells hitting a table were hoof-
‘beats,~a-whistling noise.was -the wind, and so forth. The actors .spoke their linss,
-the sound-effect men set the.scene, and.uwe provided the pictures in our minds.
Since we—didn't ‘watch ‘the radio, we often did something else besidas.listening. My
mother.was usually tending to the-mending, my dad half-read/half-listened, and I
-usually-was working on school things.

Like TV, if there was a program we didn't care for wa just checked the_listing
in the paper and changed channels. There was no "Radio Guide" in those days. It
really wasn't all that necessary, especially if you were a kid. Our programming
was more extensive than they have for children today. Nobody used precious air time
to teach us the alphabet or to recognize numbers. That would have been a bit hard
to do considering the medium. We had to make do with pure entertainment. If there
was a serious message at all, it was to eat the sponsor's brand of cereal.

Our programming day began early in the morning. I can't quite recall what pro-
grams I listened to, but one was sponsored by Quaker Puffed Wheat and Puffed Rice.
It might well have been The Lone Ranger, but I don't think so. After school I'd sit
down with a glass of pop and a peanut butter sandwich and listen to Jack Armstrong,
the All-American Boy. This, I know, was sponsored by Wheaties, the Breakfast of
Champions. Closely followed by Skyyyyyyy KING! The early evening offered up such
delights as Sergeant Preston Of The Yukon. These programs all had two basic things
in common: they were action-adventure and they were sponsored by cereal companiss.

Uhen I heard my parents refer to my serial Jack Armstrong, I assumed that tha
word for an ongoing program was cereal. UWhen I was a bit older I learned the differ-
ence.

Programming wasn't just for kids, though. There were plenty of things for
adults;, too. Drama, comedy, music, and variety shows. Kids usually learned by rote
what stations they wanted to listen to at any given time of day. Adults usually
referred to the program guide except for news, and certain programs that could be
counted on to be very entertaining every week. Jack Benny, Fibber McGee And Molly,
and all the other now=-famous programs.

I admit to enjoying those very much, but if I were pressed to choose betwesn
flysterious Traveler and Amos & Andy, there would have been no contest. Since therse
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were different types of programming in the evening most families had more than one ra-
dio. The kids listened to what they preferred and the adults listened to whatever
they wanted to without a batch of kids whining and fidgeting.

Saturday morning was different, though. That was aimed primarily at the younger
generation. Prtty much. like it is today. It was assumed that most adults slept late,-
or were too busy with other things to spend much time listening to the radio. In the
morning we had unlimited programs. Among other things, I got about two solid hours of
Captain Midnight. My husband, Jon, claims it was a daily program, but that wasn't
how I listened to it. The morning listening ended just after the Green Hornet. I was
perfectly happy to do anything else during the day, but we usually went to the Satur-
day Matinee at the Movies. They don't have them anymore, but for about 50¢ we got to
see five or six cartoons and two horse operas. If we were lucky we got The Lone Rang-
er and Roy Rogers. If we were unlucky it was Hopalong Cassidy (the Wimp) and a very
old Tom Mix. All this, and money left over for popcorn, too!

In 1985, Saturday is disaster night on TV. It is assumed that everybody is scms-
where else and won't be doing a thing to boost the ratings. That wasn't true when I
was young. Many people did go out to the movies, but a lot more were sitting by their
radios listening to some of the best programs of the wesk. The [Mystericus Traveler,
Inner Sanctum, and, if you kept the volume low so that your parents couldnft hear,
Lights Out.

Sunday radio. forgot all about kids. Well, not completely. At about mid-mornirg
the Sunday Funnies were on. In my case there were two sets of funnies. There was
the Hearst "Puck, The Comic Weekly" which was followed by Pittsburgh's other leading
newspaper, The Pittsburgh Press (I belisve). Betwsen my parents reading to me, and
following the Sunday Funnies with the paper in front of me, I was reading by the time
I was thres. Once mid-morning was past, we got down to serious adult programming.

Things were a bit different in the forties. People didn't travel much, and if
you went away for the weekend it was to vidt relatives or friends. Sunday was usually
spent at home with a big family dinner and all. Radio was now a grown-ups' thing. No
matter how I turned the dials all I could find was religion, sports, religion, opsera,
religion, classical music, religion, or pop music. If I had been a boy I might have
appreciated the sports. From the time the Funnies went off the air until the Great
©ildersleeve came on, Sunday was a no-kids land as far as I was concerned. Music, of
any kind, I didn't make an effort to listen to. MMusic was something I just grew up
with. My mother was a professional musician and when she wasn't playing for KDKA shs
was teaching music. I looked on music as a profession and not all that different than
being a doctor or a steelworker. It was just something you could do for a living.

For that matter, when I really consider it, music for me was just a background
noise until I was in my teens. If anything, besing a steslworker seemed a lot more
glamorous. Being a cowboy would have been right off the charts. Flash Gordon's life
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would have been totally out of this world. Considering the spread of Muzak, my sarly
habit of not listening has served me well.

I was talking about Sunday Radio. Back to the subject. As a child, the worst
thing that could happen to me on a Sunday afternoon was being cooped up in a rela-
tive's apartment with my parents. There were no other kids to play with. I was the
only grandchild at the time. At home I had options. Going outside to play. Visiting
a friend's house. At worst, retreating to my room and rereading & few comic books.
None of those things were possible at a relative's house. I was allowed to take a
few comics along, but no more than that.

These visits usually took the better part of two eternities as far as I was con-
cerned. The radio would go on, and if the men didn't want to hear a ""game" the dial
would be turned to music. Specifically, Swing. You know == the big band sound.

Live, from the Aragon Ballroom in Chicago, from high atop the Weldorf-Astoria and
other exotic places my relative could listen to Benny Goodman, Fred Waring, and the
Philadelphians. Myself, I didn't want to swing and sway with Sammy Kaye or anybody
else. I don't know who listened to those religious programs, but it wasn't anybody I
knew. I preferred to be outside playing. The only thing standing between me and in-
sanity was 3 comic books, a few battered magazines, and the parts of the Sunday news-
papers I never would have read if not trapped like an animal. Sooner or later some- .
one would ask me if I didn't like the music.

I usually gave that a little thought, and replied in the negative. At which point
the adult would assure me that when I GREW UP I would like that music. As a child I
would think about what kind of music I would like when I grew up. I knew with some
certainty it wouldn't be swing. I knew for a fact that I didn't like the Grand 0ld
Opry. That pretty much ruled out country and western. I made a special exception
for Frankie Laine's "Mule Train" and "Wild Goose". Those I liked. Other than that I
considered singing, even by Roy Rogers, the yukky part of the Saturday fatinee.

I would try out the thought of liking Classical music. I had a hard time pictur-
ing myself all dressed up, sitting very still in a theater, listening to an orchestra,
voluntarily. Since I had already been to a concert or two I had no problem putting
myself in that position, where the only action allowed was coughing. I did have a
lot of problems trying to imagine doing it voluntarily.

I thought I might like opera, if I knew what it was all about. From what I could
tell from the radio it was mostly people singing very, very loud in a foreign lan-
guage. The other thing I knew was gleaned from cartoons. They not only sang in a
roreign language but they took a long time to die and wore Viking costumes. This
wasn't much to go on, but I tried to picture it anyway. I wasn't too successful.

I did like some music as a kid, but I don't think most of the adults shared my
taste. I liked polkas. A few classical pieces that I wasn't eware were classics,
and Spike Jones. Left anywhere near a juke box I would pump nickles into the mighty
Wurlitzer and listen to Spike Jones non-stop. My parents climbed the walls when I
did that.

I may ~ct hév= known much about music but I did know what I liked...

Swing, I decided, was pretty much like those programs that my Aunts and Grand-
mother listened to during the week. This was something else I was assured that I
would like when I grew up. My grandmother always listened to Stella Dallas, Back
Stage Wife, and Young Widder Brown. It really might have been Widow, but the
announcer - always pronounced it Wlidder. My Aunts just listened, but my Grandmother
would get really worked up over those programs. I never did pay any attention to what
went on during the broadcasts; I was too engrossed by what iy Grandmother was doing.
She got really emotionally involved. She would pound her fist, grip the edges of the
chair, and yell out warnings and advice. I just decided that soap operas were some-
thing I might-just appreciate when I am older.

There was a movie I made my mother take me to see. The Red Shoes. I was more
than personally convinced I would like that movie. I didn't care what my mother said.
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I knew, with that deep instinctive knowledge that only a child can have, that it
was one of the Grimm fairy tales. Particularly "The Girl Who Trod on a Loaf". It
was one of the Grimmer fair y tales. The girl, who was wearing new red shoes, suf-
fered a nasty fate for using a loaf of bread on a mud puddle to keep her new red
shoes clean. 0dd, the really horrible things we were allowed to read as "fairy
tales". I was not to be convinced otherwise.

I begged, I pleaded, and whined. I was not to be reasoned with. My mother
finally took me to see it. Against her better judgement, and mostly to shut me up.
Naturally I hated it. Naturally my mother reminded me that she told me I wouldn't
like it. It was a grown-up movie. I wasn't old enough to understand or like it.

I don't think I ever demanded to see a grown-up movie again.

I hed already developed a preference pattern. I liked adventure, I liked
ghost stories and mysteries. I didn't much care for real and earnest emotional
stories. I actually took time a few ysars ago to watch The Red Shoes again. I
still don't like it. I would have preferred a bad Japanese monster movie. I didn't
like soaps as a kid, and I retained that sort of taste. I may be fully mature in
some ways, and in others I still have not grown up.

Take Shakespeare, forinstance. Most grown-ups pay great lip service to him.
Then just watch what happens whan they have a chance to see a performance for free.
Well, of courss they intend to go or turn on the TV or whatever. The truth is that
when tha time comes around nobody can quite seem to do it. Really good excuses,
too, lika the cat wanted to play catch or they had a headache.

I picked up on the Bard as a kid. I heard those immortal words "Eye of neut,
toe of frog..." and I knew I would like anyone who wrote like that. Fortunately I
read Shzkespeare before seeing it performed.

Almost all those grown-ups that proclaim that Shakespeare is GREAT ART have
only seen it performed by American actors. A perfectly decent actor who can do more
than justice to "The Crucible" is suddenly aware of the fact that he/she is about
to present "GREAT ART". This changes the whole complexion of things and the end re-
sult is an overacted mess that could turn off almost everyone. The actors in ths
U.S.A. tend to forget that "The Play is the Thing".

R couple of years ago I happened to see As You Like It done on TV. It was
shown twice in the same week by one of the local PBS stations. The afternoon shouw-
ing was done in conjunction with the College of Du Page county, and if you watched
the whole series and did one or two other things you could get some college credits.
This was fine as far as it went; it's just that the acting was execrable. It was
just like watching a really bad sit-com, just missing a lzugh track. The actors
behaved as though what they were saying was funny. They were performing a comedy,
weren't they?

The British actors did everything in sarnest. They knew the individual lines
were not funny per se. They were funny only in context and to the audience. The
characters themselves did not see the situation as funny at all. There were no ver-
bal clues that this was indeed funny stuff. They respected the audience enough to
get the idea themselves. After all, there were no laugh-tracks in Shakespeare's
day and he learned to do without them.

The problem ¢ oms to be that most Americans think that Shakespeare is GREAT
ART, and refuse to see it as common entertainment. That is exactly why it is con-
sidered such great art. Anybody can understand and enjoy it, providing that ‘they
can see a decent performance.

Shekespeare and many of the old radio shows have one thing in common. Anybody
can like it.

Liks the Bard, Dickens and Twain and the others were all popular in their day.
They all had critic problems. No doubt William S. probably read reviews that said
Hamlet couldn't possibly match up to some other work that has long since crumbled
into dust.
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Back when I was a kid and listening to radio, I didn't know that I was develop-
ing a taste for the classics. Not all of what I enjoyed turned out to be classic.
iy favorite type of story was the action-adventure yarn with an element of the fan=
tastic. WNaturally, the minute I first read science fiction, I became addicted.
Never mind that I had to skulk out of bookstores, keeping the cover pressed close
to my bosom; never mind that classmates thought Amos & Andy were the greatest thing
since sliced bread and would look down on my taste. But there it was -- I was
hooked.

Scisnce Fiction had a lot more appeal for me than fantasy. Since it was in my
future, there was a possibility that these things could happen in my lifetime. Tog,
there was the lure of £Wé/FEdALiér outer space. I got into an awful battle with one
of the Nuns that taught me -~ she was adamant that man would never get into speace
and I was equally dead set in believing that he would. It was almost a personal
triumph for me when I ran into her in Antioch after the Eagle landed, and she ad-
mitted being wrong. I tried to be a gracious winner, but Ghod I felt smug!
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The first time I met Carruthers, I knew that he was not just fannish but sty-
lishly so. It showsed in his stance, his sardonic smile, and in his clothing == the
immaculately rumpled MiniCon t-shirt, the slightly frayed and sver so subtly faded
blue denim jeans, and the dayglo orange propellor beanie, its prop so perfectly ad-
Justed that it added a constant cool aspect to his demeanor.

He was, of course, sitting at the bar, a spayed gerbil -~ shaken not stirred
== in one hand, and a rosewood Pipe, delicately carved with a bas relief depicting
the life of Roscoe, in the other. Around him sat his acolytes, any ons of whom
would have added grace to a Worldeon podium, yet sach as a boy in the presence of
the wise one,

Carruthers had just complaeted the definitive discourse on the question of the
identity of the parson who had sawed Courtney's boat, and I took advantage of ths
stunned silence in which to introduce myself. He accepted my greeting with the
grace born of nobility, though, in comparison to the assembled cliques, I was the
rankest of neos.

"Cram Beiltro," he said. "Qf course. lleren't you responsible for the VexCon
Paper on dealing with minor postal officialg?"

I allowed that I was, and admitted my surprise that he had heard of my work.
Thrusting aside my self-deprecation, he called the barman to take my order, though
I fancy that he supressed a shudder when I asked for a pangalactic gargleblaster
with a blog chaser. Carruthers was, after all, of the old school. Soon, though,
any uneass at my gaff. was swept away in the ensting conversation.

Carruthers was, it seemed, as much a dabbler in the arcane arts associated
with the Postal Department as I myself, though his fannish fame rested more on his
explanations of fannish mythos in terms of contemporary psychology. For hours we
argued over ths minute details contained in those rare feu postal documents that
had found their way into fannish hands, I even managad to surprise him with my re-
velation of certain areas of fine print detailing exactly what the Postal Authori-
ties were permitted to do with Fourth Class Mail, He assured me that he would look
very carsefully into the ownership of those companies involved in the manufacturs of
toilet tissue before investing in their products.

After a time, we found ourselves alone at the bar, Carruthers' other compan-
ions having lefi to attend the Hugo Awards ceremony. The entire bar area wes
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virtually empty, with the exception of a few British fans who were drying their
trouser legs by the fire. We were sitting as far from them as was possible. The
odour was overpowering, and it may well have been that that turned Carruthers' mind
to the topic that he then raised.

"Beiltro," he said, and, in uttering that single word, reduced the temperature
of the room to the point that the British beer drinkers looked cdistinctly annoyed,
"have you ever considersd trying to conjure up a Category B Postal Registration?®

My jaw dropped, and one of the Srits who had been surreptitiously listening in
on our conversation crossed himself and then his legs, and waddled off in the dir-
action of the Gents. Ceategory B Registration... The very whisper of it had been
known to curdle bourbon. It was the obsessive dream of any faned with & circula-
tion of more than a hundred, but tne tales of what had befallen thoss few fans fool-
hardy enough to summon up the Postmaster General were told as bedtime stories to
little fans who refused to put zip codes on their mailing labels. If Carruthers was
serious, he was talking in teris of large stskes indeed, even for hin.

I sat amazed, as Carruthers recited to me e narrative of the shserest horror.
It was common knowledge that he had, at one time, coedited a fanzine with Nigsl
Adams, a faned well-known in the seventies, but who had long since faded into the
mists of time. It was Adams who had discovered the ancient texts that led the way
to his summoning up of the Postmaster General himself. But I draw ashead of my ta.le.

"I hadn't seen Adams in quite some time," said Carruthers. #After he had lost
the stencils to the annish of THEZ GOLDEN AGE OF FANDOM, he seemed wrackad by guilt,
and convinced that I meant to do him harm, uwhich was certainly true for the first
six years."

H= took a sip, as diu I, and we shut out the rest of the world as his tale un-
folded.

You can imagine me surprise ‘inen {Carruthers told me, as he began warming to
the story] when I received a letter from him, asking that I visit him. The return
address was cven more surprising. Smiehow he had found himself a house once occu-
pied by H.P. Lovecraft, Naturally I couldn't resist the invitation. Remours that
certain portions of Lovecraft’s correspondence == including some of that detailing
his contractual agreements witih August Derleth -- were to be found in a secret com-
partment in one of Lovecraft's residences were, at that time, commonplace, and I
couldn't pass up the opportunity to do a little research of my oun.

To the original eldritch horror of the house, Adams had contributed his oun
touches, There were two giant stone alsation dogs, with expressions of the utiost
ferocity carved into their black marble visages, and under those were alabaster
columns, bearing the lagend POST NO DILLS., The garden was darkly overgroun with
weeds and sinister bramble bushes, and the lawns were unkempt. In that respect it
was no different from any faneditor's establishment.

I wmade my way along the crazy paving, noting as I did that sach stcine was cn-
graved with symbols which, though imeaningless, secred somehow to strike a chord in
iy subconscious mind. I lifted the heavy lead door knocker, and, after the hollow
thud had rung through the house for a minute or so, the door creaked open, and I was
faced by a deformed green midget with strangely tufted ears. In a croaking voice
it said "You must be fr. Carruthers.” I half expected it to ask me to “Walk this
way® which would have been most difficult, as it had a strangely puppet-like lurching
gait. However, it merely took my hat and ceoat, and gestured me towards a room I soon
ciscoversd was fdams? study.

I had ten minutes in which to peruse the collection of ancient fanzines and
tomes dealing with the perverse manipulations of the Post Office before Adains cntor-
ad the room. I must admit that I was horrified. Rather than the smaciated figurc
I was expecting to see, there stood before me a man whose corpulence hinted of &
lifestyle well beyond the means of any self-respecting starving faned.
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"Carruthers old man," he said, extending a bloated hand toward me. "I'm so
glad that you made it. Indeed, your arrival is most timely. You are about to see
one of the most momentous discoveries of our time."

He always did have a sense of his own importance, and never stopped to explain
anything. I did though eventually get him to slow down to the point that I could
ask him how he had achieved his prosperous appearance, and why he had invited me
down after so many years. He explained houw, having lost the stencils for that long
ago annish, he'd been determined to make amends, and how he had retreated to study
certain arcane tomes that had come into his possession by some means he was not will-
ing to explain. He promised that what he was going to show me would more than com-
pensate for his previous errors.

He led me up the thin winding staircase into his private den. I must admit that
my breath was taken from me once more, for there before me was a sight the like of
which I had not seen since John Packer's rats got into your fanzine collection, Cram.

The floor had been cleared to allow the pale light from the archaic light fitting
to shine on linoleum that had not seen as much as a photon in years. Decades, or
so it seemed, of accumulated kipple, had besn merely swept to the sides of the room,
and banked up as tidal debris on some rock-strewn shore. There, in the centre of
the newly cleared space, stood an old brick-red pillar box, its gaping maw somehow
blackened. The paint on the top seemed somehow bubbled and cracked, as though expos-
ed to some intense heat..

Around the letter box, Adams had inscribed a four pointed star in what I hoped
was red mimeo ink. From my previous studies, I recognized that this was at the same
time symbolic of the four classes of mail and of the four items -- rain, slset,
slush and snow =-- that were capable of containing the power of the Postmaster Gener-
al. At sach corner of the star, there stood a letter balance, a lighted candle in
each pan. I knew that, were this symbolic barrier to be broken, the wrath of the
Postmaster General could descend on every being in the room.

I turned to Adams, and even as I did, he spoke. "Yes," he said, "I have dona
it. This very night I will make a ceal with the Postmaster General. I will have
a Category B permit. [y fanzines will travel at a ridiculously low price to all the
corners of the globe, as will yours. I promised that I'd make it all up and I will.,®

For a moment I wiped this off as the raving of a madman, but there was a hint
of sanity in his eye that scared me. #0h yes," he continued. "You think I'm just
raving, but look at me. No more am I that seven stone weakling who used to get zap-
ped by Battlestar Galectica rayguns at conventions. I hava already delved the sec-=
rets of the Post Office, and my dealings with Postal Officials have given me strange
powers over them. I'm a faned, and yet I have had enough mnney to eat thres square
meals a day, while printing a run of a thousand copies. Eighty pages!i!! Every
month, without fail -- eighty pages!!i!!¥

I didn't know what to do, though my better part sungested that leaving was the
most profitable option. Here was ny one time friend raving about a fanzine thet would
have been the talk of all of fandom, had it existed, and yet no one I knew had ever
heard of it. A shudder passed along my spine. Adams clearly believed sverything
he was saying, and yet it could not be. He sauw my hesitance, and smiled. "Ah, I
know. You're jealous. They all are. That's why I never get LoCs, not even from
Harry Warner, Jr. Ted White hasn't said anything nasty about my zine. MNeither has
Joseph Nicholas. That's because they know that they can't possibly hope to equal
it. Well, they'll see. When I get this ish out,"

As if by magic, a thick wad of twil-tone appeared in his hand. He passed it
to me, and, in those few seconds that I had before he snatched it from my hand again,
I could see that his statements were not merely hyperbole. It was a fanzine that
I myself would have been proud to edit. Adams' artwork had progressed from the acol-
escent scrawl of the early days to a style that somehow combined the best elements
of Tim Kirk, Raidy Bathurst, and Bill Rotsler. The vriting contained sentences that
burnt themselves into my brain, I was suddenly humbled, because I realissd that,
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for all my reputation, I was in the presence of one greater than myself .

But the zine was ripped from my hanc, and suddenly I noticed that the pillar
box in the centre of the room had startad to glow a brighter red. Adams had stepped
carefully over the line, and had knelt before its open mouth. He muttered what sound-
ed like "To thee oh lloloch I present my first born -- the first collated -- the first
copy." He thrust the zine into the orifice, and stepped back over the line. There
was a roar, as if of mighty furnaces, and the pillar box glowed still brighter red,
as oily black smoke began to puff from the top.

Gradually the smoke coalesced into a stern face, with a grimly set cap on its
head. I inched furtively towards the door, but the demon paid me no attention. In
a booming voice it proclaimed its dire rulings. "“Thou shalt have no alphabetical
listings in thime fanzine." 1 watched horrified as the uncollated contents page on
the bench behind Adams suddenly burst into flame. 9“Thou shalt list the date, clear-
ly and with no typographical errors, on the cover.” The stack of covers crumbled
into the bench, leaving nothing but 2 smear of white dust to show where thsy had
been. "Thou shalt not permit thy zine to be besmirched by any taint of advertising.”
The zine reviews, and convention listings were gone, suciked into some demonic vor-
tex. "Thy zine shalt conform to the standards of decency considered adequate by the
Post Office.” A further half of the uncollated zine collapsed into a slimy heap
that slithered off the bench, and disappeared through the floorboards. "The rest
shalt be delivered, by the Post Office, in our oun time, and at your expense."

On the word "your,” the red pillar box suddenly underuwent a grave transforma-
tion. The top took on the appearance of a whirled shell, and the bottom part became
suddenly gelatinous, extending four eyes on long gooey protuberances. UWith dread-
ful certainty it crept towards Adais, who seemed rooted to the spot. I tried to
cry out. Perhaps I did. Adams did not hear. As the mouth of the dreadful Post
Office Snail descended upon him, I turned tail and ran.

Carruthers stopped speaking, and took a long swig on his drink. Somehow nis
narrative left me with nothing to ask. Yet, it seemed somehow incomplete, and so
I did not say anything. He looked at me, and, having relit his pipe, said %lWell,
that's about all theres is to it. WNaturally I couldn't report anything to the police.
They would never have believed me. When I recovered my composure, several weeks
later, I uwent back to the house, but it was totally abandoned. All that remaincd
of that terrible evening was a slick trail of slime leading down into the cellar
and I certainly had no intention of following that. For all I know, those missing
letters may still be down there. As for Adams’ butler, I gather that he is still
seen from time to time at media conventions, but he says little, except that there
are some forces that mortals shouldn't tamper with. flind you, I can't help but get
the feeling that, for all that he failed, Adams mignt just have had some swall de=
gree of influence, wherever he ended up." Carruthers pulled from his pocket & rum-
pled envelope. "This copy of IBID arrived just the other day. It was sent, sur-
face mail from Teaneck to me in Melbourne, anc it made it in three days. Mot bad,
eh?"

With that, Carruthers tamped doun his pipe, finished off his gerbil and lef't,
without paying the bill. I suppose he thought that his tale was worth the cost of
a couple of drinks, and who am I to deny that.
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GLICKSOHN-WIXON-STOPA-LOCKE

B N

September 22, 1°83

Dear Ms. Stopa,

I am in receipt of your first.publication (a "fanzine", I believe in the some-
what quaint vernacular of your subculture) and I must admit I was shocked, I say
shocked, at the scurrilous way I was treated! You impugn my integrity and slander
my good name by suggesting that I demanded == and received!! -- the outrageous sum
of $1.87 for my brilliant article. The implication that I am a money=grubbing
opportunist is clear and this, as all uwho know me will attest, is bare=faced effron-
tery!

To set the record straight I enclose a copy of the original contract between
your "financial wizard" and myself along with a xerox of the check which represented
my original request for payment, compilied with by your publishing empire. I fully
expect a retraction and full apology (perhaps complete with reproduction of the sali-
ient evidence) in your next issue. Failing this I shall cut off both my legs at
the knees ancd droun several of your cats in ths resulting outpouring.

You might also observa the date on the original contract: to wit, October 13,
1978. VYes, that says nineteen seventy eight! A few moments with any decent pockat
calculator will reveal that I have thus been paid at the munificent rate of 1¢ per
year per article! This undoubtedly makes me the second-lowest paid science fiction
writer of all time, with only the contributors to THE LAST DANGEROUS VISIONS below
me. It is a proud and lonely and poor thing to be a fan!

I expect you to do the right and proper thing.

Yours, stc.
[s] Mike Glicksvhn

13 October, 1978

Dear Fr. Glicksohn:

It is my pleasure to inform you that ycur article has been accepted by our edi-
tor, Mrs. Stopa. Therefore, I am enclosing with this letter my personal check, for
the entire agresd-upon amount of $0.05 (5¢), in full payment for first world maga-
zine publication rights to your article.

Congratulations.

We hope you will submit further articles to Irs. Stopa in the future.

Sincerely,

[s] David W. Wixan
Financial Wizard

D/ duw
encl.
ges i raStopa
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October 1st, 1983

Dear Fr. Glicksohn:

At the time I wrote my editorial for GALLIMAUFRY I was living at the south-east-
ern tip of Wisconsin and my estesmed colleague fr. Locke was residing in the south-
gastern tip of Ohio. A quick look at a map of the United States will shouw that we
are separated by both the length and breadth of Illinois and Indiana. FMr. Locks,
fully auvare that I am prone to typographical errors, took it upon himself to correct
the figure in the editorial to one more in keeping with your stature as a fannish
writer. Mr. Locke could have called me to verify the sum as stated, but was no doubt
loathe to do so lest he disturb me when I might have been thoroughly occup:ed with
the job of grooming a cat.

fir. Locke probaoly spent many hours working over a hot calculator to determine
the exact worth of your manuscript bearing in mind such variables as your staturs,
the number of fanzines you have written for, and the weather conditions in Toronto
at the time. After hours of hard work he finally arrived at $1.87.

My colleague must havs forgotten the financial wizardry of fir. Wixon, who has
had quite a bit of legal training, to arrange a price with you more in keeping with
the budget of this magazine.

I hope that you find this explanation to be to your satisfaction. If you have
any manuscripts in the future, we will be happy to see them.

Sincerely,

[s] 3Joni Stopa
fls. Joni Stopa

i REISE
CC: Michasel Glicksohn
Dave Locke

1st September 1985

Dear Joni & [like & Flr. Wixon -

I have just gone through the archives to retrieve the original manuscripts for
GALLIMAUFRY #1. It was very dusty in there and I have used this as an excuse to fix
nyself another drink.

In comparing the originals with a copy of the first issue it's obvious that I
had the impudence to occasionally change a word or two. All numbers, however, were
printed as uritten.

I think, though, that I see the source of confusion. \here "$1.87" appears on
the original, there is a margin notation which reads "should be 5g". I don't know
who made the notation, but I recall thinking that it was probably written by Joni
and therefore I treated it as an editorial criticism which required no action on ny
part. I also remember thinking that, in my opinion, the article was definitely
worth more than 5g¢, though I had reservations that it was worth the $1.87 which I
thought had been paid for it. :

At any rate, I thirk this comes close to explaining the overall miscommunica=
tion. Let me repeat [ls. Stopa's comment that if [like has any manuscripts in the fu-
ture, we will be happy to see them. In fact, I think we should be willing to go as
high as 10 for his next accepted manuscript, if only to allouw for inflation.

Best & such,
[s] Dave Locke

DGL ¢ ibm
mc: GALLIMAUFRY #2
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THoRy S 8ice

Once upon a time, in a galaxy far, far away, I got tired of reeding horse and
dog storiss. So I wandered around the library and found a section marked "science
fiction". It looked interesting so I tock out two books: THE SKYLARK OF VALEROWN
and SIXTH COLUMN.

It was lucky that I had the second boolk, cause the Doc Smitih book did nothing
for me. In fact, I thought it rather dated and childish, but the Heinlein book
uhetted my sppotite. I was hooked. I read all the SF the library had to offer.
Then I discovered the pulps on the neswsstancs.

Those that ars long of tooth remember those lurid Bem and metal-bra-female
covers. I used to tear thse covers off so I could take them to school with me. It
was bad snough that my classmates made fun of me, reading hardcover books, without
giving them more ammuinition for their jeers. Young teens can be cruel to anyone uho
doesn't conform to their standardes.

One of the interesting things about those mags of long ago were the letter col-
unns. The fact that there were other people out there who read SF, and some aven
wanted penpels, prompted me to start corresponding with quite a number of them. I
even sent in a letter to STARTLING STORIES asking for some penpals for myself, I
used my initials and signec myself "Sam".

When the time came to exchange pictures, I had to 'fess up and admit I was a
giri., Py new=found friends were surpricsed and some were even celighted to find that
they had been uwriting to a female. Femmefans were much rarer in those days.

Early in 1953 I saw an announcement of a World SF Con to be held in Philly.
After much coaxing and plsading I finally talked my mother into letting me go. fler
only condition was that she went with me. I fiqured I could put up with it, just
so I could meet some of my friends who were going to be there. What was esven more
exciting was that there were going to be authors attending. Fy pulserate quickaenod
at the thougnt.

So, at the ripe old age of 15, in September of 1953, my mother and I took a bus
to Philadelphia. All through the trip I got lectures on how to behave, and cautions
about protecting my virtue.

One of the first people we met upon arriving at the Bellevue Stratford was L.
Sprague Des Camp, looking very distinguished in his suit and beard. UWe rode up in
the elevator with him and I told him how much I had enjoyed his books. He said he
was flattered, and sven acted like it, and chatted with us. After we got to our
room, my mother told me how impressed she had been with him. She decided that I
would be all right and decided to leave me on iy own while she took the bus back to
Detroit next morning. I got more lectures about being careful as she left. %Don't
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go into any rooms alone with strange men," was her refrain.

Now, I ask you, who's stranger than an SF fan? And in those long-ago days, the
male fans were really quite shy. At least my pen-pals from New York were. Years
later, at the BayCon, I was to run into one of them, Ed Addeo, who had authored a
couple of SF books by then, and ask him why they had practically ignored me at my
first convention.

"Jell," he admitted, "we weren't used to being around girls. And when you turn-
ed out to be as attractive as your photos, we were a little scared ... we figured we
didn't have a chance with you." He grinned. "I guess we were just a little naive in
those days.'"

Not all the young male fans were like that, though. One of the first fans I met
at my first convention was a short, dark-haired fellow with glasses who announced:
"I'm gning to sell you a subscription to my fanzine! Only a buck! It's a bargain!
Here, look at it." He shoved it at me. %"I'll have BNFs and name writers doing
pieces for me."

So I gave him a dollar, and became a subscriber to Harlan Ellison's DIMENSIONS.
1 found out later that he was paying for his stay at the con by selling subs to the
zine. Even then he was a natty dresser. I remember him wearing a black and yellou
Hawaiian shirt; at one time I had a photo of him wearing it.

True to his promise he put out a good zine, when he found the time and money to
get it out. I remember a full-color mimeo cover that he had to do twice because the
P.0. returned the first batch with "postage due" stamped all over each one. It seems
he had irritated the clerk at his local post office. Hard to believe, I knouw.

When people asked where the next issue was whenever they would meet him at a
convention, Harlan would produce the stencils and hold them up to the light. "See
how great it's going to be{", he'd brag.

Harlan introduced me to another MNeuw York fan (all right, Brooklyn) who also put
out a fanzine., Bob Silverberg. The local bookstore provides empirical evidence that
Bob has gone on to other things, but he still puts out a fanzine.

We would all wander around reading nametags and introducing ourselves. One old-
er male fan peered at mine. %You're from flichigan? How come you haven't been to a
MisFit Meetino?™

I told him I didn't know there was a club in Detroit, but I'd be delighted to
attend if they'd sencd me a meeting notice.

"I'm Howard DeVore. Cone on and meet the rest of the flichigan fans who are
here." He took me by the arm and we went up to a room. Thoughts of my mother's
warnings crossed my mind.

The room was full of male fans of varying ages, all surprised to see a neu femme-
fan from their area. I do remember George Young end Roger Sims, and another nou fan,
Fred Prophet, attending his first convention, too.

That evening, since my mother had left, I was determined to stay up as late as
I wanted. Freedom! Someone took me to a suite where there was a party going on.
Asimov was there and Randy Garrett, trying to top cach other's dirty limericks. It
was marvelous tc find my heroes were ordinary people. As the room became more and
more crowded it was harder to move from one room to another. I remember Harlan ¢ -
out on the windouw ledge to get from one room to the other; yes, he did crazy things
in those days, too.

There was another convention in the hotel at the same time. The Airbourne, who
were much drunker and more raucous than fans could ever be. I remember two of them
restraining a third from jumping down a stairwell. He was yelling "Geronimo!" as
they grabbed him.

I met a young male fan from North Carolina and had a few passionate momants in
my room. It was lovely to be flattered and paid attention to ... something that was
lacking in my life. I was known as 'the bookworm' and ‘foureyes' by the fellous in
my school.
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My new friend and I parted, promising to write each other. UWe did for about a
year. He wrote some fannish things for Lynn Hickman's fanzine. I ran across a cou-
ple of books by him in the Library a few years back and sent him a 'remember me'
letter. He answered, telling me what had happened in his life since we stopped cor-
responding. He was now teaching Englisih at a University in North Carolina, married,
with a 13-year-old son. He read SF rarely.

Back to the convention. I was even offered a ride home by the [Michigan fans.

I thought seriously about taking them up on it but I knew that I'd have to contend
with my mother when I got home. I didn't need any more lectures than I was already
getting. But I did promise to attend their next meeting.

As I came to know the Detroit fans better I found a place where I belonged and
felt comfortable. Being with college-age people made me more aware of how childish
my contemporaries at school were. Oh, yes, I can hear you saying, how immature fans
are ... but these people didn't talk doun to me or make fun of my ideas or opinions.
It was something that I looked forward to, those meetings.

My first fairly serious romance came from those days. I started geing out with
a fan who was ten years older than me. UWhat a 25 year old man wants with a 10 year
old girl, I didn't know ... yes, I adnit, I was a bit naive! I was flattered when
he 'yegan to talk marriage, waiting -- of course -- until I graduated from High
School. He had my whole future planned ... but he forgot to ask my opinion on it.

Our relationship came to an abrupt end uhen we went to the Midwestcon in Belle-
fontaine in the Summer of '54.

WWhen he saw me being friendly with other men, he pitched a fit. I teold him he
didn't own me, and that I intended to enjoy myself, not sit and hold his hand. He
retired to a corner with a bottle of Scotch and a cigar and proceeded to get crunk.

Maintainine my own independence, I had taken a separate room. Uhen I got up
the next morning my erstwhile friend had left the convention. Good riddance, I
thought!

In the course of that evening I ended up in a room talking to Harlan. I remem-
ber the windows being open and there were fans on the sideuwalk below. Harlar leaned
out the window to yell insults at them and they, of course, answered. Things pro-
gressed with Harlan pouring some water out the window on them. He missed the psrson
he was aiming for and ended up drenching Jim Harmon.

The fans on the sidewalk told Harmon he shouldn't put up with that. He ought
to go up and take care of that little twerp, they told him. HWarmon was a bit drunk
and agreeable to the suggestion.

Hermon ran upstairs and hammered on the door of the room. I guess he didn't
know his own strength, or maybe the doors were cheaply made. As Harlan yelled at
him to go away, Harmon stuck his fists through the door, much to his surprise and
ours.

Harlan ran over and grabbed him by the shirt front, as Jim's whole head was
sticking through the door panel. The buttons popped off his shirt as Harlan pulled
at him and called him all kinds of names. It was quite a sight, with Harmon twice
Harlan's size, a stupid, surprised look on his face as ihe tried to get away.

Those in the hall, who had follouwed Harmon up from the street expecting to see
a fignht, were disappointed. The next thing we knew, Harlan was going around takiing
up a collection to pay the hotel for the broken door, while Doc Barrett tried to
smooth things over with the local police anc the hotel owners.

In fan history, this incident bacame knoun as ‘larmonizing’ a door. Splinters
of that door were auctioned off at cons for years after the incident.

I was told by a fan who was at the hotel later that same year that the door was
naver fixed; it just had a piece of wood nailed over the hols. I must explain that
the Ingalls Hotel looked like something from a horror movie, and was probably built
during the Civil Uar.,

Let's see if I can jog my memory about others at that Fidwestcon. Bob Tuckar
.o Bob Bloch, with a garish tie that had a pinup on it ... Doc Smith and his wife,
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both dear, charming people. But I still couldn't read his stories.

Go ahead to the Border Cities Con, in July of '54, held in Detroit, under the
«u-opices of the MisFits. Almost all of the same faces seen at Miduwestcon are pre-
sent at this ons.

A fan picnic was held on Belle isle, a huge park on an island in the Detroit
River. Local fans had used their cars to ferry people from the hotel to the park.
The usual things were done: a baseball game, swimming, etc. Then Harlan decided
that he had enough of this bucolic air and wanted to go back to the hotel. No car
was available, so he decided to get one.

He called the police and asked if they could find George Young for him. Mo,
the answer was, we only do things like that in an emergency. Harlan decided that
this was an cmergency. "Tell George that Roger Sims has drown!"

We weren't aware of what happened until the police and George arrived. George
was distraught. His best friend was deacd!

Roger walked up to find out what was going on. George was furious and demand-
ed to know what was going on. ' For a few moments I thought there was going to bs a
real drowning: Harlan's,

After pacifying George and explaining Harlan's act to the police, everything
calmed down. The police warned Harlan not to pull any more stupid pranks while he
was in town, although by their demeanor displayed relief that this wouldn't be for
long.

I went back home that first evening of the Con; unhappily, I might say. [y
mother was still worried about my reputation and virtus, you know. However, I de-
cided the next day that I wasn't going back home to stay the night, one way or anc-
ther. I had called my mother from the hotel and told her that I was sharing a room
with a femmefan for the night, This, of course, was a lie. I intended to stay up
all night if necessary, but I wasn't about to go home and miss a minute of the con.

Besides, no one sleeps at a convention. Do they? At least, not when they're
that young...

Sometime during the wee hours of the morning, I endsd up in Harlan's room that
he was sharing with a fan from Baltimore, John FMagnus. <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>