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I WENT TO THE DISCON, but I have no intention of writing any sort of
formal conreport on it. This is mainly because

I didn't take notes, though technically speaking this shouldn't prevent

me doing such a report. After all, I took no notes on the Solacon

either, and three months after it I sat down and wrote 20,000 words

about it (I HEARD THE BEAT OF FANNISH DRUMS). Somehow, though, I

didn't find the Discon quite as memorable.

In a way, the convention came as a bit of an anticlimax for us,
because on the Tuesday night before the con we had a rather wild party
here at our place. A number of people were in New York on their way
to the con, and somehow a small getogether we'd planned developed into
a Raucous Blast. In addition to Ted and Sandi White, Esther Davis &
Henry Dupree, Carol and me, we had nearby outoftowners Gary Deindorfer
and Lee Thorin and many people from the hinterlands: John Koning,
Bruce Pelz, Dian Girard, Fred Patten, and Ted Johnstone. Everyone
drank a lot and joked a lot, and sometime during the evening a number
of them typed a stencil for a one-shot. I read that stencil the next
day, and I can guarantee that you won't find the one-shot in this
mailing, because it was without a doubt the worst one-shot ever
written and I tore up the stencil with my own hands. But the party
was great.,

So maybe I was expecting too much of the convention when we set
forth by Trailways bus Friday evening. Pete Graham had of course been
down in DC earlier in the week for the March (he was on the organizing
committee), and he'd called us from the Statler Hilton where he was
staying to tell us all about the hotel. We told him we'd be arriving
shortly before midnight, and would see him then.



But Friday afternoon Pete called me at work and said he was
back in Mew York. '"'That the hell are you doing here?" T said in
welcome. Tell, it seemed the Ilarch committee had decided to hold a
meeting that day to discuss the results and plans for the future, so
Pete had flown back to sit in (disclaimer). He'd have.to go back
down again that evening, so he'd be joining us at the bus terminal.
Vhen Carol and I met him there I said I thought he was going about
the whole thing the hard way, and he confessed that his presence at
the meeting had been superfluous. '"Graham, you've done it again,"

I chortled, and we got our tickets and lined up by the proper door.

A few minutes later I spotted Randy Garrett, and he came and
joined us in line (giving up a place about fifteen people ahead in
the process). Pete kept running back and forth between our door and
another one where he suspicioned there might be an earlier bus to
DC. After awhile his sharp eye noted a movement forward among the
crowd at that door. '"Come on," he said, and led us to the other i e
which was indeed filing onto a waiting bus. However, when we got to
the front of the line, we found the bus was going to Chicago.

"Graham, you've done it again," I said. "That was last year."

Well, we eventually got on our bus,’'the four of us grabbing
Seats right behind the driver. This worthy Trailways employee told
us he'd been called by his employers to drive an extra bus to DC that
night, so he hadn't had dinner, having had to rush to the depot.

"I guess this sort of thing happens a lot to you guys,'" Randy
said. "You never know when you'll get a call for an extra e o ko be!
where you may be going."

"You're rignt," the driver said. "Coupla months ago, they called
me in for a special trip. I hurried to the depot, got behind the
wheel, and said, 'There'm I going?' 'Boston,' they told me. 'I've
never been there,' I said. 'How do I get there?' 'That's your
problem,' they said. 'But you're due there at meEdns ohih . Get geing "

"Did you get there?" we asked.

"Yeah," he said, and shook his head. "About four next morning,
I drove all over half of Massachusetts before I found Boston. I was
stopped at a red light in Pacoima or somewheres, and I leaned out the
window and says to this cop, 'Vhere am I?' 'llain Street and Broad,'
he says. 'Yeah, but what town?' I says. He told me it was Pacoima
or whatever it was. 'Is that in Massachusetts?' I asked him. He
gave me a funny look."

"Weren't the passengers wondering about all this?" Pete asked.
'And couldn't you have asked them how to get to Boston?"

"I'd have looked pretty silly doin' that, wouldn't I?" he said.
"Anyway, time I got good and lost, all the passengers were asleep,
and we're not supposed to do anything to wake up passengers while
we're on the road. I finally found a freeway goin' to Boston, though,
and we pulled in about four in the morning. The despatcher says,

‘There you from?' I says from New York. 'Last bus from New York
came in two hours ago,' he says. 'Yeah, but I'm the one before that;
I'm late.' So he stared at me like he didn't believe me, and finally

he asks me, '‘There you.been?' I stared right back and him and said,
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e got into DC a little before midnicht and took = cab to the
hotel, (Pete said we could yalk there ea saar Tl aTter | 1ug Sl ks isin e
cases ocround in roughly a circle for half an hour 're 7ave un.) Carol
aftd I had \a Sreserue tion,. of course.  But: nicH; Pote steoned forwrard to
check in again -- he'd just checked out thot wornins, of ‘course’ =%

he found there were no more rooms available. Ie'd have to ~o to the
ROEHelS SO I TR EPEOrTIe T, | T Bralaald LSS ie e
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"I Xnow," he said. "I've dome it again,”! ile went amay.

As Carol and I started off after the bellboy to our room, Franlt
Dietz hove into vier, hauvking conies of DLUilA. I bought one, and
asleed friere ghetaction was. In the 73R Hospitality roen; he said,
and told me "the oo nuaber.

30 after we'd eantied our suitcases and choansed clothies, -re rent
Bie e’ < Pettel, Shdyiny, checked. in,atshisvhotel s nehems tievel .oy Donma
a alscellancous assortient of unfaniliar faces sitting around Bl detries
while four teenasers played noker at o table in the niddle of the
room. hey weme 'liging natchgticlks Forpschivsy

e lEsa g i cal DeFsoa, . sut d Tunlovine el i ta il died et
day, in Iewr Yorlz, le'd cashed his unensloyient checks for the nast
month (he'd been working fourteen hours a doy seven deys a weelr at
the Harch office and hadn't had a chance to cash then earlier), and
he wras now carrying in his wallet a hundred-dollazr bhill and a vwad of
gne's. =i sy Lorw forty: of" tirelr,  Fisubpose, '~ He zinlet-eyed the poker
players, tiuen with a deteriined aotion drazced un & chair and sat
dovm. "All right, let's zet this gane rollin~," he said, and neeled
off the hundred dollar-»ill and threr it into the niddle of the table,
2llowing the »nlayers to see the thiclmess of the rest of the vad but
not that tihe rest ras 211 one-dollar bills. Thev stared at Blatit
quite talen aback. Pete sat still, raisinz his evebrows at then.
hen they didn"t. /saey anvthing, he scooned un the Hill writhout a word
and;: Stalliedietnte jEhie o tlien  roam ' oBythe. 30 “suttes

lterel Iasdion el T3 gt T8 oles 390 THeATIo0i. b Rofds 28T rather,
one familiar beard. Talter 3Jreen was sitting in the niddle of = sroup
of youngz fans sniling benignly. (e looked just like Torry Ackerman,
only naybe not quite.) I greeted hin and he showed ne a cony of
the' coinfanden meirsvaner- Coin-Woxld, which had & photo of hin . ahnd ‘a
story about hin, since he ras starting a new colunn for the DESNCHE
Tirea T owshs Jebiand, vias s triatk dulmh i thesl Enes seehidi-ga young man,
Breen has already been held for some vears in the' field as a living
lecend s T iread “this. 1ige aloud, and chortled, -hile lialter smiled
aythically. ]

"Yeah, but did you invent sex in 192727 I asked hin, anéd he
srinaced and said, "Aaarzn!'  (Talter will deny this, by the way. IHe
swvears un and down that he absolutely never says Aaarzh. In fact,
he~getisr all vo Ainiaras aboute it Soictimes’; -and waen T tell anyone that



he's in the habit of using the word he'll throw back his head and
groan, "Aaaaarrrchi’)

I asked 7alter ‘rhere everybody I knetw vras, and found to ny dis-
nay that the 3Jusbies hadn't come to the convention. I was very iauch
disapnointed at this, having been looking forward to the con larzely
as an onportunity to see them azain. (I missed you throuzhout the
eony Buz and Zlinor.) it Jalier’told me that a lot of the Mew York
types, writh the addition of Calvin 7. "Mimself" Demuon, <rere up in
John Joning's room. Carol, Yete and I went there.

L aet  Calvin<a ffew tiaesyin Serkeley before I'd come to ileir
Yorlz, but he'd been pretty much on the SSaccetoT Mandon  then, s so
Lowrass Towlaivls  Torvara fsosdeetime M hum "aeadin, - *i/e iralted in the door
and I recognized hia inmediately from nhotos. I onened 1y aouth to
say soilething like llello there, and he grasped ny hand and said,
"1, Terry Carr, boy, you're a lot funnier in verson than you are in
) ves g rb ik

I felt 1like going oyt and coning in zsein, but instead I conned
John Zoninz into giving me a swi~ of his fine booze, (Actually, atis
ras nrobavly terrible, dut after the 211% and cookics of the H3F roon
St Esiaennerful-. ). Tensat around and . t5 el athile, the booze ran
Sy, EfgesSierora 1 o'l SIS ETe A o Wit ST . late-nizht snack. Thence off
to bed.

I missed virtually the entire- »drozran Saturday afternoon, spendin:
ny/ tine mostly in weadering around ia the SArxrt Zhorr and @i shl ey, Toen .
talking to John Zlagnus and buyinz old fanzines fron Wi sld so demt
(I "found . a ‘econy. of VULCL, By ese NSt F el =on! 'sa ke .0 and . John ~ave
1t Bo ne ireec, since all ay ‘files of Ty fanzines are back in Jerkeley.
Balesy e goletng - thront i il B st T2 Ronnethe ve “ra's- = daszesaissimg, apharent-
Lk dmeibeEn o ron +irK als e Pl iar " ai, S aart yearsiaetore, and I cone
sider:this " just retribltion. ) ~Thile T aras in “the diEsplay woow .« & nan
whoit I didn't knowr ralked upn to ne, slanced at ay nane-badgze and
nunped iy hand, T neered at his name-badge and found that he was
Charles Lee 2Mddle, once nublisher of the fine fanzine REQW ;- Wi ch
had been the first fanzine I'd ever seen. Lee had nublished A LS

naterial in fanzines, too -- several short stories Tfhich were absolute-
AENaE Beea by kely Trritleq when ‘T ‘Ugis e Wie wears old, I pumned his hangd
Iasre Bbriie” ang hes toldsle<hie v pl oM d #bo ‘nevEve PEOI. . e also intro-~

el A SR e M s e o M s ol < o N R years older then I'd been when
TP RS 1. Lunown “Tee,

I wrent into the Consressional Tooinx just in tiize to catch the end
of Larzy‘Ivie's ané Dick Lupoff's discussion of coiic vooks. Tt was
the cuestion »neriod. 4 men raised his and and asl-ed Dick if he
didn't think that coiic books had once been sadistic and a Had
influenece, provably fomentin< & Tot of needless violence 2nons youns
peSries )t S DICL caln T ieniiealil Wl e s sIREY Skt aron 1T 1. cofie un- te  the
BERLOULS Ssin, I kd he absolirtely gesfesRneds bR eh tyon” in. the ‘noscy "

I fisured the nTogran’ 725 zoinz alons onite rell, =nd vent off
to our room, vhere Carol and ‘ete wrere sittin~ iratchins an old Jean
Arthur novie on the rooa's television set. e decided to g oRoUEREI
ey csame " Liawor for wse dirinz pasdics, and Such-:

At the liguor store e bou-~ht about 320 rorth of stuff: vodka,
bourbon, anricot brandy, retsine, ond bHatches of LR w2 S AR el s ar ey
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pfhIce, : —ile e were . there,; SidY'Cole:ian; ease Fn 'to by something
and we left tozether. I asked him if he'd ever had any retsina.
"rell, yes," he said. "Actually, I iras introduced.to retsina
last suanmer when I was in Greece, then the Chairman of the Greel:
Atonic Anersy; Goumission ook e eutito dinmern ' He waused, aned
noted a1y ianressed exoression. 'That sounds very imnpressive,'" he
said, "until you ston and think, the Creek Atonic Inerzy Commission?"

The GARC, he expnlained, consisted of a reactor bousht for Greecce
by the United 5tates, and a salaried Chairnan and his secretary. "I
@ Edn s ddiee cnedsdina am el that: Sirut: tiaey; thut . the foerbid” tine T Juad
it, irhenr ‘some friends of mine in London took me to a fancy expensive
restameants HELGERET. Tkt ivery muely Bt Teshoughs! Peireeirk 1dies thost) St s
Just 2 drink st mrews o you, it then I reallyzed thatl the- Chai rmam
of the Greelk iAtonic Znerzy Courmission just couldn't buy a very good
SoF - 50 Ly ot e ot his:, salary .

Thot. eyening /e rent d0 theGostuile 21l ‘srhiell aras:, en “thel sthele
Ioinagd e dull wSeme of  thwe cestuiles’ were zeod —withe Fathrd: freun
ras quite zood, for instance -- but nost rere embarrassingly bad,
and tire vand played very tired »ihrasess fro: popular sonss as each
contestant narzded across the staze -- " Zretty 2irl Is Tike
ilelody" and such.

Pe e ~Grabemnt was (T his weStefomn,. - There~jiasScapgiri ot itlhe . aan
lon ieished ) ealditherilay3ricl:, Wio was one- .of Hhese Lot er™ d s s
Daefessional, vinEin tyoes’ wio, enjoyed | Llirtins with' circryone s EaniSiuih s
she ‘was irritetinnly coy, and during the earlier mart .of the conmen=
tion (hefore several of ler adiirers started coanaring notes on what
she'd told then) she ras folloired around by a sood nunber. of young
Fansy, “@ne of lcE playful hits ) was sirittching: waite-tass writh ia - feislien:
iriom re'1ll'‘calld Edzar Barf. 'She walted un to Pete Graham vearirs:

fits Gaasies bt aud Satd, TV Tln I8deas. Bars s 28t tlaneéd Aty lieE
Hate e oy > plreldoek e d*RET oV eT mapralsin slyy T e’ yeu tre, notyat v
sade s Vet welkés yon so.sure? Bhe asked.  W'leCauseiyoniresd \cEnilk N

Dete said.

Sue lowered her eyelids and said sweetly, “low do you know that?"
2ete mazed Waek-ab el calinly foi' artileient; ' then' eabuadly "but: quite
deliberately reached out and stroled her rizht breast twice. "That's

horT, ome nsaids. Site went avayy

RPeto s inewtischty el cané o fiey, held Theed hoticing-oll the fans
dressed nsibrgieicoshares Tl th Mge srords. «'  maat iis tiilsesd olfcsent
ckan?" he nuttered several times. :inally, lhis . aouth a .griadine;
he strode un to tiror of the neonle so costuned -~ they hannened to be
Ted Johnstone and Jock Ro0t, thoush there irere many others there --
and turned thea to. foec each other. . "e've had enoush- of ‘this coddan
DES TR, i cersmdats . i Vdlezg Le ey 560 'Somc AttiowH?

Ted: and” JMClk Setared, o B /- arainsit-caciy. Oblk &y Swmords, dravals
Wl e B2 Sand  Re ey, Mon thi'ee - mrau50, Ate S ALY, 0N e sertrre s 5 Sl eicin

~2 3

They bvoth turned on hiua innediately and chased hinm halfiray across
the ‘floor.

fiitie e bhics G oisttuitei @il rei i aid fastn &y L NEoT S 0/08s i



Te'd invited various peonle a2t the 3all: 3id Salies el . - TET Ty, et Re
Doya Raeburi, Ted and'’3andi, les Gerhery .John tonins:, Lés LAIC MBI ES,
ete. Liquor (aliost the whole 20 wrorth) flowed freely, and I've
been told nwaerous tiines since by those 7vho rere there that it tras
IICEs eSS El iy (O SLie vecwpen o S ditelen Y €V l5iowr saisout. that, Dut it
Masebiaer best wone L was, o,

dilesipaclle ing Sbesan it Riasstdis@ecnans 'Sit ting in -the niddle
odthe (floor and tellinsg ws a lonsj Snvolved and absolutely hilarious
story about his tiroubles in Istonbul rith an obscure lHear Jastern
Maeteler @i ok e SUeli I riveh feawsed” heindtie Udri- tzine constently. This
Sihery. et 'o rxfox, hal s anshotin @ stere ,~and. IT'ican .say gquite literally
that /sy stonach huwrt froa lauzhing, and I wras having troubdle setting
ny breath, 3id Coleman just may be the funniest raconteur I've ever
RIEhtE

siap il 3100 cape - ot ol ST PR e e e Ol i . B0 L SloleTody . .- e rasn't
B el RE T 40 TINOC VIR o S enss ¢ e MRS fe e G0N "and, .a Friend of. his
MG ras rlth  hin e (shfeseanie, A5 el hie b I of iy Gl BN 2 eais s bl
P oy -daiaig ) T sshaydfo rainlen S RN SEt ‘dotm and told us
some funny stories for arhile. (EWETR ENC © Niokici1ias L Ss LArLin ew
I told you I could almost remender it.)

CHET e~ o oNicaa et o e ClSaniE el 1 (s ogisul « LTS raay not Sound
e omamePe . ace ity for (hir ook Sinds (shieh “ais - are nossessed by
SrCHe SRR ION R ; el Phielyehutt Letitsr nsE Feay I e siial 1 entiiic as aell,
flee! Jaoohst wa's: aliso viherd, Sy ble ey == another Focl- and roll fan,)
BiEeicr sdid Ssoa s T Centatisiy st onden ful Titins, Y- and Zarol’ Jotned
Bigrsfor ol e rendition Yol UMM aghy sl -audies  Berher san~ Presley's
version of '"Teartbrealr Totel,"” accoiwanying hiuself on his nose. Ilis
@peitEosvehiee  onl "bhi 5i Eer edd s tandasd - Bhe wens | met tle nose, 1
meshs isassareat, andisoneloir] lie aNENEE RO SeliE il th e 'eche—chahher
SRR TR0, fllayhesiles a5 acaeEielis ssimuses. J 'don 't notr.  Tord
cmaglice and Pebe contrnibhbied s Modi o & Tenderfully "stupid son;s lilke
et Waumal T Tovie Mex!  dunds T Heasd i “ivack .Cn “Plie Hichway, ut T
Didn't Iiear Tobody RBray' and "They Are Buxnin' Do The louse I Uas
Soine U Tat! and dagl mone, [ and itPeas . Jus ket ras

RetGeegoil,  for sl Sreasanksweaadi rentdaim - toithe 137 1oon.
L el sere: dul 1 Sdioi iy thiesey: ead veuke” cFeun (3711t un, Some of us Zoaalr
UG COL e n Bl aNd! jedliEns) Feitc o Lo e ehET | ye.oties Lo off . -to bed. or
Semethime & (I dater héord: 2 Fohder g S RO AN O REL A CH B . RO OR] o e el
Eaesdohn: T 01 iNe a0 e Dot Halisasiiistd-sthie-rooy and’ an 37 typne,
pEelevlly s ficnring e didnet look Ailfe hWer comeent of ‘a Heffer, ran
aibpliiat Gt T o) . L Gel outY N@etiietihs - Thi's ds the 137 dospitality
JapEt )

fhie tnext’ afternooi . Jie wrenkistosthe Nangulet  Inaecheon, .t our table,
AN ARSI Go s Tarols imudl el vire Besden ikathe s Qeivel  stal ter Breen,. 'Les
CEmse it Stk ands- EsEhe vt dovid:y Rae iwmnc@ng sigrae, o, fewr others, T
e Lk el ‘e o'di tras i fiac i o - the Sorhilonsficre rTidicnlously
SmaplN L P H(ZiesT S de Ss ety icame SauhGeticnea ity ichide olate syrun 2w TJalter
SElEElTCIth Bl 16 o Sherts s ceMENE RS S R e YD e e ot toh thelr ‘cortito
faspea iear e o0 oITELEl L0 FHEERRD gt Lo ieraan | Byt they aidn't de
SElmRBn T2 e G 3 b - el e sk e a S elive Seagie’ saertlectd o th i his rights
pr-Becalise his: heand Frishfenedyteganior Poth, ) *The Hrosraa at sthe

0 e A i .
ciflar] sep st e b voe ddiS paRE et SR ERaa e ST O B T R e T o inster ! Fenliins



gave a speech which was mostly dull except when he was telling 'Rastus
and lMandy jokes. He was a tremendous disappointment to me.

Asimov was in fine form, though, and for his wnerformance alone
the banquet would have ‘been worthwhile to me. (By the way, maybe he
vas surprised when he won a Hu3o, but'I'd been exnecting it since his
first joke on the subject.) ©Pete Grahanm hadn't come. to the meal, but
when the speeches were in session he came in, simuggling in the apricot
brandy and some brandy glasses we'd bought the day vefore. ‘e Sipped
the brandy throughout the speeches, passinz it around the table, and
Boyd testified that it was "the most gracious damned banquet ' I've ever
attended."

Te skipped the rest of the program that day, though out of a
sense of some sort of loyalty I was present for the beginning of the
fan panel, on which Ted “hite, Juanita Coulson, and the Thompsons
were to exvlain how to stencil artwvork and such. The vhole idea had
impressed me from the moment I'd first heard of it as anproximately
the worst progran idea ever presented. In the first place, how many
people at a convention are interested in one rather technical aspect
of fanpublishing? In the second nlace, ‘how did the convention com-
mittee ever get the idea that stencil-cutting could be explained
coherently from a nodium? Juanita started off by a zeneral discussion
of the subject: <IYou can use thin lines or thick lines, depending
on your stylus. There are many types of shading vnlates, and you can
e SthieA o fer isShecial  effeets i V'L Tound: the srhole thing embar-
rassing, as did Ted apparently, judzinsg from his exnression as he
handed the proper iteirs from the assortment before him on the table
to JuaniEa as isReTent: On ; JF TH1 S, disha Sty Lus,. h Thias s writing

plate...~

It wasn't Juanita's fault, nor anyone else's who was on the
panel. It was just a catastrophically had idea on the part of the
con coamittee, and I told Georze Scithers so thile the discussion was
droninz on. 'Tell, the fans compnlain if a con comnittee doesn't
schedule something for thein, so we had to have something,' he said.
"But this is really a very poor idea," I said, "and look how feuw

peonle have even stayed to hear it .-- maybe two dozen.'  "Jell, 'if
it's such a bad progrem item," he rewlied with relentless logic, "then
I guess it's a good thing not nany peonle are here." Then he went

arreyin, S SHd ket F Ooigeiie d e f et I sepabening ey hoads

I stayed just long enough to hear Ted zive his talk on the the
fascinating subject of stencil-cutting, hecause I am a true and loyal
friend, and mainly because he'd told me earlier that if I walked out
on his talk he'd tell a lot of lies about me to the audience.

Out in the hall a young fan camé up to me and told fe he'd bought
the or¥pyndl margusering ol L0 20 O#ROR M ithe aliction’, dnd iosked
e IEATEdaniogmanitdt Tor hia: L was delighted, of course .-=:I'we
been asked for anm autograni less than half a dozen tises, and from
what Asimov said at the banquet it seens the pleasure never grows
dim. . Hotrevexr, "the (fan, didn’ t ‘have the scrint 'with hial . so il told*aEs
to catch me the next day and went off to gather Carol'and later Pete
to look for a party. Phil Harrell had invited me to 2 closed-door
BEOY party in Nl g roen, f sa we;Fent. there! fi¥sti 2There: wis 2 S0l on
Phil's door saying, “Private Party, Restricted to Pros. Mo Fans
Allowed," which I thouzht was guaint to-say the least. Several lowly



fans like Boyd, Lee Jacobs and “ete were with us when we arrived, but
Phil threw open the door for us all, saying he'd be glad to see any
friends of mine. Phil was belng very much the gracious host at the
paety ;iirch  we imglediately, discovered, was erowvded to the rafters.

NElhaldSasdnatnissmtininyashiesd pwetlsmmStths by s sieconds ;i shanlcs. to. 2hid:,
Sl T Terradied iy ‘neeldbetse o val i ghes@boss.. 3ut. dlhe ‘party was full of
fans, which would have been fine if I'd known any of them. H. Bean
RO frals  hiie Tes,L b I te 18 \Oidn - o Jeno i segstlrer . I Fritz- Leiher was. in
e nsiRdiNeS o it e HeomdiTiaaonic e irne st aesmeld el Fmyeasra ve s b o = luinnyy saidh heddio
BTN Jelier] FemEe di A1 Sl -0 S e LaBneioT T Seaie SEsoi Ulie rSpoti i Ile ycalled  ny
RSt - tlaenaieh, T HSIOT dES et Cale O dis SHBINR T OrEe. T ovieT ' and, <to1ld e he thousht
TARLORD OF KOR was a fine novel. "Don't be surprised if you zet a
Iligo sEow  ait’ ne Xt yearsy Jhe ssaidimiiidds hesshunde nstrmck 1f it's even
norinated by one person," I said ouite truthfully. (I'i reasonably
SEeR e E T T GH -IE a 0. DejET o NG S IamnEdaroiiter” T Sionly s sinple 1ittile

SpaEe prers Movel Lol Mol SR ol g tol ot Aa e ¥t, " Phil said.
e ~shourdn 't -be ' 5o ©rin ea 1 of yollr owh work =-.T've neticed that
writers frequently underestinate themselves." IJot knowingz what else

BeEdosR L thenicadykiiny and ssud pedihad Thiy “dminie .- Phil . is:a nice guy,
PERGEEs REMSh ) o1 5 (X OWS Y- T ars e I Il simety "\SEy V58

Qur Troup left,The warty scon .after, --:-it was: just too crowded.
e went to the big party throwm by Los Angeles and 3erkeley -~ a dual
victory party at which 3erk:ley celebrated getting the convention
JCESt Jeeasaaiid - Ini Y @ L alreaie d aPeiiNEmEs ol I G E et o However,, thisiparty
iHoeMNraisS e o d cdy. P EShaid Mamethie s dmanalmSis ot mhe bl & thiihostt *Roneél
and Russ ilartin for aithile. Ron wanted to know where the IFANAC
Hugo was -- he'd written me a week bhefore the con to say that if I
ol S lamd -1t oveT 60 him, FEallics een’ heft svun-me owt of fandom,
(on and I, of course, have dual custody of the ugo, and we trade
off every year or so. He'd brouzht it east with him on his way to
Theland en his ' TAER t@ip lastiyedray)s L hung &y liced and said that
P Do ety i 1 ihot) the SCOT. Mt R el s bl rcy d: been this. poker
same bl es Tl ghit before s and: ' Fsdshatife Resing stredl;, and. ..

SCaMiny Fou IdT AR TN Hic  BrEanE g,

A afradd T A0d . S Brite ree il aas ai tnaat, .« lrile \he nazed at
meawith minsded -shock-and; Yoathing T=beat a Hasty:retreat, and the
whole ‘ot ofus =~ athich by now iacluded Ted, Les irenbergs, Jon
Thite, and »robably several others ~- went off to rander the halls
1o ol iy, “Stionek =l taloje)ldl mip/=lam i ¢

e b erilkes olfihoiEse st rsaldisieiRcicais Nt eessispmatirRaipid 2 ce’, and . oif
aerEidert il ter was: shugaded Y andtonded up bedng delegated by the
Seich " ea s AL O Auend, JELe MEpoR 2 aEaiste Th e routsdiders,; has been. told
elsewhere, so I won't repeat it herc. One other wizard wheeze hasn't
been aentioned in »rint, though: ‘e suddenly realized that we were
standing 'rizht outside. the dooxr that'léd to ‘the hotel's catering
cemfter. fle were thinking of repairimg to Semeoné's room to have'a
PETE ol Tour. ot Fhutmeincededisicie. i 50. . .

30 Pete went through the door, took six stens and turned around
Sl oae - ot |~ - TSRS S OHIE 01 Ca 11 BIRBIIC - 1T Sa i ds

"

Les llirenbersz raised his eyebrows. "That's no problen,' he

Salid . v WYon: just. have sto Mook fanthani tative. ¥ "fe 'squared his shoulders



o a U
and sauntered tirousli the door. e heard the sounds of soule conver-
sation within, and 2 couple of minutes later Les came back out,
puffing on a2 cigar dand carrying &' piteher fulliof iee.cubes. HoEh Tl
WD it e B ds

Te all chortled nadly, and I cried, "That's it? Here it is
almost nidnizht -- every party in the hotel is now out O ERCeH
Gentlemen, we nov have the entry into any party eionBe (e

ies went to the door to the Jizma Frap dance, vhere Jon vwas on
cuard. Jle opened the door and said calmly, "You ordered el

Moweven,: tls broke us 211 &y, - and the whole: sropp left the
Sigma Traps.  Je'd been attracted to the dance originally only be-=
cause they had a good band, but currently there tras 2 bad comedy
aetlan thewstate, e all repaired to our roon, and Les and someone
else went to tne I3 room to pget some paper cuns. ‘e sat around
in our voorn for awvhile, drinling and chatting and chortling, then
decided to o back and see how the Li-3erkeley victory party was
@oinss - Lt LHom Belng  pretiy late.,

Thie: paLLy /vas Still crowded, hot, and! Toudi Te milled around.
and in avhile I noticed that Jarry “arner had just come in the door.
“nowing how he hates loud parties, I went over to him and said,

TG G S el i heRe ™

He smiled his quiet, dry smile. "Terrible. Tell me, where can
I find a sood and loud party? There's the action?”

Jack Sneer once told me that Ilarry has no sense of hunor, but
that's patent nonsense.

In the niddle of the room I found John 3oardman in the middle
of a raginn arguient with a rather disgusting racist tyne who was
claiming that the recent larch had been a tervrible thing. . +5 TFeut
over and stood listening for avhile, but it was all very devressing.
John Soardnan is the only radical I know, in fandon at least, 1Tho
can argue with a racist and still come out seeming like an idiot.
His ieyes flashed, he aras literally: quivering writh rage, he sneered
and shouted nlatitudes and not much elsc. The other guy was an idiot
too, ‘0f ceurse, . but that was to e expetcted ofe Tacist, The
spectacle of a nan .who wvas in the right making such an ass of hia-
self and of his position, as 3oardnan was doing, was too disstressing
for me. . nyway, it was late and I was getting sleepy, SO Carol and
Jip il s A

4s ve uvent dowvm the hall tovrard our room, -hil IZarrell came Dy.
"You should o back to ny narty," he said. '"There's a great argu-
ment going on there, with 2d 'ood and..."

Out of the fryinsg pan and into the fire, I thought, and shook
ny head. ‘e wvent on to our wrooz, and the lasth alidng " T saw. thaib
nizht was a totally confused drunlk reeling around in the hall,
muttering, "Seven? That the hell'n T doing on the seventh Tloom2M
iR fnie Sl Wwaseishe U bisre 06 kg

ot nuch hapvened during the day .onday. I attended the editors'


Here.it

Pt e Dt Tound S Heikateor aoaiiassia shicedd ton ==n.Cele’ Goldsmith,

AL I Budiies, (Fred SRPohl ‘andydelin, Canpbell-~-" said a' few irords about
e »asmiss; . ‘ands;then’ the ® £loor "wesh thraim opew to. questions. Ivery-=
body but, Campbell was ignored conpletely thereafter, and had to sit
GSS Cag e S0t g taviid dline: ot he Tehthnmn ssgrhilestlhicr fans ot into the
same old arguments with JC about new ideas and breakthroughs in s--f
g NSEORICE; ~ St neusens. it Waseepetentially: zoed prosram, but' I
think naybe what the fiecld really needs isn't new ideas in s-f hut
Hew” tdpas in qhestd ons Trom thefloer a2t conwentions.,

Carol joined me to sit in and listen to the discussion of what
it's like to be married to an s-f writer by Sarbara Silverberg, Carol
siEliwe ddses,  ‘Carod’ Dol Sandd.. e Lrs Wieaans ! ericfie. TS turned-out to
befpresklty . tanes Snith 2 leit gt Dolistey Fuconsceqghentialities. being
dsSsienisisedii it eice was a SHnT Far disSeussion. earlierthis yeariat. the
HBIEF g 37 1iri tefls: Conference, B EE e ET ra.Si i much ‘Tore Lidvelys
since the wives there weren't nlaying to an open audience,

That nizht there was another party in the L.i-3erkeley suite,
this one a conpefctlvely QUL et sOEsE Sl o T ofiptenl et had. left ‘for
home already, the next day being a working day. Carol and I had
each taken Tuesday off, though, so we had a chance to attend the
only really relaxed open party I saw at the con.

On the way to the party the fan who'd bouzht WARLORD OF KOR
came by with the manuscript, so I signed it for him. Unable to think
of anything clever to write, I settled for a simple "All best wishes,'
which was merely pretentious. But what the hell.

He came into the party.suite ‘to find Jlonel flaked out on the
clomelhiWamitds ty  sevieraill Seimiisiitillo plgiissremariaply: uninnecent ... i I Nithi nic
that TAFF trip ruined on: he's hot the teetotalling aw-shucks-ma'am
Teens] otErges i sield” Loy lenew and. develsy i Bngl and: e wals corrupted by the
hielgd Sdirilelng . fenthere, andwmew sheielloglesy SamehowW. . . hard., Have you
ever seen a squirrel who looked...hard?

Bruce had brought the FANAC Hugo and set it on the . fiool shewt. to
s S Il ar 0R e 04 onre S e Tl cied (IRt somd muttered "Those goddam Hugo 1s
T2 Samebody [zt (it out Vet the way il littsecinttering np. the 'floor,
S T P oty digi B et SdEbais M SERR Biltnices ) ¥eaehing . for) Tt and
then” soni¥realized tnat it was his,  ‘His eyebrews shot up, he grabbed
Eead man ' ofT to- shasli'yist carefully awvay from thieves and poker
pfayers. (Actually, of course, Bruce had only had the Mugo because,
since I was going to the con by bus I1'd ziven it to him in New York
oY hrsthg: down o, DC by cani )

Tell, I talked with Ted Johnstone and uth Berman and even Don

Stila natiee £ Thiein pson =t Sthie peielyn s Shtemasean | o cerisionyfor talking with
Deople I1'd missed throughout the con...including Chuck ’lansen too
Later on there was a fil-sing in a separate room of the suite, where
Sandy Cuttrell held forth from The 3Josses' Song 3ook and Les Gerber
and Ted Johnstone did fannish songs and such. It was a tremendously
enjoyable session (I'd never heard Sandy before -- he's very good),
Lol (1), il g ioaibetenS e intzveiar(e) bl exa)al

-~ Terry Carr



