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You may wonder what it is like to be a Fan Guest of Honor. Well, Ron and I had the
opportunity to find out this past July, when we were the Fan Guests of Honor at
Byobcon, held in Kansas City. Well fellow fans, it was great! ;

It all began when KC fan Bill "The Galactic" Fesselmeyer mentioned, almost in passing,
during a 2-hour phone conversation, that Ron and I had been chosen to be GoHs, if

we "wanted to be the GoHs...that is..." For about 10 seconds, poor Bill heard silence,
followed by 10 minutes of hysterical goshowowoboyboying, interspersed with gasps,
groans, yeses, and the words Guh and GoH. \

Soon afterward we began receiving official and semi-official letters from Byobcon

.- chairman Jim Loehr, Bill, Ken Keller, and other KC people. We also began re-
ceiving advice from friends as to how to act and what to say at the obligatory
banquet speeches. But when the friends heard that our speeches would be juxtaposed
to those of Pro Guest of Honor Robert Bloch and Toastmaster Bob Tucker, their advice
suddenly stopped, or was on the order of: "Give a rescunding smooothhh to the
.audience, and shut up quick."

Ron and I busied ourselves trying to determine just was a Fan GoH does -- a letter
from Jim Loehr soon informed us -- a Fan GoH gives a panel...and the kindly KC
people, including programming chairman Bill F. were allowing us to do anything we
wanted on our panel. In fact, they refused to give us any hints as to what it

should copsist of. We wanted to do something a little different from the usual fan
panel, and since Ron would play some part, we settled on a fanzine panel coupled with
a one-shot.

Jim Loehr also informed us that Fan GoHs must provide recent pictures of themselves,
for inclusion in the program book. Well, those of you who were at Byobcon may remem-
ber that no pictures of us appeared. After Jim saw the pictures I sent, he decided to’
drop the whole idea. ' '
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I really didn't have too much work to do on my GoH speech, fortunately -- it has been
ready since my second weck in fandom.... But Ron struggled for minutes to come up
with something really good. "What's your speech about?" I asked, after his furious
scribblings ebbed. "Computer programming and its relationship to SF fandom," '"Ron,
why not talk about how you got into fandom instead," I suggested, realizing immediately
the perils of having a computer nut discussing his most obsessive, most dull subject.
"It is about how I got into fandom...through the computer center at CMU and the people
I knew there." \

"But Ron, I don't think that will be very interesting -- how about discussing the
friends you've found in fandom instead."

"I will discuss the friends I've found in fandom, and compare them to my friends in
computing.”

"How about discussing fandom as a goddamn hobby?"
"I will...when I talk about programming as a way of life."

"Well, instead, why not describe some of the crazy things that have happened on
the way to conventions, like the Death Car, or riding with your body inside a
tire, or breaking down at Breezeway?"

"We never broke down at
Breezeway.,."

"Oh, I forgot, every other
East Coast fan we know °
has, so I thought we had
too."

"Besides," said Ron soft-
ly, "Computer programming
stories are much more
interesting than con
travels. I remember

the time the G-21 broke
down for 24 hours and

we were forced to

stop programming,"

his voice broke at

the thought, "It was

the most terrible day

of my life..."

"But Ron, I just don't
think fans want to
hear about computers."

Ron looked thunderstruck:
"What? -~ why everyone
wants to hear about
computers, they are

the most intelligent
beings around...why

they are really science
fiction come true..."
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So Ron talked about SF fandom and computing fandom.

Meanwhile, I tried to think of Bloch and Tucker jokes, but when I tried them out on
Bill and Ken at Midwestcon, I only got dirty looks. My best joke was: "When I got

to the convention today I ran into Bob Tucker. He warned me to "Beware, the author ..
of Psycho is in this hotel -- shower with a friend." But when Bob Tucker handed me
his calling card, I realized he wanted to be that friend." You should hear the

rest of the jokes...

Ken Keller warned me not to include any jokes about Robert Bloch being the author of
Psycho, since everyone was sick to death of them....

At last the big weekend arrived -- July 18 -- I'll never forget that day -- it's my
cat's birthday.

GoHs do get special treatment, as we learned when Bill actually met us as the airport.
Little did we know he desperately needed help unloading his car. At the hotel we were
warmly greeted by Jim, who gratiously waved at us while he ran by. We even got a
complimentary hotel room. No wonder it was complimentary...they usually don't charge
for staying in closets. The walls were dingy, and the furniture (what there was of
it) reminded me of those seedy hotel rooms in old Humphery Bogart movies.

On Friday we met Robert Bloch. ''This is Ron and Linda Bushvager," said Mike Glicksohn,
as he introduced us to the famous author. "Oh really, replied Bloch, nodding at us
and smiling. '"Glad to meet you." As he turned away I heard him mutteéring to himself,
"Who are they, and who is that hairy person in the strange hat?"

At Byobcon I drank Jim Beam. You may wonder why I emphasize that, since if you've
been to any convention with Bob Tucker around, you've probably had that pleasure. But
somehow, in all my years as a fan, I'd somehow missed the experience. True, I'd seen
Bob at various conventions sitting in the corner of some party or other, surrounded by
adoring, glassy-eyed fans, imbibbing Jim Beam or Baam's Choice and chorusing "'Smmmmooth"
afterwards. But somehow I'd missed actually participating in the ritual. Byobcon was
to be my initiation, and my undoing. !

On Friday I happened to be at the edge of the circle around Bob when the bottle
reached me. I sipped...the nectar of the ghods...I raised my arm (it was either that
or my head, you realize)...and from the depths of my soul and through my clenched
teeth and puckered lips came: SSSMMMMMMMMMMOOOOOOOOTTTTTHHH because, you see, it was.

On Friday I had a meer sip or two of that devine juice, but on Saturday, after a hard
day of one-shoting, I had several quaffs of the delectable stuff (you may have heard
of Jim Beam by it's other name -- rocket fuel). This was after having had a rum and
coke and two screwdrivers. And when Bob offered me some Beam's Choice, I just couldn't
refuse, even though I knew I was somewhat high already. (You can tell when I'm high

on booze -- I start singing or humming, talk incessantly, and walk in "out" doors --
normally I walk out "in" doors.) But I was ok -- just a bit high. I stayed up until
about 3 or 4 and then headed for bed. I knew I couldn't stay up too late, after all,
the banquet was the next day, and I had to give a speech.

The next day was SOMETHING ELSE. My body, my eyes, my head, my stomach! My stomach,
yes, my stomach. It was 11 a.m., the banquet was at 12, and I was feeling queesy --
heck, I was sick!

Ron helpfully went downstairs for some coke, and some more coke, and read me my speech
(I was in no condition to read it myself). Somehow or other I got dressed, put a
smile on my face, an air sickness bag in my purse, and headed for the banquet.
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Friends stopped to greet us: '"How are you?: Got your speech ready? 1It's a great
con, isn't it?" To which I replied "uuuuuuuhhhh", "uhhhhh", and "ahhhhh."

We found ourselves at the end of a long line waiting for the buffet. Ron kept telling
me not to eat anything, but I felt I needed something for my very empty stomach. At
last we arrived at the buffet table, only to discover that the chicken was gone and
all that remained was barbecued spare ribs. Morning Glory Zell was complaining
rather heatedly and the hotel people were saying that they had put out enough food
for everybody, and if the people before us ate "more than their share" (in other words
our food), well, too bad. I was feeling sick, and I knew I couldn't eat ribs, so I
joined in the complaints and also complained to Jim Loehr. Jim didn't know what to
do, so Morning Glory and I and several other people continued to complain to the
hotel staff. Eventually the hotel people brought up some sliced turkey for us,

having totally run out of chicken. Why does this always happen at buffets?

I ate a few bitefuls and began to feel better -- and I began to worry about something
worse than my stomach -- giving my speech. But Tucker began announcing things and
introducing Bloch, and Bloch gave his good speech, and I found myself talking. For-
tunately, I had memorized my speech, because I was still in no condition to read it.
Somehow my speech went over fine. I knew it must have been good, because Harlan
Ellison was laughing and pounding his fist into the table, and afterwards Bloch smiled
broadly at me, patted my hand, and said, "That was a really good speech.”" Ron's
speech didn't go quite as well, unfortunately, since he was so nervous and since,
let's face it, computer programming is rather dull except to computers and programmers,
but it did have many good points, and the audience appreciated its sincerity. But I
do wish Ron hadn't been shaking so much...in my condition I didn't need to feel the
head table vibrating...

Strangely, though I had felt well during the dinner and speeches, I felt violently
ill immediately afterwards, so had to rush off to my room, missing congratulations
and such. I did manage to speak to Fred Haskell for a moment. He is the Fan GoH
at Byobcon in 1976. Warning him to beware jaberwocks and jim beams, I slipped
off to my room.

Clutched in my hand was the "Cranky Award" which the Byobcon committee had kindly

presented to Ron and myself. It is a lovely award -- a mimeograph handle mounted
on a walnut base with an inscribed metal plate. The committece also gave awards to
Tucker ("The Horny" -- a pair of cattle horns), Bloch ("The Block" -- a granite

block with a cigarette hoider and smoking cigarette), and special Fan Guest Tim Kirk
(a HUGE, stuffed dragon -- believe me, it was bigger than Tim).

Really, we had a delightful time at KC, due in no small part to the efforts of all
the Byobcon committee members, KC peopke, and our many friends. Ron and I would
like to thank everyone for honoring us.

% % * * &%

More about Byobcon can be found in Bob Tucker's Byobcon introductions, which he

has allowed me to print. I'd also like to thank my other contributors for their fine
work and for their patience. in waiting out the years (in some cases several years)
for their material to be published. For the present, GRANFALLOON will go into sus-
pension until I have the time to do it justice. KARASS will continue to appear on an
approximately monthly basis, but some issues will be expanded so that more general
material can be published along with the news. I'd also like to thank all my readers
for their patience in waiting all these months for Granny. I've appreciated your
comments, letters, etc. Thanks to all of you. (Continued on page 50)
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"Nothing changes more constantly than the past;
for the past that influences our lives does not
consist of what actually happened, but of what
men believe happened.”

- Gerald White Johnson

Fred Patten is rewriting the past. He is revising the error-prone accounts of past
world conventions, and you habe begun to see the fruits of his labors in the first
progress report distributed by the Kansas City worldcon committee.

A whole new history of Worldcons is being compiled, one that is sorely needed

to erase the errors of commission and omission. (Did you know that two fan guests-
of-honor have been lost to history?) One of the many innovations planned by the 1976
committee for their coming bash’ is a history of past worldcons that will be more
accurate, more truthful, and less subject to provincial exaggeration than any

other “compilation now available. The fanzine forests ars filled with con reports
written by men who believed a thing happened, or who exaggerated an event to make
others believe it happened. (Did you know that one official deliberately kited the
attendance figure to fulfill his own prophecy of UYthe biggest convention everi?)
Inevitably, this accumulation of honest error and shabby deception crept into the
annual Program Books, and were then repeated each succeeding year by new committees
who copied the records of the last.

Ken Keller wanted a fresh history, an accurate history if such was possible, and Fred
Patten began the task of rewriting the past. Their history is being published seri-
ally in the progress reports and, if prescnt plans jell and finances permit, will

be reprinted in full in the 1976 hardcover Program Book. This first installment of
the serial appeared in the report issued in February (PR-2) and covers the first
three worldcons: 1939, 1940, 1941. I hope and trust Patten will continue to

beard the lions.

Attendance figures have alwars been open to question because they are the most
difficult to ascertain with pinpoint accuracy; and too, different committees

counted heads in different ways which added to the confusion. Some included gate
crashers, some did not; some included indecipherable signatures on a registration
record, some did not. I am convinced that some committees merely guessed at their
total attendance and that total is now taken as gospel. I am equally convinced that
some committees rounded off the figures tothe next highest 10 or 20 for convenience,
or for the skae of pride in their work. It is also possible that accurate counts
were lost, and the figures now assigned to a particular convention are those later
found in some fanzine.

Check the capsuled history tables published on page 87 of the Torcon program book,
and on page 46 of the Discon book. One repeats the other, and both repeat the errors
of earlier tables.

New York, 1939: The official figure is 200 hardy souls, but other sources cite
differing numbers. A fan who was there counted heads four times and claims he found
only 125 on each count -- but his claim was made in his fanzine a year later and so
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it is open to question, the more so because of a running quarrel he was having with the
committee members at the time. A newszine published three years after the worldcon
stated that 152 persons signed the register, but that other signatures were not counted
because they couldn't be read. That seems quaint in retrospect.

Chicago, 1940: The official count is 115. Another source cites a figure of 125,
and a fanzine published a year later printed the names of the 128 people who signed the
register. Some of those names were suspected to be fradulent, but not proven.

Denver, 1941: The smallest worldcon ever, and there is no disagreement on that point.
The puzzling question is, how small. The official figure as given in those tables is
100, but fans who were there claimed figures of 70, 68, and about 65 in their con
reports. Fred Patten, I wish you the best of luck.

Chicago, 1952: Now we come to the prize winner of confusion. Chicon II was widely
advertised in advance as the best and the biggest worldcon ever, the con that would

set fandom on its collective ear. One of the male officials behind chairwoman Judy

May (and I prefer not to name him) boasted to me in advance of the event that Uhis con!
would reach or exceed one thousand paid admissions. And what do you know? For a little
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while it appeared that his boast had come true: it was announced from the stage that
1,050 people were in attendance, and that announcement brought both gasps and ap-
plause from the astonished multitude. The history tables in current program books
still show an official attendance of 1000, despite the fact that the kited figure
was later shown to be false. Several weeks after the worldcon closed, cooler (and
perhaps suspicious) heads on the committee made a careful count and discovered that
only 867 people had checked in. This corrected figure was published in the news-
zines of that day, but alas, the correction never caught up with the error. Despite
all that has been said and written, no convention cracked the 1000-mark until Ted
White and Dave Van Arnam staged Nycon 3 in 1967. '

And there are two bonafide fan guests-of-honor who have been unaccountably dropped
from the spotlight.

The first fan guest ever to be named
to a worldcon stood up there on the
platform in Toronto in 1948, alongside
Robert Bloch, and bandied insults with

r?lR6.(- F_AMD)M\ him--but you-aren't likely to discover

that fact unless you read the Torcon

C 1S NOT [)E;&{)l program book. The second fan to be

i : honored at a worldcon was British fan

I’ |T5 OML\( (N Ted Carnell, who, who appeared in Cincin-
INTENSIVE nati in 1949 alongside the pro GoH, Lloyd

Eshbach. Again, you must read the pro-
gram book to learn that. It is likely
that these two early guests were over-
looked and omitted from the tables
because the practice of inviting a fan
GoH was discontinued after those two
cons, and not revived until about 15
years later. (Unless I am also in
error, and if I am you may heap the
ashes.)

¢ kel CARE!

Fred Patten's task is a formidable one.
He has all the worldcon program books

at hand, plus the fanzine collections of
Bruce Pelz and Corry Ackerman, but fan-
zines are not always reliable and so he
is double-checking with those convention
committees who can be found and who will
respond, &§ with those ancient bearded
ones who attended some or all of the
early cons: Ackerman, Wollheim, Millard,
Moskowitz, Moffatt, myself, and others.
His history should be sufficient until
another revision is desired in a dec-
ade or so. Men may want to believe
something else happened.

Ken Keller: you damned well better
not announce six thousand at Kansas City
if the figure only reaches 5,867.

% & % %
o] % % £
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HAVE FUN WITH FUNGUS...
recipes to surprise (and even
poison) your guests
R
;/, (Al R
by - Peter Roberts 4%&Fk :
SpEAERg
Some people don't like mushrooms: S

"There be two manners of them, one
manner is deedly and sleeth them
that eateth of them and be called
tode stoles, and the other doeth
not. They that be not deedly

have a grosse gleymy moysture that is dysobedyent to nature and dygestyon and be per-
yllous and dredfull to eate, therefore it is good to eschew them." So says THE GRETE
HERBALL of 1526 ("Translated out of ye Frennshe").

In fact, every few fungi are poisonous, in the sense that eating them will actually
kill you; but many, if not all of them, will cause post-prandial suffering if eaten in
excess. Francis Bacon states the dangers pretty graphically: "It must needs be
therefore, that they be made of much moisture; and that moisture fat, gross, and yet
somewhat concocted. And (indeed) we finde, that Mushromea cause the accident, which we
call Incubus, or the Mare in the stomach. And therefore, the surfeit of them may
suffocate and empoyson. And this sheweth, that they are windy; and that windiness is
gross and swelling, not sharp or griping."

For a long time people believed mushrooms to be 'excrescences' of the soil, rising
spontaneously from the ground - a sort of earthy illness. Their genuine connection
with decay made them suspicious things to eat at the best of times, and they were
considered deadly poisonous if they were picked in certain places ("where olde rustie
iron lieth, or rotten clouts, or neere to serpents dens, or rootes of trees that bring
foorth venemous fruits.")

{
If these quotations from old herbalists make you feel rather smug and superior, just
think whether you'd be prepared to go out into the country to pick a variety of fungi
for the table. Most people are scared stiff. A recent competition for a party-stop-
Ping one-liner was won by the classic: "These mushrooms taste funny."

Unfortunately, of course, there are a half-dozen or so species which are quite capable
of killing anyone foolhardy enough to eat them. They're not too difficult to recognize
and, indeed, most deaths are the result of total ignorance or over-confidence (a recent
case in the newspapers concerned an amateur mycologist who happily believed he could
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tell the difference between a highly poisonous toadstood and an almost identical, ed-

ible relative - the latter, not surprisingly, is rarely caten: he was just showing-
Off 7).

To be on the safe side, I won't recommend picking your own fungi. A number are occa-
sionally found in the shops and markets, though that rather depends on where you live.
You may be able to find some in delicatessen stores; some dozen varieties are export-
ed by Polcoop (the Polish Central Agricultural Union of Peasants' Self-Aid Co-oper-
atives!), for example, and theyre available fresh, tinned, dried, pickled, or marin-
ated.

OK. Here's a recipe: '"Take 10 funges, and pare hem clen and dyce hem; take leke,
and shred hym small and do hym to seeth in gode broth; color it with safron and do
thereinne powdor fort."

I can't answer for that one, I'm afraid, but you might give it a try. It's from the
Forme of cury compiled of the chef maistes cokes of kyng Richard the Secunde kyng of
Englond after the conquest and it's dated 1390. I assume you'd use the ordinary
common mushroom in the recipe and leeks are simple enough. "Fort" is, I believe,
pepper. -

Sadly, the English don't seem too interested in mushrooms. As a child they were only
served to me cooked in butter and a little milk; reasonable enough, I suppose, but I
didn't like them then, though I rather think that was a result of watching my mother
cutting out the maggoty bits of large field mushrooms past their prime - a revolting
task (I don't think cultivated mushrooms were easily available in the early fifties
in Britain: the government probably classified them as a non-essential luxury).

However, I think the following recipe is English, and it's one I'm fond of:

Cauliflower & Mushroom Pudding: 1 large cauliflower 3 oz. butter
2 oz. mushrooms 2 eggs
4 oz. oat flakes 1 oz. grated cheese
1 medium onion salt (if you insist)

Divide the cauliflower into flowerlets, boil till half-cooked (using as little water
as possible), and drain. Melt 2/3 of the butter in a non-stick pan and add the
chopped mushrooms and onions, plus the cats. Stew for around 10 minutes without
water, then let it cool. Add the eggs and the rest of the butter, mix it all
thoroughly, and then put it into a greased oven dish. Sprinkle the cheese on top
and bake in a moderate oven for half an hour or a little more.

Well, I like it, though it's not all that attractive to look at and guests may pick
at it warily, wonderiag what the hell is in it all. Good to eat, however, and I even
like it cold. The above is supposed to serve four, though I can happily finish it
off in one sitting. My eating habits are pig-like...

The Russians have a way with mushrooms and a glance through a relevant recipe book
will lead you to a host of ideas, like stewing mushrooms with a few diced potatoes,
plenty of onion, and a bay leaf or two in sour cream.. Bloody nice, that. I'm also
partial to the following dish which goes under the name of:

Solyanka: 1 1b mushrooms 1 tsp sugar
3/4 1b white cabbage butter
1/4 1b tomatoes basil
1 medium onion breadcrumbs

‘Shred the cabbage, slice the mushrooms, and chop the onions. Saute them separately
in butter. Butter a casserole dish and put a layer of cabbage in the bottom; sprinkle
with sugar and add the onion, also in a layer. Put the mushrooms on top of that and
then the tomatoes. Sprinkle the basil on top, together with some black pepper (and
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salt, if you like it). Finish off with the rest of the cabbage and thinly cover with
the breadcrumbs. Dot with plenty of butter and bake until it looks good (about

20 minutes or more - the ingredients are all cooked beforehand). This one does

look good when it comes out of the oven. When I first cooked it, I found everyone

in the flat waiting patiently with a fork in hand to try some. After that I cooked
it when nobody else was around. Still, it should serve about 4 people, I suppose.

Now for a brief scenario for a forthcoming SF spectacular, Night of the Giant
Puff-Balls: 'Professor Biggles, crazed by public rejection of his plan to feed
the world on green mould, plans a devilish revenge. With his Mongolian assistant,
Neville, he works on improved varieties of the Giant Puff-Ball, finally producing
a mutant species with guaranteed germination of 100%. after a hysterical public
announcement, Professor Biggles releases the spoors of the New Giant Puff-Ball.

The earth is doomed. Only one hope remains: can Flash catch all the spoors before
they reach the ground?..." ‘

This is by way of introducing the Giant Puff-Ball,
an easily recognized fungus which is also good to

eat. All puff-balls are safe, according to the

books, so it's a reasonable thing to collect in -522?%i§§$%;;é§F?
the wild; for eating purposes, they should be S
solidly white all the way through. The average THE® RORC [
Giant Puff-Ball contains seven billion spores E:CE‘E?EQE:ﬁTTEE;!

(and that's a British Imperial Billion, not
your cheap American kind): hence the science
fiction plot - if every spore produced a mature
fungus and all these in turn produced spores
that were successful, the grandchildren of the
original Giant Puff-Ball would form a mass 800
times the weight of the earth...

That's why we should all develop a taste for the
puff-ball.

Puff-Ball Omelette: Pare and cut into blocks
sufficient puff-balls to make a pint. Put a
tablespoonful of butter into a saucepan; add the
puff-balls, cover and cook for 10 minutes. Beat
six eggs without separating until throughly mixed;
add the cooked puff-balls, salt, and pepper. Pour
into a hot, buttered frying-plan, and cook and
serve as for an ordinary omelette.

I must admit I haven't tried it yet, since I've
been living in the city in recent years. Real Soon
Now, though.

Meanwhile, don't eat anything I wouldn't. Have fun.

- - > o= o o=
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THE LITTLE GEM GUIDE TO SF FANZINES is Peter Robert's helpful
guide to all types of fanzines. It also containe hints'fbr
producing fanzines and a large list of fanzines with prices and
addresses. This new, revised edition is available for 50¢ from
Linda Bushyager, 1614 Evans Ave., Prospect Park, Pa. 19076.
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APATHY

The first rule for finding fannish trends is:
forget it. It's almost impossible to be sure
about trends while they're happening. Ten years
later, it's easier to look back and decide if
there really was a trend a decade ago or an iso-
lated episode or two created a false impression
of a trend.

Still, I think it's safe to make a couple of
generalizations about apas in the mid-1970's.
There are a lot of changes involving apas and the
traditional kind of apa which started the whole
thing, like FAPA, SAPS, and OMPA, no longer
possess the prestige and importance in fandom
that they once enjoyed.

Starting from those fairly secure assumptions,

it isn't hard to dream up hypotheses on why such
things are happening. Come back in a dozen years
or so and you might be able to be more confident
about causes and effects than I am about these
shaky theories in media res.

"There's one apa so secret that all I know is
that Fred Lerner is in charge; he won't tell me
whether or not I'm a member. A bit less secret is
is the one of which I was a member for several
months before I found out about it." That's a
quotation from a fan diary-type fanzine in a
recent FAPA mailing. It's symptomatic of the
wild and wonderful way new apas on old models and
new apas on new models have been bobbing up dur-
ing the 1970's, while the most famous old apas
have been losing their former appeal to most neos.
I think there may be two primary causes for the
amazing proliferation of new apas, most of which
are characterized by either a specialized nature
or by quite small membership limits or by both.

Think back to how things were in the late 1930's
when FAPA was born, and to the slightly later
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era when SAPS, VAPA, OMPA, and some less remem-
bered old apas came into existence. Fandom was
small enough that six months or so in fanac gave
a neo a knowledge of almost all the major fans.
After a year or two, the newcomer to fandom knew
something about almost everyone in fandom, aside
from perhaps a few primitive convention fans. SF
in the professional sense was still confined
principally to the prozines, a few juvenile
radio series, and an occasional movie. The

rare hardcover SF books were too expensive for
most of us, and the paperback explosion of SF
hadn't made big waves yet. So not only did we
know one another, we all read much the same SF,
and it was too soon for comic books to have
nostalgia appeal. If you joined an apa in those
long-ago days, you knew its members and their
ideas pretty well before you received your first
mailing. You were probably close to their ages,
for that matter, because all but a few mavericks
in fandom were in their teens or twenties. There
was a common ground for almost all fans. No
matter which batch of fans got mixed up into one
apa, they meshed pretty well for that reason.

There's no reason to rehash here how things have
changed in fandom. I think that its splintering
into subfandoms, special interest groups, sercon
and faanish fans, ancient and half-grown fans,
word-oriented and picture-oriented fans, and so
forth is the first important reason for the apa
trend. When an apa's membership is drawn indis-
criminately from fans of all sorts, there's

bound to be trouble. One member who likes comic
books will find his 4u-page fanzine on EC rarities
ignored and will drop out, and another member who
is fond of fiction in fanzines will realize he's
out of place just as rapidly. The big, quarterly
apas that were first to organize have rarely
established any selectivity in recruiting, except
for minor influences on rosters like an OMPA

rule which prevented North Americans from hog-
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ging all the memberships and a FAPA provision for instant membership, which has never
been activated.

At the start of November, the first 10 fans on the FAPA roster, alphabetically, were
the wife of a celebrated pro whose fanac in recent years has been confined to
congoing, a superactive Australian fan, a pro who retains a few fannish instincts,
an all-out fan of fandom, a formerly famous fan who is on the verge of complete
gafiation, the publisher of one of the world's best fanzines, a gafiated fan who
once caused inadvertently, the biggest feud of the 1960's, a completely gafiated
fan, a pro who retains considerable fannish instinct, and a scholaraly fan.

How much common ground exists there? Only two of the ten had been active in their
current membership year in FAPA, at that time.

Maybe I've forgotten something, but I believe that the most prosperous of the tradi-
tional-type apas in recent years have been SFPA and APA45, both of them comparative
late-comers, both of them founded with something in common among members: Dixieland
residence in one case, a birth date later than 1945 in the other, which made all the
members quite youthful for a while. Of the older apas, SAPS seems to be liveliest,
but hardly equivalent in bulk or color to its great era around 15 years ago.

Where the action is today is in the apas which emit mailings or distributions more
frequently than four times a year, and in one way or another tend to get members
with some common interests. The latter attribute can be nothing more complicated
than geography, like the incredible APA L, issued weekly and mostly involving
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