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Editorial by Linda Bushyager

Right now Ron and I are going through a bit of an upheaval. As you probably naticed on
the contents page we have moved (and if you didn't,be sure to note the new address). We
moved to Philadelphia in a whirlwind of confusion as Ron was laid off from his job as

a Programmer with Westinghouse in Pittsburgh and then offered a transfer within Westing-
house to the Small Turbine division in Lester, Pa. (which is, like Folsom, a suburb of
Philadelphia). With a mere two weeks to find an apartment, pack, move, unpack, and
begin work, we had many problems. Fortunately we found a nice, large two-bedroom
apartment in a convenient location. But things are still somewhat muddled, which is one
reason why this issue is a little late. Also, because of a temporary lack of money and
time to find a local lithographer, there is no portfolio thisish. Connie Reich Faddis
drew three fclio drawings which will appear nextish. I think you will find them espec-
ially enjoyable for Connie feels they 'are just about her best line drawings.

One important consideration in apartment hunting was convenience to shopping and public
transportation. Ron and I must be part of the tiny minority of people who dom't have a
car! Here is a statistic for Ripley, there are a few of us left.: Furthermore, contrary
to popular belief, it is possible to live without a car. :

Because we don't have one of those glamorous little $100 a month necessities, Ron and I
find ourselves in a daily discussion/explanation with disbelieving neighbors, clerks, and
friends. With gaping mouths and protruding eyeballs most people squeal "How can you

LIVE without a car?" Yet listening to these same people complaining about gas costs:
crying over expensive repair bills, bemoaning inspections (known to Pennsylvanians as
semi-annual fleecings), describing stolen cars, accidents, and traffic jams, and dreading
the monthly insurance and car payments, one wonders how it is posgible to live with one.

Admittedly, cars do have their conveniences, especially to people with small children,
people who live or work far from bus lines, or fans who enjoy conventioneering and
mimeo paper buying. But why the stares of disbelief about a young couple without
chiidren deciding they would rather save $100 or so a month plus aggravation? It is

not too hard to find a nice apartment (or even a house) on a bus line and within a block
of shopping. ;

But when I talk to car owners (which means just about everybody above the age of 17 it
seems), I feel I am performing some sort of miracle. At times it is funny, but at other
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timeg it can be distressing. For instance some people are completely unable to accept
the idea of not having a car:

"I would like you to deliver that, I'm Mrs. Bushyager."
"It would be easier if you picked it up."
"We don't have a car, so please deliver it."
“"Your Husband can pick it up, we are open until 9."
'We don't have a car."
"Well, he can drive ..."
"I don't have a car, and neither does my husband.'
"No car: Impossible.™
"No car." ' o
"Well, can one of your neighbors drive..."
~ "We just moved. By the way, what does that sign say?"
. "We deliver."
* "Welly!
"Nobody ever asks for deliveries. I don't even think we have a truck...
are you sure you don't have a car?"
SIGH.

And so we moved -- one block from two large stores, cleaners, a bakery, hardware store,
and many others, and on a bus line. We are also within walking distance (15 minutes)
of the fine train to downtown Philadelphia. What was that? You didn't think anyone
walked anymore?

I rather miss Pittsburgh's soot and unique smells, but Philadelphia has the Mike Douglas
show, live. I also miss WPSFA, Ginjer and Suzle, Dale and Dennis, and all my other
friends. I bet I really miss them, come proofreading and collating time.... But Phila-
delphia has fans of its own. T dropped a postcard to Gary Labowitz with my new address :
and he already called and invited us over to his home to meet a few fans. Now that ‘is
really nice. Thanks, Gary. Gee, how do you and Philadlephia fans like collating, Gary?

I hope that any of you who ﬁay be passing through Philadelphia will call or drop in. We
have three extra beds (well, two sofas and a bed, reaily, but what fan minds that?).
Phone: Area Code 215, 521-235u.

I'm very pleased to print the first half of John Berry's fanzine article. I hope John
will write me another paragraph for inclusion nextish regarding GRANFALLOON's future

(Hey, John?) in the conclusion. Arnie Katz and Mike Glicksohn have promised future, if
irregular installments of their columns. And nextish will include an article about

Ted White's latest book TROUBLE ON PROJECT CERES. . This is primarily because

Ted had some trouble with the book -- the editor eliminated the first two chapters,

and merely. began the stoiy rather arbitrarily in chapter three. The chapters will also

be printed.in Gf, so if you are a Ted White fan (or even if you are not), you should be
sure and get. the next two issues of Gf, for TROUBLE promises to be one of Ted's best books.

However, I can always use material (but no ficitionm)

and especially artwork. Artwork should be 7 and 3/4
inches wide by 11 and for use in mimeograph. All
artwork will be elctrostenciled except for covers

and portfolios, which will be lithographed if required.
If you wish, your artwork returned, please let me know.

Dan't forget to come to PgHLANGE. It will be held

at the excellent Chatham Motor Lodge again, on August
6-8. Robert Silverberg is GoH Emeritus, Lester del
Rey is GoH. Write Ginjer Buchanan, 5830 Bartlett St.,
Pittsburgh, Pa. 15217 for more information.




REMEMBRANCES OF 31 JANUARY. (97

Once again there is the sound of thunder on and above the Earth, and once again it is
the sound of construction.

Before life, there was thunder over the Earth. Before animals, there was thunder within
the Earth. Before man, there was thunder: the sound of the mighty creatures that trod
the Earth. All of these forms of thunder were the sounds of construction. That con-
struction has -- so far -- culminated in and with man.

Since then the sound of thunder on Earth has been that of destruction. Battering rams,
to smash down gates. Galloping horses, carrying invaders. Gunpowder, to destroy people.
Dynamite, to destroy more people. Bombs, and then, of course, bigger and bigger bombs
and miss’’:s and horror, all to destroy, destroy. And now we are promised supersonlc
transport alrcraft to destroy the air and eardrum by laying down a continuous sonic boom
across the land. Thunder has come to mean destruction.

I heard thunder today, and I FELT it, and I saw a fantastically beautiful golden explo-
sion that continued and continued. It was not destructive. It was quite the opposxte.
Once again there is the sound of thunder on and above the Earth, and once again it is
the sound of comstruction.

I am in Merritt Island, Florida, and I've just come home and snapped a cap. I'm still
dazed. Today, I watched Apollo 14 go up. It was magnificent, a truly emotional exper-
ience. People screamed and applauded -- and I am talking about newspaper people, TV
people, the people around me in the Press grandstand at Cape Kennedy.

I did not applaud. I just stood there, and I SAW it, and I WATCHED it, and then I
HEARD it: the sound of thunder over the Earth. And then I FELT it, and never before
have I FELT sound waves.

You cannot believe how magnificent and how emotional it is. Television, slides, movies,
photographs with the most expensive equipment -- none can capture this beauty and this
thunder of constructive man. I will come back.

Look, I write SF, among other things, and I am down here with other Science Fiction
people: Poul Anderson, Hal Clement, Roger Zelazny, Gordon Dickson, Joe Green, Kelly
Freas, and Joe Haldeman (who drinks beer for breakfast). We've all written about
spacecraft liftoff, in fiction; Anderson and Clement have written of it hundreds of times.
None of us ever knew that the liftoffs - liftsoff? - were the most super-dramatlc parts
of our storins. And I know, too, that I'll never be able to make it, in writing, as
dramatic as it is. But I'll always know, when I start to write, and I will remember, and
I will FEEL it again.

Someone asks why. Why space? Why this journey to the moon, when it cost the price of
a Saturday afternoon football ticket of every person in America?

Well, there are these reasons: the fantastic advances we have made in photographic
techniques as a result of the space program. Better television, visually, for your
pleasure and education and edification. Long range cameras. Instant foods; did you
have any for breakfast? Teflon: its wide use is a direct result of our space program.
The electron microscope has advanced fifty. years in the past ten -- because of the
space program. Miniaturization and microminiaturization -- do you have one of those
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tiny new cameras? Pacemakers: do you know
how big and ugly the first of those lifesavers
were, and how tiny they are now? . We've spced-
ed up that sort of research and that progress
a half century and more -- because of the

U.S. space program. Technical progress always
comes with war; for once we have gained
tremendous technical advances in peaceful
research.

1 cannot name the many new aircraft safety

~ devices that have come out of the space pro-
gram. I can remind you of this: there was
not one accident in 1870 involving a scheduled
airliner. Not one. But these are not THE
reason.

The real reason is an ancient one. We must

go into space, to the moon, Mars, Venus,
Jupiter's moons and Pluto and Proxima Centauri
-- because we are men. Because we are Man.

We must and will go, because they're THERE.

A new goal for Man, a new something beyond

'to draw him on, to continue his development,
to provide frontiers and challenges. Because
what is there is a challenge to Man, and the
race of man is unable to not-accept challenges.

Caesar crossed the English Channel to Britain
because it was There, and Columbus crossed to
the new world because it was There, and we
climbed Everest because it was There, and
we're going into space -- because it's there.

(And let me add this, for oneupmanship fans:
I was a lot closer than Spiro Agnew was.

Now therein lies the power of the pen and
the typewriter over that of the naked mouth.)

Right On, Apollo 1!

Write on, Mankind.

-



INTERS

THE EDUCATION OF BRUCE TELZER, NEOFAN, AT THE HANDS OF TWO JADED TRUFEN

Bruce Telzer, an ex-roommate from my Univer-
sity of Buffalo period and now a budding New
York fan, came to Joyce and me recently with
a question about fandom.

What does one tell one's Mundane friends, he
wanted to know, when they come to visit and
spy fanzines or other telltale signs that
fanac is being perpetrated on the premises?

"Tell them ‘it's a fanzine, Bruce," Joyce ad-
vised. "Then change the subject quickly."

I was tempted to agree with this statement,
containing as it does the kernel of all
wisdom on the subject. Then I realized that
the formulation could be improved in one way.

"Tell them it's an 'amateur magazine'," I
countered. "It leaves less loose ends and
makes it easier to change the subject."
Don't conclude from tis that I'm ashamed of
fandom. I'm quite lonely and proud to be a
fan, I assure you, and I practice sensitive
fannish faces in “he mirror, but I don't see
any good in trying to herd people into fan-
dom. Recruits who don't come of their own
volition make tepid fans at best, and we
already have exceeded our quota of fringe-
fans, in my opin’on.

"'*Amateur magazine',”" Bruce said, "that sounds
SO... so,.." Bruce was at a loss from the
proper phrase, but from his shrugs and grim-
aces I guessed his meaning.

"Yes, exactly. But you have to realize that
to non-fans, the wor’ 'fanzine' sounds odd,
even mysterious. It piques their curiousity
and can lead to two hour explanations ¢ : the
history of FAPA to someone who is only
evincing mild curiousity."

We continued to talk about proselytising for
fandom, agreeing that it was generally not a
good thing. We also agreed that such activ-
ity is usually more typical of fans who've
contacted the microcosm during their junior




or senior high school years, as opposed to those fans who enter during their college
years or after. Joyce asked me what I thought caused this.

"Look at it this way," I said. '"The typical high school age neofan has been a pariah

as long as he can remember. In some cases, the fan-pariah may not understand the full
extent of his situation, and I'm sure that many don't actually tag themselves with the
name 'pariah'. But the typical neofan, whatever his state of awareness, usually does

know that he isn't one of the Insiders.

"Not too many fans have been homecoming queen or captain of the football team," Joyce
said by way.of backing up my point.

"Of course not, they're pariahs. Or if any fans were captain of the football team or
prom queen, I never heard of them. How could they be? The football captains go on
to be star salesmen for Dow Chemical, the prom queens go on to become Mrs. American
Homemaker, and the pariahs, well, they go on to be fans, at least in some cases.

"Usually, the proto-fan-pariah huddles with his fellow pariahs in a group which can
best be described as the non-achieving intellectual elite.

"Then it happens. The proto-fan-pariah contacts fandom and finds a whole society of
pariahs, a society in which being a pariah is not only the norm, but practically a
badge of honor.  The neofan-pariah rushes to spread the glad tidings of his discovery
among the local contingent of pariahs.

"But pariahs, being pariahs, it's a rare one who is equipped to join a society even
as outre as fandom, so the neofan's proselytising generally goes for nought."

"But I wasn't a pariah," Bruce said. He seemed hurt that we would think such a thing
about him.

"Oh, you were class president?" I asked, somehow knowing that he had not been
either football captain or homecoming queen.

"No, I wasn't. We didn't do that kind of thing in my group. But I wasn't a pariah."

"Just how many were in your group?" Joyce asked. A look of horror passed across
Bruce's face as he remembered How It Was.

"Uh, about six." He grinned sheepishly.
"Then you were a pariah!'" Joyce and I shouted triumphantly.
Bruce Telzer, pariah, a little deeper in self-knowledge, went home, clutching a copy

of "Ah, Sweet Idiocy!" to his outcast's chest.

LEditor's Note: This installment of SPLINTERS, like all of Arnie's future columns,
is based on material which originally appeared in his personalzine, LOG. Write
‘Arnie at 59 Livingston St., Apt. 6B, Brooklyn, N.Y. 11201 for information on this
or his newsaine, FOCALPOINT.]

ARNIE KAT/
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/e SEEN THE PUTURE

I was rereading LIGHTHOUSE 13
tonight, and I was instantly
seized with the need to write
this fan article. In that .
LIGHTHOUSE, dated August, 1965,
Terry Carr reprinted his spec-
ulations from a column written
in 1960 on what the fandom of

5 years in the future would be
like, and he appanded some ob-
servations on the accuracies
and inaccuracies of his projec-
tions. A year later, Arnie
Katz picked up the torch and
wrote a similar article spec-
ulating on the nature of
fandom one lustrum removed
from his time. I feel like
doing my own crystal ball
trick now. Seize the day, I.
always say. By this time next
year, Dr. Wertham may have got-
ten the ear of Spiro Agnew ..
about this funny fandom jazz,
and there may be no one left to
read such an article and no
point in writing it.

But before we can gaze into the
future, I feel I need a solid
base on which to build. It's
called fanhistory, gang. What
has happened in the last 5 years?

I remember 1966. . I remember: .
1965 too, but I didn't really
start my slowly-growing acquain-
tance with SF fandom until the
next year was ushered to its.
seat. In those days everybody,
it seemed, was in an apa. ' Gary
Deindorfer did a terribly
telling description of this
phenomenon in QUIP 4, in the
summer of that year:




AND IT IS SCRUFFY

"Given as I am to vivid mental pictures, as I was reading Arnie's comments about the
apa glut, I was struck with a picture of a large level field filled with people scur-
rying around a couple dozen to a pack beneath large sardine tins open at the bottom
for their feet. The idea was they couldn't see where they were going, all concerned
as they were with their particular sardine tin scene, and they would bump into each
other, can into can, and people would get hurt and fall down and also people would
fall down and laugh and actually not too many people really get hurt. It was very
funny, all these cans moving about on this field with these chugging feet sticking
out the bottom, like one of the good old good comedies, or somewhat like one of the
recent comedies- (not quite as good) with Carl Reiner, Sid Caesar, Ethel Merman and
fifty other big names. I don't want you to think the mental picture was meant to
represent the apa scene exactly, what with each sardine tin being an insulated apa,
you see, blundering along blindly with its pumping crew; it's just that this is the
picture which leaped unbidden (as it were) to the mental screen where I view things.
I'm not sure what it says about apas today, this picture, but it sure made me hungry
for sardines. I suppose if I were to work on my mental picture and make a short film
out of it for showing at conventions, I would show how a lot of the same people are
under different cans, and how some of them are to be found under all the cans, and
how some of the cans are big with lots of sardines, and some of them are small cans
with only 5 or 6 sardineg, and I'd show Bruce Pelz running around trying to get under
the newest cans, and oh hell." L

I've been dying to quote that somewhere, anyway.

I satisfied my own apa urges very simply, in the N3F apa, and most of my energies went
into publishing a genzine. That was the big dream in those days of that small, forlorn
group known as '"fannish fandom": a genzine revival. With hardly any general-circulation
fanzines being published, there was no way for a youngfan to get a clear picture of
what fandom as a whole looked like. If you think there's a problem now with mew fans
making BNFs out of other neofans who've been in fandom maybe four months longer than
the first, you should have seen 1966. Those of the older fans who worry about Fandoms
and Interregnums and such pointed out how long it had been since the last coherent,
peak era of fandom, and they would look for Hopeful Signs in the new crop of fans and
fanzines. I'm not really sure what caused the apas to subside and genzine publishing
to revive (perhaps there's something to the tides of history after all), but the most
noticeable aspect of this revival was a number of old titles that returned and began
renewed lives in fandom.

ODD didn't set off the flood; it was ahead of its time, and Ray Fisher could feel
very avant garde and superior when suddenly SHANGRI-L'AFFAIRES, CRY, WARHOON, and
PSYCHOTIC exhumed themselves and started perambulating as if they had never stopped.
There was some build-up before this, of course. LIGHTHOUSE and HABAKKUK were the
current carriers of the slow, smoldering light of fannish fandom, and neither of them
survived the revival; they had something like the place of the Athenian hero in Greek

JOrN D BERRY
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history who ran all the way from Marathon to Athens to tell the people they had won
the battle, then died of the effort. The really growing influence was QUIP, which had
begun in 1965 as a conscious effort to reverse the trend to the apas and away from.
fannishness. It may not have been too apparent then, when it seemed that every other
issue carried a plea from Arnie Katz and his fluctuating coeditors for letters of
comment, but I have it on the strength of later discussions that QUIP did inspire
others. Richard Bergeron even claims that a major influence in his reviving WARHOON
was the regularity of QUIP and my own FOOLSCAP (which was heavily influenced by QUIP),
and that when both fanzines began coming out very erratically he lost some of the

urge to keep WARHOON regular. In any case, everyone knows the real catalyst, and that
was Dick Geis and his revival of PSYCHOTIC.

There it was: the focal point everyone had been talking about and thought could never
happen again. Everybody got PSYCHOTIC; in four fan areas in the fall of '67, from

Los Angeles to New York, I found myself talking about PSYCHOTIC or the controversies
brought up in its pages. After the NyCon was the time when fannish discussions were
dominated by convention bidding and convention running. Was it walk-in voters who -
gave Berkeley the West Coast worldcon when Los Angeles had clearly won it in the pages
of the fanzines? Was it true that the Columbus bidders for '693 were an insidious
group of evil neofans bent on doing in fandom by their own incompetence? Those were
the burning questions, along with the advent of Harlan Ellison's DANGEROUS VISIONS.
(The DV discussion was later eclipsed by the massive reaction to 2001, but the conven-
tion arguments stayed with us longer and still manifest themselves in the undue
emphasis on the mechanics of worldcons. At least; after a flurry of bids planned for
as much as six years in advance, everyone except the overseas fans, who have to plan .
ahead, seems to have decided to 'sit back for a while and get caught up.)

Geis wanted to turn the direction of PSYCHOTIC more toward science fiction than
fandom, and although I didn't think he'd make it at the time, he made much more of a
success with SCIENCE FICTION REVIEW than I ever would have believed possible. But
he left fandom, as opposed to the professional field, without a focal point, and
fandom felt the crunch. In early 1968 some of us looked forward to a real golden
age of fandom, and it was rather disappointing ¥hen nothing more came of it as the
year wore on; there were more genzines, yes, but the quality stopped improving and
everybody seemed very easily satisfied. The Baycon marked a sort of high point, at
least for the fannish fans who had such a good time at it; for us, it was not far from
a fannish Woodstock. One hyperactive fan center, New York, came to something of a
crashing halt with the New Year as a result of some bitter divisions among friends

that came into the open in the winter.

I wish somebody who was there more than
: : I I was would write an article about the
(TORTURING THE PLANTS fannish resurgence going there for a
AGAIN, EH HOWARD 27 while. Even though I was in the Bay

: Area most of the time, Ted White felt

justified in saying in VOID 29, which
we published that New Year's, that he
and Arnie Katz and I "had, in the last
year, become a sort of fannish Three"
Musketeers." There were fanzines pub-
lished at the drop of a stencil, Big
Plans in the air, and complaints from
other quarters that New York fanzines
with their shit brown paper were
dominating the mails. I wonder how
much difference it made that VOID 29
was the last project we three did
together; a couple of months later,




Ted and Arnie were at each other's
throats and I was unhappily trying
to remain neutral in a feud.all of =
whose participants were my friends.
That shot New York.

The incredibl = quantity of material TS 7O MucH
published by St. Louis and Columbus,

the competing bidders for the '69

worldcon, had fallen off consider-

ably after St. Louis won the bid.

Columbus has dropped entirely out

of sight without a sound, and St. 4 '

Louis saw one magnificent final

issue of ODD before the convention,

then a silence of exhaustion. In the

meantime, CRY and SHAGGY folded,

and nobody had seen an issue of

WARHOON since the first FAPA mailing of the vwear. I even remember writing a sarcastic
bit of debunking called "The Leaden Age of Fandom," an expression of my disappointment
which I never published.

Things were a little bit better than they had been in 1966. At least the center of
action was in the genzines, not a bunch of limited-membership apas. There were a few
new talents, like Doug Lovenstein, who raised the level of the currently-appearing
material and promised great things. But the only fanzines read by most everybody
were SFR and LOCUS: this was the time when the worship of Controversy in fanzines
rose to prominence and fandom flocked to imitation-Geis publications such as BEABOHEMA
like ghouls to a highway accident. There had been a surge of interest in fandom for
its own sake among some of the new fans, but it soon turned out that to many of them
"fandom" meant back-biting arguments among the pros and the book reviewers in SFR, or
the open beer parties at conventions. I had almost become resigned to participating
in fandom through the medium of those fanzines, with the sole exception of publishing
EGOBOO with Ted on a loose schedule.

But then something happened and we were on an upswing again. Ted thinks a lot of it
has to do with the simple, inevitable process of the red-hot Controversy fans, like
Frank Lunney, losing their interest and turning to less intense, more quality-oriented
activities. I think part of the reason for what has been termed a Resurgence can be
traced to the revival of FOCAL POINT early this year by Arnie Katz and Rich Brown.

They seriously wanted to try their hand at combatting the orientation given fandom by
Geis and Charlie Brown ("I mean, if Charlie Brown can have such an influence on the
mass of fandom, why can't we beat him at his own game"). Some faneditors have claimed
that they were inspired by EGOBOO, as QUIP had influenced people a couple of years
before, but if so we must have played an unconscious torch-bearing role, because it
wasn't apparent that EGOBOO was spark ing anything at all. In any case, pretty soon we
had a regular FOCAL POINT, a Bob Shaw fund, the casual but influential METANOIA from
Greg Shaw, and a fat and promising. NOPE published by Jay Kinney. I thought for a while
that GRILS, produced by the St. Louis femmefans, would join this line-up, but the
third issue never appeared. LOCUS and SFR have gone on as if nothing had happened,

but you'll notice that BEABOHEMA is sporting a decidedly fannish air lately. There

has been a burst of enthusiasm for fannishness in Indianapolis, but I've become wary
of predicting bright new talents, so I'll wait and see about them. But all this is
current history, and you all know it very well. The revival--again--of WARHOON put

an emphatic punctuation to the general upswing, and that brings us to where we are

now. (Editor'’s Note: The conclusion of John's article will appear next issue and

will inelude his predictions for current fanzines. Will FOCAL POINT survive 19727
Will Glicksohn win a Hugo? Will Charlie Brown gafiate? Nextigh: the startling answers!)



"A column? Me? Ridiculous!" -- so ran 'my
thoughts when Linda requested a contribution ''“
from me. I mean, I write Locs, sure, and the " °
occasional editorial but in these I don't have -
to be either profound or funny. My limited
writing skills can just stand this strain.

But a column? And a fannish one at that?

That's like asking Baskin and Robbins to serve :
hot dogs.

But then I reconsidered. Who'd ever heard of
Terry Carr before "The Infinite Beanie?"

Hadn't "Noise Level' raised John Brunner out

of fannish anonymity? Who would know the name
Poul Anderson if it weren't for "Beer Mutterings?"
Perhaps here was my chance for instant fannish
fame! Yeah! A column -- with a byline -- my
name thrust gloriously forward to confront the
breathless masses of fandom -- fame -- fortune
-- glory. There'd be no stopping me; every
plateau of fannish success would become im-
mediately available -- fanzines galore pleading
for contributions; galley proofs of my columns
bringing unheard of prices at Worldcon auctions;
perhaps Ted White would even start sending me
my  subscription copies of AMAZING and FANTASTIC;
of course a Hugo, possibly several, and who :
knows, maybe even a free honourary lifetime
membership in the N3F! Why, I might even be
able to get into those legendary closed
Pittsburgh fannish pot parties!! I could feel
myself growing in stature at the mere thought
of it. .

But what could I write about? Rosemary Ullyot
already has a copyright on every noteworthy:
event that takes place in Canadian fandom for
the next 17 1/4 years, and the humorous or
bizarre things that occur with every breath
taken by Bob Shaw or Liz Fishman never seem to ‘-
happen to me. Curses -- stymied on the very
threshhold of greatness! Perhaps I could
select some minor event from my mundane life
though, and embellish it? By adding a strange °
Shavian quist of fate, some sparkling and humor-
ous Ullyotesque dialogue, perhaps I could
create my own artificial Willis-like world.

WINDS LIGHT TD VARIABLE
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Why, already I could remember my visit to Rifton to see Jack and Phoebe Gaughan. Witty
multi-leveled conversation filled the air; unbelievable events of the sort that start
fannish legends occurred...material for a dozen columns! Jack and I in the local bar
quaffing IPA and building the mythos of Toronto Tubby at the pool table; climbing the
Gaughan cliff with a cup of coffee in one hand a five-gallon water jug in the other;
Jack single-handedly eating a full tin of Libby's Deep Browned Beans...gosh, even a
title sprang to mind: "Jack and the Beans' Talk -- or -- Gaughan With the Wind." But
what the hell, nobody would believe it. :

But once I'd begun to think along these lines, other titles, based on real events,
started to come to me. Hell! I hadn't had such a dull life after all! Clearly I could
see the amusing and interesting expositions behind such masterpieces as "Six Fans in
Search of Lancaster, Pa.," "All Roads Lead to North Platte," "I Watched the LASFS Eat
a Barr Original -- and Lived!," '"The Persecution and Mutilation of Michael Glicksohn as
Performed by the Inmates of the 1969 Philcon Under the Direction of Miss Alicia Austin
-- or -- The Rape of the Lock" and "All My Letters to SFR End up in the WAHFs -- or
The Rape of the Loc." And who knows, some day I may even write them.

So I envision this irregular column (should reader response not demand its immediate
cessation) as a combination of fannish reminiscences from my admittedly brief fannish
career along with comments on the nature of fandom today from my exalted position of
BWOF. (BWOF, of course, means '"Boy Wonder of Fandom," a position to which I have just
recently been elevated by one Dave Lewton. My wife informs me that I have been
insufferable since being so honored.) But now, to begin... '

My initial experience with fandom was of the o1d
throw-'em-in-off-the-end-of-the-pier-and-let-'em-swim
_type -- I attended the Tricon in Cleveland in 1966.
Every fan knows the exhilerating feeling of

First Contact, so I won't bore you with it

here.. But I was pretty naive about what

to expect. Taking $20 and a pup-tent,

I drove to Cleveland on my motorbike
and. camped some 15 miles south of
the city, planning on driving back
and forth each day. "Ha! Even

had a suit packed with me in

case they wouldn't let me in

to the discussions in my uni-
versity jacket! Oh well, we

all have to learn sometime.

(Despite having been read-

ing SF for about 12 years

at that point, I was still

unaware of most of the
"pewer'' writers; like those
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from the post-1950 era. This was an unavoidable consequence of reading only books from
the library and the occasional old, old paperback that ceme into the '"5¢ Each" box in
the local flea market. Hence Tricon was the first time I'd even heard of, let alone
met, such writers as Ellison, Delany, and Garrett. One of my strongest memories of the
con was a beautiful exchange between Harlan and Randy -- those being the days when
Randall Garrett still went by the name Randy. These two engaged in a running battle
for the entire con, each kibbitzing from the floor whenthe other was on stage. . On this
particular occasion, Harlan was holding forth from the rostrum, dressed in his usual
sartorial splendour of that time -- "superhip" -- while Randy wandered around the room
with a drink and a constant flow of insulting chatter. Finally, after an especially
deadly Garrett put-down, Harlan pointed dramatically to the very back of the room and
exclaimed, "There goes Randy Garrett, the Mouth that Walks Like a Man!" And as soon
the laughter had subsided, Randy's great bear-like voice boomed back, "And there goes
Harlan Ellison, the Mouth that Doesn't!" Local geologists reported that the resultant
roar registered 7 on the Richter scale. End of lengthy digression,)

Anyway, I sat there in the main hall with my already-depleted purse and watched the
art auction at my first-ever SF convention. And I croggled!! Here were full-color
book and magazine covers going for 530 and $40. I couldn't believe what I was seeing.
If only I had known...if only I was big and tough and could mug people...if only off-
white, virgin, male, Canadian fannish bodies were in demand.... But there was nothing
I could do but sit and watch and drool a lot and vow that next time Thlngs Would Be
Different!

And "next time" turned out to be Nycon III in 1967 and things were different. For one
thing, I'd been working all summer for the government doing plasma physics research and
had lots of money with me, and for another, I was hard at work establishing my legendary
reputation in the field of alcohol consumption. Now this activity (one could hardly
call it 'work', could one?) quite literally Makes A New Man Out of Me. Because basic-
ally I'm cheap. I hate to spend money. Afterwards, I never give it another thought,
but I'm scarcely what you'd call an impulsive spender. I often miss seeing movies or
reading books because they're withdrawn from circulation by the time I decide to spend
the money on them and I've lost track of the number of days of sc ool I've missed be-
cause of my inability to make up my mind to buy a bus ticket. It's some sort of hold-
over from my early days of poverty and rationing in post-war Britain or perhaps the,
last dying gasp of my Jewish heritage. But...just a few drinks and these inhibitions
melt away. Diamond Jim Brady surges out from within and all hell can break loose.

Here's the scene: the first day of Nycon; after training all summer on the lab's
190-proof ethanol, I've had a couple of stiff drinks already, thanks to- the machinations
of such well-known booze "pushers'" as Alex Eisenstein and Lorena ''Mother' Haldeman,
notorious leader and the brains behind the nefarious Haldeclan. So as I enter the.
auction, I am, figuratively speaking, financially and alcoholically loaded. And the
auctioneer in Harlan Ellison -- whose talents are such that he could easily sell an
author the galley proofs for one of his own books, or convince George Barr to buy back
one of his own paintings. 3
A hush falls over the assembled multitudes; Harlan reaches forward and picks up the
first item from the piles of original covers that surround the podium. I remember

that painting well: it is Jack Gaughan's cover for the paperback version of Heinlein's
"6xH'"; Harlan holds it up, reads out the description from the back of the painting,
flicks a switch and the Harlan Ellison Super-Deluxe Auctioneer Doll turns on and starts
the Nycon auctions with "Who will give me the minimum of $252"

Silence. Dead, utter, total silence. Eons creep by... then into this sepuchral hush
a clear voice resounds, "Forty dollars!" Gasps! Ragged intakes of breath!! Heads are
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turning, necks craning, eyes peering. Whispers of "Who? who?" scurry -through the
audience. Now I have not just obtained an Honours Bsc for nothing; instantly my keen
scientific brain bhegins to analyze the sound waves, accounts for their spherical
propagation, calculates the interference patterns caused by balconies and pillars and
tracks the wave-front to its source. Within seconds I am aware that this astounding
bid has originated from a point approximately one inch beneath the tip of my nose.
Egads! -- What have I done? 3

Part of me stands in awe of this sudden Hyde-like emergence, while my normal inpecun-
ious self struggles once more to the surface muttering reassuringly, 'Never fear,
never fear. They cost more than that at Tricon, you'll never win but at least you've
had your bid, you impulsive savage you. Now go back to sleep!" And as the hubbub
subsides and the silence returns, I gaze around expectantly to see who will raise my
bid. 'But that awesome silence, only momentarily dispersed, has regained and even
strengthened its hold. Only the voice of Harlan Ellison breaks that barrier, desper-
ately seeking company, but to no avail. So within moments, as exhultation and alarm
flicker alternately across my face, I have purchased my first piece of SF art! My
collapse has begun!! I'm hooked by a habit far more insidious, and far more costly
than simple booze. I am on my way to becoming that most wretched of creatures, an art
junkie! ' w4

And it is not to be long before I'm made starkly aware of the awful power of this
craving. The auction is a slow one; no one is buying and not even the Ellison magic
can stir the audience. Again Harlan holds up an original Gaughan and requcsts the
minimum of $25. And once morc the silence is perfect. '"Come on!" pleacs Harlan,
"Who'll say $25? This is an original cover!" And I'm suddenly aware of the fact
that I'm rising to my feet. Get down, you fool, I think in panic; get down! What are
you doirg? But I watch helplessly as my hand shoots up and my voice croaks out
"Twenty-five dollars." I've done it again! A smattering of applause, a hasty "Going,
going, sold." and I've bought my second painting. I can't believe it. What's come
over me? I've never spent that much at one time in my life before.

Well, in the months that followed, I came to understand my affliction. It is not an
uncommon one. We are easily spotted at every con; eyes glazed, we stagger around the
Art Show, trembling hands clutching towards the paintings, sniffing canvasses and
peering frenziedly at bidding slips. Our cracked voices hoarsely puncture the air at
bid-offs and regularly, when our wallets prove inadequate to the task of obtaining a
particularly choice "fix," we may be found, poor pathetic creatures that we are,
quivering and moaning in a corner, a process we in the business call "cold tempera."
And of course, the habit is becoming more and more expensive every year. Back at that
Nycon auction, I scored two Gaughans for only $65, a hit that lasted me until BayCon.
But nowadays a black and white Furd doodle will bring $25 and the color covers, when
a new shipment is imported frcmihe Ace warehouses of the mysterious East, will run
well into the three figure range. Is it any wonder that there has been such an in-
crease in mimeo-napping, locing of neos, and assault with intent to collate?

Though my degradation was soon complete, and I began picking up Carters, Barrs and’ iy
even Bodes, I still retained a love for those two original Gaughans, the causes of my
downfall. After the initial rushes had subsided, I continued to get a feeling of
complete euphoria, and when they were cut with a frame, my joy was even greater. And
strangely, though they started me on the road to ruin, they ar also offering me a pos-
sible.salavation. For I'm in danger of losing them! My father, an uncommonly selfish’
and cruel person, seems to feel that since they've been on'his wall for nearly 2 and

a half years, they are now his property. (In this respect, his gall's worthy of
Soames Forsythe.) But my acrylic-sodden brain has’devised a plan! Susan, Rosemary and
I are talking him into driving us down to Lunacon and attending the con with us. And
Jack Gaughan is bound to be there. And my Dad has much more money than I do and he
really wants to get some Gaughan paintings...Maybe I'll finally get this monkey off my

back after all!! G
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All seasoned SF fans are familiar with
the interesting phenomenon of main-
stream writers "borrowing" ideas from
SF writers and being hailed by critics
as the progenitors of a unique new
blend of science and literature. Most
notable recently has been the disease
from space concept. Although writers-
like George O. Smith (HIGHWAYS IN
HIDING) and Harry Harrison (PLAGUE

FROM SPACE), among others, have long
since explored the many facets of this
idea, it took Michael Crichton's med-
iocre THE ANDROMEDA STRAIN to propel

it to notoriety. Immediately, Harrison's
novel re-christened THE JUPITER LEGACY,
was reissued and described as being in
the tradition of THE ANDROMEDA STRAIN,
which it predates. Martin Caidin's
flop, FOUR CAME BACK, has earned a new
lease on life and a paperback publica-
tion, and Henry Sutton, who has written
such vaporous books as THE VOYEUR and THE EXHIBITIONIST for Bernard E. Geis Associates,
has now produced for them a space plague novel titled VECTOR. The aforementioned
Caidin’ has borrowed much from other SF ploys, in such boring works as NO MAN'S WORLD
and MAROONED. { '

The latest plot idea to have come into the public domain is the replacement of the

mad scientist with the mad computer. Although some SF authors have considered the
computer to be a beneficial element in society, such as Robert A. Heinlein's wonderful
computer in THE MOON IS A HARSH. MISTRESS or the mischievous ship's computer in the
STAR TREK' TV series, or neutral as in the case of John Brunner's Shalmaneser in

STAND ON ZANZIBAR or in ' Philip Dick's UBIK, most either consciously or unconsciously
view the computer as a Frankensteinian monster fated to outgrow the powers of man and
supplant him as master. Philip Dick's early works swarm with malignant computers and
other mechanisms, most notably the world dominating Vulcan computer in VULCAN's

HAMMER or in his shorter works, such as those in the collection THE VARIABLE MAN.

Pohl and Kornbluth also view the computer as stifling to man's society, so much so
that they used men'as minor elements in the computer built by the Pyramids in WOLFBANE.

British SF Writers seem to be particularly fearful. Charles Eric Maine's B.E.A.S.T.
and D. F. Jones' COLOSSUS (appearing now in film version as THE FORBIN PROJECT) were
simply the beginning. Fred Hoyle and his son Geoffrey, scientists themselves, show
a remarkable fear of uncontrolled science, manifesting itself in the malevolent
computers of A FOR ANDROMEDA and ANDROMEDA BREAKTHROUGH. The suddenly popular

D. G. Compton entered the lists with his excellent rectnt ncvel, THE STEEL CROCODILE,
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"disaster<overtaking the world?

SILENT SPRING."

D PLOTS

wherein he does portray even the supercomputers as belng 1mperfect Even Arthur C.
Clarke has betrayed his fear of the all powerful machine by the psychotic Hal of

2001 A SPACE ODYSSEY.

 And now the majinstream writers: have ]umped on yet another SF originated bandwagon

British writer Christopher Hodder-Williams was one of the earliest with THE EGG- '
SHAPED THING, a selection of the :SF book club,. . Burt Cole masked his fear WATH NS
humor in THE FUNCO FILE, but- the seriouysness with which this concept is regarded is
mirrored in the fact that it was chosen for the Literary Guild, despite the fact
that it is an overly long, glmmlcky novel with little true humor.

Martin Caidin, the borrower of borrowers, has practlcally plagiarized D. F. Jones
with his THE GOD MACHINE. Even the well-known author of ROSEMARY'S BABY, 'Ira Levin,
has contributed a malevolent computer in his newest novel, THIS PERFECT DAY, which
at least has the saving grace of being relatively well written.

And now the first trickling of novels
stealing yet another ploy from the.
SF field. 1In Edwin Corley's SIEGE,
Black nationalists stage a revo-
lution within the U.S., a plot
almost literally lifted intact
from Hank Lopez's far inferior
AFRO 6. John Williams writes of

a race war in SONS OF LIGHT, SONS
OF DARKNESS and Sam Greenlee hints
of the same in THE SPOOK WHO SAT

BY THE DOOR.

/M THE GHOST OF
/" Jiadj HENDRIX AND IM
d HE&' 70 TELL m/ THATS

How long will it be before we see
the best-seller lists flooded
with 'novels about ecological

I can‘already see J. G. Ballard's
THE BURNING WORLD reappearing
as "in the tradition of THE
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