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CrANGES
| BeY

farty canter

Those of you who read colophons will note some changes in this colophon, changes re-
flecting two aspects of my personal life.

The first change (like the other) reflects something which has not yet completely oc-
curred. Before this issue is completely typed I will know for certain whether or not a
change proposed by my boss has come to pass. If my boss' plans eventuate (and they should
become solidified by the end of 1982), I will be working elsewhere (fewer hours of work
per week and more money for me are some of the good points of his plans). There will be
more on this in the Closing Natter section of this issue. In the meantime I request all
of those who are sending me zines and other items at The Smokers' Den to please redirect
them to my home address. Unless, that is, I give another address in the Closing Natter
section.

Then there is the second change, a rather momentous change betokening new things for
both HTT and myself. Let me explain.

This change started (or happened) at CHICON. Many things of note occurred at Worldcon
this year. The fanzine lounge was phenomenally successful, both in the number of zines
sold at the sales tables ($1075 worth) and the good vibes amongst those visiting the lounge.



To me this sort of lays to rest the canards that fanzine fandom is dead, not that I believed
such rot in the first place.

Then there was the successful effort to reform the Fanzine Hugo. It has been too many
years since that Hugo went to an amateur zine; much ink has been used and many teeth
gnashed in fruitless bewailing of this problem. The proposal which passed was the Russell
amendment, not the Cantor/Glicksohn amendment; however, as the Russell amendment was hea-
vily influenced by the work which we did, neither Mike nor I am unhappy with the result.
Needless to say, I think that our year of pushing for this change (or a or amy change)
helped create the proper climate for change. Fans showed up and voted on an improvement
in the category. The battle is not completely won, though; according to the rules set up
in the WSFS Constitution, the amendment which was passed at CHICON must be ratified at CON-
STELLATION. I hope to see you there when we finalise giving back the Fanzine Hugo to the
amateurs. ;

For me CHICON was an event during which there occurred a momentous change in my life -
I met the woman with whom I want to spend the rest of my life. It was a case of mutual
love at first sight (and a sad parting when I had to emplane for Los Angeles and Robbie had
to drive back to Ottawa). I did, though, have some money left over after the con - I sent
it to her so that she could visit me in North Hollywood.

Which she did (thereby cutting short the telephone calls which would have otherwise
caused several telephone companies to declare that the recession was over). Robbie arrived
in Los Angeles on September 23 - the next day I asked her to marry me and she said yes.
Barring any last minute foolishness on the part of the Quebec Judge who is supposed to
finalise her divorce from her first husband, we will be married on Sunday, January 30.

In the meantime, though, Robbiec has become co-editor of HTT. The major change which
will become immediately apparent will be the lack of typos in most of the zine (though not
in the LoC Ness Monster which I will continue to type).

Robbie's sense of humour is quite congruent to mine; since moving to North Hollywood
she has read all of my file copies of HTT -(and she did not even retch once).

We will leave it to the reader to discover whatever other delightful changes may occur
within these pages.

—-— Marty Cantor

&N A DE B NS

robb[e Cam‘or

In HTIT 14, Marty made some remarks about Sixth Fandom, which generated a lot of com-
ment. Some people have agreed with Marty that some fans out there judge everything by .
Sixth Fandom standards. Others, notably those who tend to be associated with Sixth Fandom,
disagree, demanding that Marty produce proof of what he said. Well, a little later in this
issue you can see Marty's response.

But, this has presented me with a number of ideas of my own. I have been reading a
lot of zines lately which make much reference to Sixth Fandom and various Sixth Fandom
fans. There is no attempt by the writers to eulogise either the period or the people, nor
to place either upon a pedestal. But, the mentions of this period of fandom far outweigh
mentions of other eras. And most of the mentions are favourable ones.

A1l of this could be construed as an effort to influence the fans of today. But it
is most likely not a conscious effort. If a fan came out of a particular era, he is likely
to think fondly of it. That is quite natural. If the people he admires "come" from that
era, he is going to speak about them in his zine. All without realising the appearance
this gives any particular issue of his zine to those who are not of the era in question.




I have not seen anything that indicates that these editors or writers think Sixth Fan-
dom is the ultimate expression of fandom, nor that it is the standard all others must ad-
here to. But, I am willing to bet that there are those people who feel that this is what
has been said. Misconstruing something you have heard or read is commonplace. In fact,
there is a game based on this very human habit. One person constructs a message which is
whispered to another, who whispers it to the person next to them and so on around the room.
The end message rarely resembles the original.

A similar problem may be said to afflict fandom. One person reads an article. He
tells a friend what he thinks he read, the friend tells another. By the time the original
writer of the article hears about it again, it is highly unlikely it will be anything like
what he wrote, much less intended. And he blows up at the person telling him what his ar-
ticle was about. I know the. problem exists, because someone did it to me once. And he
only had it second-hand.

There really is not any solution to this. Fans are human, too. And just as prone to
making errors. The only difference, perhaps, is that fans are generally better-equipped
to spread their errors far and wide, to the extent that no one can be sure whose error it
actually is. It becomes a widespread belief in no time flat, and there is no longer any
way to find out who started it, or even what article set it off. Somewhat like the story
of some fans accidentally cutting down a chandelier during a sword fight at a con. What
con? When? Both pieces of information change each time I hear the story - so far I have
been told it happened at fiZve different cons!

I am inclined to believe that Sixth Fandom has suffered a similar fate. Suddenly,
there are hoardes of people who believe that there is too much idolisation of Sixth Fandom.
Certainly, there are those who look back at the era with fondness, but, for the rest, well,
it has probably been totally blown out of proportion.

And I do not intend to get too involved. I know next to nothing about Sixth Fandom
or the people associated with it. I have always preferred not to prejudice myself on an
issue by getting involved before I have the facts available to me. But, there sure is a
hell of a lot being said about Sixth Fandom and Sixth Fandom fans in most of the North
American zines coming into this place.

--- Robbie Cantor
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/*/ THE LAW AND ORDER HANDBOOK is currently being serialised in Elayne Weschler's
INSIDE JOKE and is being reprinted by permission of both Elayne Weschler and the author.
1J is a semi-fannish publication with a great deal that is off-beat (the address is 418
East Third Avenue, Roselle, NJ 07203). We are reprinting TLOH here because it is just
the kind of material in which HTT specialises, and because the overlap in readership 'twixt
HTT and 1J is slight. 3

Richard has withdrawn Chapter One at this time as he wants to rewrite it. Rather than
delaying the serialisation of TLOH in HTT until Chapter One is rewritten, we are starting
with Chapter Two, and will pub Chapter One when Richard completes work on it.

We hope that you will enjoy this gloriously putrid material as much as we did./*/

Capital punishment is coming back into vogue and it's about time! For years now,
Americans have been debating the question of whether or not the death penalty is a deter-
rent to crime. Actually, the fact of the matter is that capital punishment is as American
as apple pie. Arguments that it failed to deter capital offenses, amounted to cruel and
unusual punishment, and was meted out to the poor and minorities to a much greater extent



than to whites, had little to do with the demise of it in the late sixties. The truth is
that capital punishment ceased to be a viable institution because it had become unprofitable.

Consider the following events: In the seventies a fellow named Gary Gilmore commits
a string of murders in Utah in holdups for small change. The authorities decide that the
time is ripe to determine if there will be renewed acceptance of this presently defunct
enterprise we call capital punishment. The convicted man refuses to aid in his own defense
publicly proclaiming that he would rather '"die like a man". National attention becomes
focused on the drama of the State judicial bureaucracy versus the pioneering individual
bent on defying the system. Without any effort at all, Gilmore sells the rights to his
exclusive life story - what made him a murderer - for millions of dollars. His estate
benefits, his lawyer benefits, anybody close to the event with any business sense cashes
ol -

Thus capital punishment is making a come-back, not because of esoteric argqments about
its effectiveness as a deterrent or retributor, but because you cannot stop progress. With
new, improved techniques and proper marketing, capital punishment could easily become a
growth industry, and growth is synonymous with progress in the U.S.A. In America, the
bottom line s the bottom line.

Revisions In Laws and Procedures Necessary To Encourage a Profitable Death Penalty

Many changes are necessary if capital punishment is to succeed in this competitive
world of criminal penalties. To start with, the equipment of the trade will have to be
deregulated, and laws amended. It is doubtful that any electric chair would meet the
standards of the federal Consumer Products Safety Act. Gas chambers fall considerably be-
low federal air quality standards. Gallows do not meet current building and safety re-
quirements.

A profitable death penalty will also require innovation on the part of the professions.
For example, the nation's auditors will have to come up with a system of '"capital punish-
ment cost accounting" if it is to be successful. Life insurance executives will have to
tackle the sticky issue of coverage when selling life insurance to prospective buyers who
may be executed.

4 More, Or Less, Humane Death Penalty

The issue of whether the '"new wave" of death penalties should feature more, or less,
merciful equipment than in former times is a threshhold question before any mejor decisions
can be made about retooling the industry.

The death penelty was invented in the bronze age by tribal groups of human beings who
survived through a hunting-and-gathering type of economy. When things didn't go very well,
they found that they could feel better simply by killing one of their number. This was
called "human sacrifice", and deities were invented to blame for the calamities. Later,
modern religions designed the concept of "individual responsibility", in which specific
members of any group could be held accountable for their actions. Rather than blaming the
Gods, people could now be deprecated for such divergent conduct as murder, masturbation,
mayhem, manslaughter, and malingering (the 5 "Ms"), as well as other offensive conduct.

It was soon discovered that killing the humans who committed some or all of these offenses
not only stopped the conduct at the place of its occurrence, but made people feel better.
This became known as "capital punishment" and thus human sacrifices were rendered obsolete.

In the earliest form of death penalty, human sacrifice, little regard was paid to the
feelings of the subject. As people became more civilised, however, many began to realise
that the worse the condemned individual felt, the better they felt, and thus early capital
punishment took the form of the rack, crucifixion, stoning, boiling in oil, and the like.
With the advance of technology, public focus switched from the feelings of the condemned,
to‘the complexity of the equipment - electric chairs, gas chambers, and guillotines are of
?hls genre. Also,Abecause people began to see the need for humane treatment in administer-
ing the coup de grdce to others, painless methods of execution such as mentioned above
came into vogue. Time has taught us, however, that humane treatment of criminals is of
little value in the penal system. Few convicts and no executionees have ever been rehabi-
litated by it.

Accordingly, modern methods of execution will probably not be painless. Rather than



focusing on the feelings of the condemned, it seems likely that the sufferance of the elec-
torate will be the major consideration. Here, initiatives could be used to determine the
appropriate demise of each terminal inmate. Also, the electric chair will be a thing of
the past for economic reasons. No decent American wants to see some Arab Sheik get fatter
every time the switch is thrown. But what would replace it? This will probably result in
a debate as to whether a solar chair should be invented, or the condemned man should simply
be nuked.

Relocating Death Row

If capital punishment is to become the great, modern, profltable enterprise that it is
capable of becoming, current plants must be relocated. Places like San Quentin are too
sombre and lack adequate tourist facilities. An example of the kind of thinking needed
here by prison officials is the case of Alcatraz. For years Alcatraz was a loser, draining
the federal treasury. Then, in an unusual bit of creative thinking, it was closed down as
a prison and turned into a tourist attraction. Alcatraz is an island just a few miles from
San Francisco and easily accessible by passenger ferry. Result: Alcatraz has grossed
millions for the past few years and this performance is expected to continue indefinitely.
What this shows is that death rows need to be located in more upbeat locations. Subdued,
but not sombre, should be the guiding principle.

Media-Packaged Executions

Now for the profit-meking opportunities capital punishment has to offer; the most
obvious area for this is the media. Television coverage of executions could gross hundreds
of millions of dollars depending upon whether it was local, regional, national, or inter-
national coverage. Liquor store robber-murderers would naturally draw the least coverage.
However, sponsorship of executions of local interest would not be difficult. Used car
dealers and discount clothiers usually prefer advertising to a home town crowd. On the
other side of this are international attractions such as presidential assassins and terror-
ists which international conglomerates with huge advertising budgets, such as IBM and
Exxon, would be happy to cover.

Another consideration here relates to what format televised executions will take. A
strong possibility here is that it will follow the example of space launchings with count-
downs beginning months away. Another possibility would be David Frost type interviews with
the condemned man, his family, the victim's family, members of the Jjury whe convicted.him,
and the public execution team, concluding on some patrlotlc or religious note.

In any case, television coverage would heighten on the day and hour of the execution.
The details of the "final moments" must be carefully considered. Black and white stripes
for prisoners are definitely out due to the advent of colour t.v. Also, there is a need
to lengthen the occasion. Currently, the hour arrives and there is just a short walk to
the gallows, chair or whatever. Just a few minutes and it's all over. Television produc-
ers will readily agree that the final moments portion of the coverage should be at least
a half hour and preferably longer. But, what to do? Perhaps the answer to this is "warm
ups" such as electrocuting or gassing a few frogs or cats for starters. Prolonging the
expiration process might also work. For example, where a firing squad is used, its members
might go for the ears first, and then perhaps try for a few fingers. Of course, after the
grand finale, instant replay is available to capture the intricacies of the condemned man's
dying mcvements for additional reflection.

There are many competing attrations on television all vying for the viewer's attention,
such as baseball, football and basketball. In order to maximise the viewing audience, it
will be necessary to establish an execution season which will coincide with the off-season
or times of low interest in the above events.

Last Meal Caterers

Traditionally, the death row inmate receives a special last meal, and, because of its
importance, it should be simple for the creative entrepreneur to turn the occasion into a
lucrative business. In the past this meal was prepared by the prison cook at the request
of the condemned, but because of contemporary prison economics, it can be shown that it is
more efficient to have it done by outside contractors. Moreover, enterprising firms will
likely find it in their interest to purchase franchises in order to cater the last meal,
because they operate on greater profit margins.
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An initial decision in purchasing a franchise will be the age-old questiog of quall?y
versus cost effectiveness. In other words, should the last meal simply be a Big Mac, fries
and a Coke, or something fancier catered by the Holiday Inn? Also, what if the conqemned
man wants something that is not on the menu? On the one hand the caterer c?uld ea51l¥ con-
vince prison officials as well as the public that the conviet is hardly entitled to his
choice of a last meal. To allow it would be the epitome of lenience, and what about the
victim's poor family barely surviving on hamburger helper and bouillon cubes? But one must
be careful here. Prisoners have been known to throw hunger strikes, and there wou}d be
nothing as bad for a last meal caterer's business as a hunger strike by death row 1§mates.
Yet tighter prison budgets and the need on the part of the business for higher proflt.mar—
gins suggests that both the prisoner's wishes and expensive last meals will hgve to give
way to lower cost, higher volume last meal fast foods operations. To pull th1§ Chtt gffec-
tive marketing and packaging will be necessary to convince the inmate that he is getting a
nutritionally balanced last meal. This poses no special problems inasmuch as fast food
advertisers have had no trouble convincing the public that their fare is food for the last
several decades. And the last meal fast food operator is at a distinct advantage compared
to his street corner brethren. The death row inmate will not have to digest the meal after
EEI0( Al
Medical Transplant Concessions

Death row inmates are not worth much while they are alive, but when they are dead they
can be quite valuable. Human organs for medical transplants such as eyes, kidneys, pan-
creas and hearts are worth small fortunes to people with clunkers. The list of what is
transplantable is growing every year, and pretty soon we will see almost everything from
tongues to testicles on the market. Everyone from the inmate's estate to the State and the
business community can make money in this burgeoning industry. Concessions can be set up
in which traders buy these vital and useful organs of the executionee from the appropriate
parties, and sell them to hospitals for transplants.

Execution methods will have to be modified to accomplish this.

Electric chairs and firing squads zap the heart and other market-
able organs. Perhaps the best thing here is to invent equipment
that renders the executionee comatose rather than deceased.
However, if this is done the name of the punishment will have
to be changed from "the death penalty" to something like "the
vegetation penalty".

There are those who will say that this whole concept is
wrong, because the purpose of capital punishment is to kill
the transgressor, and as long as his heart, eye, or kidney has
survived, he has not paid the full price for his crime. Owners
of vital organ concessions can successfully counter this argu-
ment by pointing out that these organs were created and manu-
factured by God. Just because they came to be owned by the
wrong people doesn't give anyone the right to destroy them.
The Ire-ish Sweepstakes

The State will, of course, gain some financial benefits
from the sale of various right it has, essential to effec-
tive media coverage, and in the prisoner's vital organs,
but this is not where its most profitable venture
lies. In any given State there are virtually
hundreds of thousands of people dying to kill
someone, but afraid to because of what the
State might do about it. They are, therefore,
very jealous and angry at the ccndemned man
who has done something which they perceive
as having been long denied them in the in-
terest of preserving a civilised society. On N Lol = d .
the other hand, prison officials claim they N > !

11



don't like performing executions, and often demand extra pay for it. What better way to
earn and, therefore, save tax dollars than by having a giant lottery in which some lucky,
but enraged, law-abiding citizen will win the privilege of pulling the trigger, tripping
the switch or dropping the pellets? An alternate approach would be to auction off this
favour to the highest bidder. In any event, a State lottery or auction of this nature
could convert a capital crime and the events which follow it from a series of dreary epi-
sodes to a drama with a happy and profitable climax.
Profits To The People

The capital punishment industry promises to be a good business well into the future.
Sociologists predict that violent crimes, including murder, will increase indefinitely into
the future for various reasons, while law and order politicians are sure to expand the use
of the death penalty. The important question for members of the enterprising public is
whether to stand idly by while people contrive to kill each other, or whether to make a
profit on it.

—-- Richard Weinstock
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/*/ This is reprinted from APA-L #888. /*/

When I was five years old there was a little kid
I played with: Harlan. His real name was Haroun Al-
Raschid, and everybody who played with him called him
Harlan. We were five years old together, and we had good times playing together.

When I was that age, I was sent away to my aunt's place in Scottsdale, Arizona, where
I learned that a cactus is not the same as a Clark Bar or a Louisville slugger. Also, that
my Crayolas melted somewhere around Tonopah, and that my colouring book had been used as
the cat's litter box.

I came back when I was fourteen. Harlan was still five. I gave him my melted Crayo-
las. We would go to the movies and I would wish this was 1973 so that I could sneak down
to see Deep Throat. Instead, we saw a bunch of dumb movies along with insipid serials like
The Shadow or Dick Tracy or Flash Gordon.

At twenty-two I came home for keeps. After a few years of trouble with the law, and
a bad conduct discharge from the army, I wanted to do something honest, like running the
local porn theatre, except that this was 1968, and Deep Throat still hadn't been filmed.

What can I say? Harlan was still five, and still had a squeaking, soprano voice.

What I mean is that even with the built-up heels, his height was still a shade under three
feet. I envied the fact that he didn't have to shave. I didn't envy the fact that he had
to be in bed by seven o'clock. I thought it was ridiculous, since we were both twenty-two,
but he didn't want to see Deep Throat, either.

Oh, that's right, it still hadn't been filmed.

I found him one day in his secret hiding place that he had under the porch. I felt
silly at age twenty-two, crawling into his secret place. It stunk. I think he peed back
there, too.

"What do you have?" I asked.

He held something in his hands. It looked like one of the old pulps. I could see
that it was in good shape, the colours still bright on the cover, and the familiar ragged
edges of the pages.

13



Harlan smiled and showed it to me.

"Where did you get it?"

"At the corner drugstore." The corner drugstore had been razed for a parking lot
fifteen years before.

I grabbed the zine from him. It was THRILLING WONDER STORIES, July, 1968. Inside was
an original story by Henry Kuttner I had never read before. The first sentence was some-
thing about ghosts in a Martian department store.

I took the magazine and showed it to Harlan's parents.

"That kid," they chorused. "Always getting those dumb magazines."

"Don't you understand," I said. "There hasn't been a copy of THRILLING WONDER STORIES
printed since the early 1950's."

"So what? We use them for the cat's litter box, anyway."

There was a hoarse scream, and Harlan appeared in the room. "You mean to say you've
been keeping me in this time warp so that you can use my precious zines for cat litter?"

He was foaming at the mouth, and as I watched, he grew to a normal height (well, five
feet is almost normal).

Harlan gave his "father" a quick kick in the groin and his "mother" a swift karate
chop. The two alien beings (well, what did you expect?) turned into what appeared to be
giant Arabian Desert cockroaches (I told you his name was Haroun Al'Raschid) and skittered
out the door into the balmy summer night.

Harlan turned to me and said, "Come on, Jeffty, let's go."

He swaggered out the door and I followed.

"Gee, Harlan, whattayawanna do tonight?"

"I dunno. Let's go see Deep Throat."

"It hasn't been filmed yet."

"Oh, yeah, I keep forgetting."

Harlan and I have hung around, more or less, ever since. I watch his 13 cassettes of
Deep Throat, Flesh Gordon, Satin Suite, et cetera...

Except he keeps bringing over THRILLING WONDER STORIES, too. Let's see. Yeah, the
latest ish is May, 1982. There's an original Med Ship story by Murray Leinster, a guest
editorial by John W. Campbell, and a fan letter from Harlan.

It's not too bad.

But the fanzines...ohmigod.

They're stacking up the walls, heaps, piles, crashed, leaning, toppling. The landlord
keeps threatening me with eviction. Harlan can't keep them in his secret place under the
porch. Will someone take them...please?

-—- Jeffty

MY REFUGE FROM
THE WORLD USeD
To ge Gob.

Now IT'S CABLE-TY
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ted white

/*/ Upon request Ted has rewritten
part of his LoC on #14 into an article.
: This article is in response to my lead
editorial in #14 and is fully as important as that editorial. I urge all of you who read
my editorial to read this article. Then read my response to this piece, said response
immediately following what Ted wrote.

When HOLIER THAN THOU #1L arrived, I sat down and read it immediately because Marty
had forewarned me that he intended to editorialise on the subject of Sixth Fandom and what
Brian Earl Brown calls "Sixth Fandom Fandom". What I discovered was that The Perfidity of
Sixth Fandom Fans was a theme which all but dominated the issue, appearing not only in
Marty's first editoriel, but in Mike Glyer's column and in several of the letters in the
letter column. I was fascinated. It was almost like reading Joseph Nicholas on the sub-
ject of Things American.

My immediate problem when dealing with the attacks on "some fans" who "blindly worship
at the altar of Sixth Fandom", is that of pinning down just exactly who, specifically, is
being referred to. It is my suspicion that, in many cases, my name is lurking in the minds
of those who give voice to these complaints, but since I do not recognise myself in most
of the descriptions given, I am left uncertain about whether, in fact, I am under fire and,
if so, whether any response is justified beyond some sort of hatYs ot ime"

The original draft of this piece was a letter of comment on HTT #li4; Marty asked me
to re-draft it as an article. In the course of my original letter, I took issue with a
number of the things Marty had editorialised about. In response, Marty says, "#15 will
have a recanting of much" of his editorial in #1k. "I have no recipe for crow - but I will
eat it anyway (raw, if I must)." That being the case, there is hardly any point in my be-
labouring Marty here with some of the things I said in my letter. On the other hand,
Marty's editorial reflected a viewpoint which is far from unique or even isolated among
fans: it has found ready expression from fans as diverse as Martin Morse Wooster and Brian
Earl Brown. Marty admits that he absorbed this viewpoint "probably more like osmosis or
listening to and believing rumours and gossip". I doubt that he was alone in this, and for
this reason I feel that, although my letter accomplished its primary purpose, there is
still a need for an article which says something more than "that's not me".
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One of the basic problems in confronting a rumour, or canard, is that it's hard to
grasp: it eludes rationality like a wraith, appearing to die here, only to spring up again
over there. Because Marty's editorial and Glyer's column fail to name any specific names,
their condemnations are of straw men, and offer little of substance which I can specifically
rebut. _

But once we get to HTT #1h's letter column, my name is finally and decisively linked
with the Nameless Sixth Fandom Scourge. Bill Brieding congratulates Marty for "sticking so
thoroughly to your guns in regard to Sixth Fandom Nostalgia and Ted Whastel! + Amnihiin Dis
Hlavaty states "Ted White's answer to what zines should be about appears to be 'Sixth Fan-
dom' - a limited answer, at best." And Marty, in his response to Arthur, states "Ted White
is incorrect in his seeming desire to insist that all good fanzines should fit into some
sort of Sixth Fandom mold." :

Well, in the course of a long phone conversation, an equally long private conversation
at Chicon, and my letter on HTT #14, I was able to convince Marty Cantor at least that this
stuff about me is garbage - complete nonsense. Now, I have to convince the rest of you.

If you're one of those who read the above comments about me and nodded your head with
approval, I have a challenge for you:

Prove it.

Find the things I have written which show me holding up Sixth Fandom as the Only True
Model.

I don't believe you can do it.

Marty couldn't. He could not cite chapter and verse for his statement that today,
"thirty years later, fans (exist) who vociferously insist on comparing all current fanwrit-
ing and fanzines to the best of the same in Sixth Fandom". Why? Because there are no such
fans.

The best Marty could point to is an instance of someone else - like Brian Earl Brown -
voicing the same complaint, equally without the fortification of specific quotes. This
strikes me as a good example of how people can run about spreading gossip and rumours among
themselves until they've all gotten themselves worked up with some sort of self-feeding
hysteria on the subject. By now there is a body of fans who actually believe - wholly with-
out proof - that there exists a movement in fandom, perhaps headed by myself, which devotes
itself to knocking all contemporary fanzines and extolling the virtues of Fabled Sixth Fan-
dom. These fans believe this bilge because they keep hearing about it - from each other.

I think fans who believe and promulgate this kind of nonsense - Brian Earl Brown in
particular - are victims of Joseph's Disease: they've scanned hastily from predetermined
biases and gleened, at best, vague impressions which have subsequently hardened their minds

into factoids which are treated as if they
were real facts.
I've about lost patience with Brian
I Earl Brown - who sees in a negative re-

—— view of NOTHING LEFT TO THE IMAGINATION
,4// N by Teresa Nielsen Hayden in IZZARD
f::,g, 19 A vERY "a good exz'ample of Sixth F?.ndomi?m"
= e G ARTER although, in fact, the review said
SASERTERQ Y TR R nothing about Sixth Fandom and

Nt e

was written by a current-gener-
ation fan. Brown has a genius
for failing to comprehend what
he reads - and I do not think
it coincidental that he is
to be found at the centre
of this Sixth Fandom Fandom
thing. ~rown is all wind
and all wrong.
In point of fact, I
thought Marty's editorial




on Golden Ages was a solid one - indeed, the best he has written for HTT. His points on
past Golden Ages and how differently they are remembered were good ones and ones -I cannot
argue with. Indeed, they support my position, because they apply very much to Sixth Fandom
as I knew it. \

People like Bergeron and me lived through Sixth Fandom. We, more than anyone (much
more!), are aware of just how heterogeneous fandom then was, of what awful crudzines were
produced then, etc. We recall the feuds and personality conflicts of the time: Russell K.
Watkins' Crusade To Clean Up Fandom; the distain of the Ed Woods for fannish fandom (Wood
threw away his copies of HYPHEN unopened, he bragged later) and the sercon vs. fannish
split; the consternation over the suddenly growing size of the Worldcons; and so much
more. There was every bit as much texture to fandom then as there is now. Sturgeon's Law
was coined during Sixth Fandom, and surely applied to Sixth Fandom as much as to any fandom
before of since. We - Bergeron and 1 (and I presume tc speak for Dick in this respect be-
cause we've discussed the point) - feel no Golden Nostalgia for Sixth Fandom. Rather, we
regard it as part of our (fannish) lives, part of the total fabric of fandom.

We do not see fandom as a series of unconnected eras, each populated by its own "ger-
eration", and none communicating with any of the others. We do not see ourselves as obso-
lete, members of a Dead Fandom, no longer allowed to speak or act in This Fandom. We see
ourselves as fans, purely and simply, who have been active in fandom for a period of thirty
years or more. We are aware of the bonds which connect us to our fancestors, some of whom,
like Tucker and Widner (to name only two), still Walk Among Us. And we have readily become
friends with fans of subsequent generations in the sixties, seventies and eighties, operat-
ing on the assumption that we're all fans here.

In PONG #28, responding in a letter to Taral, Bergeron put it succinctly: "T have no
interest in going home: I'm going ahead and I want to see fandom going in the same direc-
tion. I've spelled all this out in other places: notably in the WAsh and in earlier is-
sues of PONG. But going ahead involves knowing where w2 've been else we commit the same
foolish mistakes all over again."

In my experience, fanzine fandom has ebbed and flowed, waxed and waned, a number of
times in a number of ways over the years. The very best fanzines rarely lasted very long -
usually between one year (VEGA) and five years, but with a variety of exceptions (HYPHEN
lasted more than ten years, for example). The labelling of any specific period as a parti-
cular era is always chancy (see my column in BOONFARK #6) , usually reflecting the viewpoint
of the surviving historian and simplifying the diverse activities, fanzines and people who
actually participated in that era.

It seems natural to me to refer to the past highlights of fandom as the milestones I
think they are when I discuss a point to which they are relevant. Certainly no other
branch of literature or history would attempt to avoid all references to everything not
entirely contemporary to the immediate moment. In discussing s.f. one refers to as much
of the modern history as appropriate without blinking twice. No one says, "Oh, stop it
with these comparisons to Phil Dick or Robert Heinlein or whomever; as far as I'm concern-
ed if you're not talking exclusively about Barry Longyear you're not Up To Date."

But, in any case, I personally reject the label of "Sixth Fandom Fan". As I've said
elsewhere, my own fanac was awkwardly adolescent (as I was myself) in the fifties; I am
far prouder of my fanac in the sixties (for which I won an early Fan Writer Hugo), and T
think it has matured further (''mellowed out", others might say) in the seventies and eight-
ies.

On the other hand, as Marty himself notes, there were some "magnificent'" things done
in Sixth Fandom. It didn't stop there, of course: there were equally magnificent writers
and zines in the sixties. My impression is that it fell off in the seventies, and I do not
feel much of "magnificence" is being done now.

Why? Largely I think because of the ubiquitousness of the apas in the seventies. Apas
have been around fandom since 1937, but while FAPA was originally intended to include all
fanzines being published (meking them all available from a single scurce), it quickly be-
came the place where you published a "FAPAzine", a distinet kind of fanzine. The essence
of its distinction (which, I might point out for the benefit of Martin Morse Wooster and
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"fanhistorians” of his ilk, has no parallel among the mundane apas upon which FAPA was

. loosely modeled) can be summed up in two words: "mailing comments". Through the evolution
of mailing comments (resisted by some) FAPA developed into a unique multi-level conversa-
tion which had its own fascination.

Since then, apas in fandom have developed. SAPS (1947) was looser, more gabby and in-
consequential than FAPA despite sometimes overlapping personnel. The Cult (1954) started
with higher aims but after getting its growing pains under control (it was the first fre-
quent, originally bi-weekly then tri-weekly, apa), it fell into a quarrelsome mode which
discouraged it from aiming higher than the publication of conversational letters. Virtual-
1y every private/secret apa since the first, APA-X/APEX (1962), has been a mutually inti-
mate correspondence.

By now few apas exist for any purpose except the exchange of inane blather between
members. Many have hosted sometimes interesting discussions on a wide variety of topics,
and some apa members have tried to introduce structure and coherency to at least their own
contributions, but rarely with much success because there is so little incentive. Feedback
is rarely critical, hardly more often appreciative in a meaningful way, and usually simply
conversational. This has caused an evening-out among fans. Anyone can apahack. No talent
beyond that for using the English language in some approximation of correctness is called
for. Like the supposed Me Generation of the seventies, apafans of the seventies Expressed
Their Feelings, giving vent to opinions on virtually any and all topics, but without much
sense that one opinion had greater weight to it than another.

My point is this: In most previous eras of fandom (not Sixth Fandom alone), fans when
they entered fandom sooner or later encountered a major fanzine or the work of a major fan-
writer. Which fanzine or fanwriter was less important than simply the fact that any number
of superior examples were accessible. For the neofan this encounter might be daunting -
how do you think the 15-year-old Ted White felt when he read Willis? - but at the same time
it told him several things. One was that there were peeks of achievement to be aspired to.
Another was that high standards existed for those who wanted to test their challenge. And
yet another was that while one could get by with minimal expenditures of effort (and many
did, then as now), any real work would be better rewarded in the long run. We had some-
thing to try for.

In the last five or ten years this has ceased to be as true. Few fanzines set high
standards (ENERGUMEN is probably the best-remembered NorthAm fanzine of the seventies; by
sixties standards it would have ranked in the top ten but perhaps not the top five, since
fanzines like LIGHTHOUSE, HABAKKUK, WARHOON, PSYCHOTIC, and maybe even ODD were better) and
few fanwriters did either.

Whatever else one can say for Hlavaty, for instance (to pick a recent Hugo nominee for
Best Fanwriter), one cannot accuse him of much attention to style, elegance of language,
tight prose, wit, or any of the other criteria by which fanwriters have been judged: it
seems to be solely his choice of topics and an earnest, competent prose which has earned
him his reputation.

Hlavaty is, in fact, a typical apahack, operating on a somewhat higher level. His
writing is totslly personal: it relates exclusively to what he has read, done, or thought
about, usually described journalistically. Most of his work is diary-like, requiring of
him no structure or advance thought. His more formal essays are very poor models indeed of
that form, overfreighted with ponderous prose and jejune philosophising. That Hlavaty has
achieved the prominence he has says much about fandom's current standards.

So, what then are my standards? I assure you they are not "thirty years old". They
are much older. They are the standards first established in English letters in the 18th
and 19th centuries, the standards which have applied to many "informal essayists" well into
our current century. They apply equally to Gibbs, Thurber, and Benchley (who, in the thir-
ties, wrote much the same sort of thing that Willis, Shaw, White, Harris and Clarke were
writing in the fifties). Recently I had the opportunity to read some of G.B. Shaw's music
criticism from the 1880's (or thereabouts), and I was struck by two things. One was how
lively it was and how little it depended upon it ostensible subject (specific concert per-
formances) for interest. The other was how much it reminded me of Willis's more trenchant
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criticisms (of which there were a number; see WARHOON 28), the criticism never coarsened
by rudeness but all the more forceful for its (sometimes biting) wit.

None of the best fanwriters in fandom - at any point in its history - has ever resort-
ed to special pleading. None has ever said, "Well, you can't judge my stuff against mun-
dane standards. This is for fandom." None ever justified his failures by claiming that
the standards which they failed were un-fannish. Each in his or her own way has applied to
him or herself, whether consciously or unconsciously, standards which have applied through-
out the history of our language.

Thus, to me all this talk about people who want to apply "Sixth Fandom standards" to
contemporary fandom simply misses the point. I don't want to apply Sixth Fandom standards -
I want to apply standards, period.

In my view of fandom, fandom entered its first maturity in the period centring around
1940-41. T base this not on having been there (I wasn't) but on the fanzines I've read (I
have read virtually every FAPA mailing from 1939 to the point in the mid-seventies when I
dropped out, and I've read many if not most of the other fanzines of the forties), conver-
sation with people like Bob Tucker, Walt Leibscher, et al, and books like Warner's. The
war put the squeeze on mid-forties fandom but by the late forties fandom had rebuilt its
Brain Trust, had most of its myth-structure in place (fannish religions like Ghu, Foo and
Roscoe being well-established and Tucker Death Hoaxes having replaced the Staple Wars of
the thirties) and was ripe for the Insurgent humour (don't take yourselves so seriously!)
of Burbee and Laney.

Sixth Fandom was a continuation of all this, a further ripening and maturing, brought
about by the sudden conflux of a number of individually, brilliantly talented fans. Most
of the best of those fans (as well as the Ghods of Fifth Fandom, Burbee and Laney) were
gafia (or, worse, dead) by the second half of the fifties, a period of confusion and dis-
array. That was my "era". My generation followed the Big Acts. But we weren't unduly
daunted by the lingering shadows of the Insurgents and Irish Fandom; we appreciated what
they'd done and we tried to equal their accomplishments in our own ways. Our earliest
attempts weren't so great, but with the knowledge of what could be done, we were not con-
tent to excuse ourselves with the explanation that we simply weren't the Ghods that Willis,
Burbee, et al, were and thus couldn't be expected to meet their high standards in our work.

Inevitably, we, too, improved until we were being pointed to by newer, younger fans as
the Willises or Burbees of our day. VOID was actually more imitated than HYPHEN or QUANDRY
were, you know.

Well, we didn't crawl into a hole in 1960. We didn't say, "Well, that's it, I've done
it all, and now it's up to others to try to equal it; I'm finished with fandom." We went
right on being fans. We attended cons, put out fanzines, wrote for other fanzines, partied
with our friends, and so forth, much as we always had. We never drew a line and said,
"Back over there on the other side of that line, that's My Fandom, and this over here is
something else."

And it's shit-brained to treat us as if we had.

As far as I'm concerned, most of the mumbling and grumbling about Sixth Fandom Fandom
and Sixth Fandom Standards is simply the work of those fans who have such low standards or
so little confidence in their ability to meet higher standards that anyone who holds high-
er standards is seen as a threat. Complacently mucking about in the chitter-chatter banal-
ities of apahacking (whether in apazines or "personalzines'), such fans are brought up
short by the realisation that there is more to fandom and fanzines than this, and that so-
cialising agreeably in print is the bottom rung, the starting place in written fanac, not
the be-all and end-all of fanning.

Please note that up to now I've said absolutely nothing about content in my plea for
Higher Standards. Despite Hlavaty's notion that "Ted White's answer to what zines should
be about appears to be 'Sixth Fandom'", anyone who has actually read one of my fanzines
would know better. PONG was primarily concerned with the here-and-now; its one major
foray into fanhistory concerned British fandom of the seventies, Ratfandom in particular -
a subject which we pursued out of curiosity. GAMBIT is a genzine with a number of recur-
ring topics, but thus far Sixth Fandom has not been one of them. Since Arthur D. has got-
ten both zines, one can only question the perspicuity with which he read them.
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I do have my biases, where fanzine content is concerned. I'm not fond of the put;idi—
ty Marty prizes here, for example. And T am bored with short, simplistic, I-liked-it (or
T-didn't-like-it) book reviews which offer no insights of any kind except perhaps into the
vapidity of the reviewer. But mostly I look askance at poorly or badly written pieces far
more than T criticise their content. I have always felt that "fannish" writing involved
the employment of a specific viewpoint (hard to define, but recognisable to most as "fan-
nish") focussed on almost any topic at all. Like s.f., "fannish" writing has few limits on
its content. In the hands of a good writer, any topic can yield an enjoyable piece. '"Fan-
nish" writing can be light and frivolous, or it can be serious and thoughtful. For every
Willis we also had a Redd Boggs.

I am pretty well exhausted with New Wave vs. 01d Wave arguments - I don't feel Darrell
Schweitzer or Joseph Nicholas has added a jot to arguments which first appeared fifteen
(yes!) years ago - but if someone came along with a piece which at once offered fresh in-
sights and lively prose, I would read it with fascination.

On the other hand, clumsy writers, writers who write hastily and without subsequent
correction, writers who betray themselves as semi-literate with théir misuse of language,
or construct their pieces out of logical non-sequiturs, can write about anything badly.
When called to task for their failures, they can point to the content of their work as
"proof" that they were criticised solely because they "wrote about the wrong thine": Such
squavks of self-justification can become confused with legitimate complaints.

But make no mistake: Those who squawk loudest about "Sixth Fandom Fans" trying to
dictate the content of their work are usually those who turn out substandard stuff - the
crudzine producers. They can and should be ignored.

-—- Ted White

e fUCkm' CRRISIC ]t retraction

by Marty Cantor

In a LoC to Brian Earl Brown's STICKY QUARTERS #2, Eric Mayer wrote, "...it is hard to
prove this bias towards Sixth Fandom. But if the bias does not exist why do so many of us
who are newer to Fandom feel its presence?" Very honestly, I am also puzzled by this. The
very idea seems to permeate the air at times (to say nothing of various zines). This,
though, does not mean that it exists in reality.

I am not a person who considers himself to be wrong on very many things. This leads
to the problem of not having much practice in retractions and apologies and things like
that. Somehow, though, I want to make it clear that I was wrong in my editorial on Sixth
Fandom Fandom. I will grant that if there are such critters as Sixth Fandom fans that my
editorial is smack bang on in respect to them - and to them only. However, much reflec-
tion, conversation, and reading after I wrote the editorial has convinced me that any
Sixth Fandom fans out there are certainly not those who have been at one time or another
accused of being same: Ted White, Dan Steffan, Richard Bergeron, the Nielsen Haydens, etc.
I cannot. find in any of their zines any specific instance where they espouse this view.

Ted challenges me to point out where he wrote these things - he knows that I cannot do that *
because he did not write it. This does not mean that there are not people out there who
believe that Ted (and the others named) hold the views which I pilloried in my editorial;
very honestly, I was one of these people, and I have no jdea where they (or I) got that
impression. As I said, it seemed to permeate the air.

So let me explicitly apologise to those above-named (and also to any others who may
have felt that the editorial was aimed at them) if they felt that I was unjustly dumping
on them. I was wrong and I admit it. (Crow is not too bad, raw - as long as one does not
have to eat it as a steady diet.)

-—-Marty Cantor

20



SMALL

PR Y

i e
L

Of course you can tell at a glance that
these words are fit, that they are simply burst-
ing with health and exhuberant vitality. Their
sleek trimness must be obvious to all. Such
firmly-muscled words, bursting from this page
with untiring vigour, can't have been seen in the
pages of a fanzine in living memory. Should any-
one kick sand upon these words they will live to
regret it. Yes, these words evince the glow of
healthy exercise. These words have been cycling.
Well, these words were in my head at the time and the
head went cycling. It was the head's decision actual-
ly, which is typical because Legs did all the work.
Head just went along for the ride, like all Generals
do, ignoring the protests from the rank and file. They
say that an army marches on its Privates, or something
like that. It feels like an army has been marching on
my privates, but I put that down to my hard, narrow saddle. Anyway, Head thinks this cy-
cling lark is great fun and is smugly proud of its decisive role in getting all us other
parts of the skelbody to our current peak of fitness. Head is so smug in fact that it is
now, with the aid of all these fit, healthy little words, going to bore you to tears tell-
ing you all about it.

First, I suppose I ought to fill in some of the background for those of you who have
not read my superb piece in SMALL FRIENDLY DOY 21. Those who have can go and read it again,
it's well worth it. Re-read it? Brilliant wasn't it? Was I right or was I right? Some-
times I amaze myself at just how well I write. OK, now whilst you guys are filling in your
Hugo ballots, I'll just give everyone else a quick precis and then we can all go along to-
gether again.

Last summer I did 4 #fdpid fUih¢ I decided to take up cycling in an attempt to get ~
back to something approaching fitness. Nothing excessive you understand. Low-key exercise.
I dropped dead lucky and picked up a bike that was obviously from the planet Krypton. No
wonder Superman can go faster than a speeding bullet if he's got a bike like that. It had
so many gears you needed an engineering degree just to look at it and the whole thing was
so light you would be convinced that Papa Schimmelhorn had fixed it mit der anti-gravity.
Second-hand, you understand, but in such good condition that if they'd put it in a showroom
they would have been killed in the crush..... and all this for a veritable pittance. No
wonder I've had bad luck all my life. Here I was getting a lifetime's saved-up good luck
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at one sitting. In fact, I must have gone a bit overdrawn on my good-luck account because

I lost my job soon afterwards. Determined to lock on the bright side (I never said I wasn't
dw'b) I elected to think positively and got myself on a govermment-funded Systems-Analysis
course run by International Computers Limited at 0ld Windsor in Berkshire. They call it

0ld Windsor to make sure it isn't confused with the new town Jjust downriver which sprung up
arcund the new-fangled castle begun by William the Conqueror in the Eleventh Century.

Right, that's it, we're all back together again (Thinks: Did that really take over ten
pages in SFD? Hmmm, must have used more adjectives that time).

7a March of '82, Cas and I went down to 0ld Windsor to fix up my digs. My first
choice was a place on Malt House Close. Whow, how fannish could one get - references to
one's favourite alcoholic beverages built into one's address? We'd gone down for a couple
of days and there we were firxed up within thirty seconds. So we went and did touristy
things in and around the castle. Now in Britain we have this Olde Traditional Folke Say-
ing: '"March comes in like a lion and goes out like a lamb.” What this means is that March
comes in like a frozen lion and goes out like a frozen lamb. It's virtually in the middle
of winter, for Christ's sake, what do they expect? As an aside, I've never understood this
ancient Druid desire to differentiate between frozen lions and frozen lambs, especially as
lions, frozen or otherwise, were conspicuous by their absence in ancient Britain. However,
religion is not given to logical analysis. Suffice to say that there we were, kitted out
in Arctic survival gear for a typical English March..... and it was hot. I mean 'HOT'.

() abal IR o o 5 o and sunny. I was wandering around like a new concept in tacky marketing -
sweat-on-a-stick! I became convinced that no matter what the weather was like elsewhere in
the U.K., Windsor was a sort of perpetual Shangri-La, a weatherman's Brigadoon.

We spent that night in London at Gerald Lawrence's place and the following morning
wont for a walk by the Thames and, apparently still overdrawn on my good-luck account.....
I fell in. What a wazzock! If any of you have seen some relative's holiday photos of
Clecpatra's Needle upon which a pair of socks have been hung to dry (I wonder if Cleopatra
ever dreamed.....), whilst at its base some fool grins shame-faced and wet-trousered.....
Fif Remind me not to tell you about it sometime.

Anywvay, came the day in May and I took my bike down to 01d Windsor with me (Yep, it
was hot and sunny). Cheap entertainment, that's what it was to provide, plus the good old
fi'ness regimen. I was living on govermment largesse which meant a packet of peanuts and

7 apple each day plus the 'free' full english breakfast provided by my landlady as part of
ry bed and board. At the weekend I was going out on my bike. My beer intake was as near
Zero o3 was possible given my boozy nature. Slimming-wise it was the year of the Jackpot.
Not much beer, not much food and lots(?) of exercise. When I came back home I was the
epitome of the lean-aznd-hungry lcok. Of course (ahem, ahem), I had to put a couple of new
holes in my belt. Upon my return everyone was amazed at the new sylph-like Skel. When Cas
first saw me I could feel her eyes linger upon my body and could see, unfortunately, the
cZmple arithmetic going on in their depths: 2+2=4. Lack of food plus exercise equals loss
of weight. There was a time when she would have looked at me, after eight weeks absence,
aud diets would not have been the first thing on her mind.....but we were younger then and
cshe hadn't yet got her new spectacles.

Dieting basically involves consuming fewer calories than one burns up in day-to-day
living. Cas's previous technique had been to consume virtually nothing at all and to hope
that breathing and sleeping burned up more. Now she switched to a far more grandiose
scheme. Two-frontal weight loss. I told her that I would have preferred 'full-frontal'
welght loss but apparently this is too advanced for the likes of me. It would not be good
o mx blood pressure, she said. Cycling was a much better idea all round.

Speak for yourself," I said. Now was the time to stand firm. Weight-loss through
sex or weight-loss through exercise? That was the question. She bought a bike. Unfortu-
netely I'm not very good at standing firm.

"That," said Cas, "is why I opted for a bike."

So, we have Cas's new approach to weight-loss. Eating practically nothing and going
cut for bike ridé=. Unfortunately, since she suffered her breakdown she is unable to go out
on her own. Now the second part of my course involves me working for twelve weeks in the
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data-processing department of a firm in Manchester, so I arrive

back home each evening, at about six-fifteen, starving and //
thoroughly knackered after an hour's bus-ride along the /

A6, Manchester's answer to entropy. Then I have my /

tea, after which things change slightly.....now ;/

I'm feeling bloated and thoroughly knackered. : /47

NOW we get to go out for bike rides! Every /ff%m%%
sodding night! What's more, it's actually o }ﬁ\ » ¢§6
working. I expect to be survived by one of {Bwv \>
the slimmest widows in history. e

A few days ago we tried our most am- ,4 wf‘ A
bitious trip yet. Twenty-four miles in
the Cheshire countryside. We took all 3
day over this, which was a good job as .
it turned out. The 0ld foolish idea f% 3/ A
that the Earth was flat did not origin- o e é§4/>
ate in Cheshire, which has more one-in- i\ /// S
one hills than the Rockies. Babies in i
Cheshire are born with suckers on their
feet to stop them falling off the sides
offttlephsasisk T but we weren't too
perturbed. We figured on pushing our
bikes up the hills and then free-wheel-
ing down the other side, but we had
underestimated the local hills. 'Pushing uphill' translated as mountaineering with a bike
on your back whilst 'Free-wheeling down the other side' was a synonym for leaping over a
seemingly vertical precipice..... and on the first level bit we picked up Deathwish. Death-
wish was a mongrel dog of uncertain ancestry, but whilst there may have been some question
about his ancestors there can be none about his descendants - he won't have any. Not a
chance.

Deathwish picked us up shortly after we'd left home, almost immediately upon our turn-
ing off onto the country lanes. Tor a while, he ran alongside us in a perfectly normal
doggy manner, then, after lulling us into a false sense of security, he proceeded to dash
a little way in front of us and fling himself down in the middle of the road, directly in
our path, sprawled out at right-angles across our side of the road. The reproachful look
he gave us as we swerved violently to avoid him was pitiful. He kept this up for miles.

It wasn't only us. Every time a car passed he would go into his routine, flinging himself
down in its path and then watching despondently as the driver pulled across into the on-
coming lane in order to avoid it, all the time mouthing obscenities at us and making two-
fingered signs in the belief that it was our dog and that we were taking a great pleasure
in endangering it in this way. They thought we'd trained it! Eventually we stopped and
got a passer-by to hold it whilst we sped off into the distance, but it was quite some
miles before we really began to feel safe and stopped eyeing each dog we saw with suspi-
cion.

Upon our return from these rides, Cas collapses with exhaustion..... for about ten
minutes, whereupon she immediately starts plotting longer and more complicated peregrina-
tions. Next week we're tackling the Derbyshire Dales and she's already started including
the words 'cross-channel ferry' in her cycling vocabulary. Thank Christ you can't cycle
from Stockport to Toronto..... can you?

-—— Skel
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* This story was first pubbed in The Esoteric Order of Dagon (an APA devoted to things
Lovecraftian) in 1978 - this is its first appearance in a genzzne. Because of its length -
we are dzvzdzng it into two parts with the second part appeartng in the next issue. *

"Today, Ned - ah, today will not be a day like any other day," T said, and, with the
utmost care and precision, formed three unflawed smoke rings from my imported, very-expen-

sive Turkish cigarette. I watched them ascend to the curiously-frescoed ceiling and then
fade.

"Philosophy so early in the morning, ma'am?" my ever-faithful, if somewhat prosaic,
servant Ned queried. '"You know philosophy before breakfast gives you a sour stomach.’

"True, Ned - too true," I said in reply.

I rose elegantly from my tapestried chair, stretched and, blushing, hurriedly re-wrap-
ped my Florentine silk smoking jacket, belting it more tightly so it wouldn't gap like that
again. After all, Ned was not that prosaic.

"Philosophy before breakfast 78 unsettling to one of a sensitive temperament or to one
cosmically aware as I am," I remarked, "but this is something else. Call it a premonition
of sorts. I have this feeling... Do you remember 'The Case of Montezuma's Revenge'?"
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Ned nodded, and turned a bit green at the thought of it. It had been a dangerous
case indeed, which had us both running from pillar to post to find the answer, but things
had come out fine in the end.

"Well," I continued, "I feel much as I did..."

"Shall I visit the chemist's for some Pepto-Bismol, ma'am?" he interrupted.

Dear old prosaic Ned, I thought.

"No, Ned. What I meant is that, before we got the call which began that case, I had
this vaguely unsettled feeling, a feeling deep inside that we were on the verge of some-
thing big. I have that same feeling now, Ned."

He eyed me suspiciously and said, "I'll go check on the Pepto-Bismol."

Dear old prosaic, stupid Ned!

KRR EK

I was finishing my very-expensive, hand-rolled Columbian cigarette and fingering the
curiously-carved rounded jade pieces, remembering the part they had played in 'The Case of
the Inscrutable Ben-Wa', when I heard a knock at our strangely graffitti-defaced door. I
chanted the required ritual to remove the death-disintegration spell, and Ned unlocked the
three double locks, removed the chain and hefted away the bolt. (We were, after all, in
New York City.) This caller was the answer to the anticipation I had felt. i ElhnsNlElied!
strangely inside.

When Ned had finally opened the door, I thrilled, not strangely, but quite under-

standably - the man in the doorway was what we private detectives call a real hunk!
He stood like a god: tall and strong, yet with a subdued grace. His eyes, blue as

chicory flowers, held an innocence which attracted the mother in me, and his tush, as he
turned to give Ned his hat, attracted something else indeed. Sometimes even the occult
detective biz has certain sexist advantages. I could see by his shirt that he was a white-
collar worker, and he had the seal of a prestigious university on his blazer pocket, his
buttons, his briefcase and his belt.

"I see you're a man from Prestigious U.," I said cooly, crossing the oriental carpet
given to me by the Sheikh of Marzipan.

"How could you tell?" His big, blue eyes widened in amazement.

Well, with his looks, he didn't have to be clever to get that diploma.

"Trade secret," I replied, leaning my elbow on an impressive clock, shaped almost like
a sarcophagus with many strange hands and dials, given to me by a business friend of mine.

"Now, tell me what your name is, how you heard of me, and why you're here. Then I'll
try to see what I can do for you."

He sighed and sank back into a naugahide sofa, a present from my Aunt Sophie from
Roanoke, which didn't go with my calculatedly impressive and exotic decor at all, but you
know how it is with relatives, and she might visit. I knew this young man's story was go-
ing to be a doozy. I took out an unusual crystal decanter and poured us both a glass of
priceless, aged sherry.

KRBT

"My name," he began in 'What's My Line' style, ''{s Johnathan Barth Goode of the Ur-
bana Goodes. You know, of the law firm Goode, Goode, Goode and Services. Well, the Goode
family is a fine family, and we've never had a whiff of scandal. Until now. That's why
I've come to you."

"And how can I help you?" I asked archly, raising an eyebrow. Of course, I had some
ideas, but I doubt they were what Daddy Goode had in mind.

"Well, we have a cousin, Lotta Good, and you helped her with a problem she had once,
of a similar nature. Remember? She had a priceless Stradavarius that played itself at
night - until you laid to rest the spirit of the dead violinist taking his last bow."

“Ah, yes,” I interposed, resting my chin on my interlaced fingers, "The Violin Case."
"Yes, well, anyway, cousin Lottaw said that no one was more familiar with spirits
than you were, or ghosts either. So I came to ask you help. It's a dreadful situation at

home and we're all coming undone over it. It's not for me, of course. It's my sister.”

It's never them, though usually it's their best friend. On second thought, however,
I realised that Adonis was probably not smart enough to think of that dodge. I blew an-
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other smoke ring, but was torn between looking at the curiously-frescoed ceiling and my de-
lightfully-figured visitor. The latter continued his story.

"My sister is a few years younger than I am - she's in college now. She's the apple
of my Daddy's eye, and she's named after a long-lost Amerind cousin, thrice removed - the
last time only with the help of the police - Boyisshee Goode. Mum's been a bit of a fash-
ionable radical ever since Tom Wolfe published that damnable book.

"Well, Boy - as we call her for short, about 5'2", in honour of a late-night Jjungle
movie - came home from college some weeks ago. She was terribly changed; I wouldn't have
given a nickel for her. And it used to be at least $25 a go. When I'd last seen her at
the Prestigious U. homecoming, she was a cheerful, round-cheeked sprite. Now, she was
haggard, ridden, hag-ridden, and H. Rider Haggard. Her cheeks were so gaunt I could see
her wisdom teeth were coming in. Crooked.

"I thought something was wrong when she ran right up to her room and threw herself on
her bed sobbing. Of course, it could have been a dodge to avoid tipping the cabbie. But,
vhen her mascara began to run, I knew it was for real. Then I noticed something odd: she
was wearing a black skirt and a black sweater. But she would never have - she always wore
tweeds or sweaters where hair wouldn't show - unless something had happened to...

"Then my worst fears were confirmed. A painful, soul-wracking wail emerged from her
throat and I realised she was keening, 'Wraggles! Wraaaaaggles!'."

I choked a bit on my fine, pellucid sherry. "What in Hell is a Wraggles?" I asked
hotly.

"In Hell, indeed," he moaned, his fine head buried in his lovely, strong hands. "I'm
afraid Wraggles' soul may indeed be burning in Hell."
ERRER

After he had sufficiently composed himself, he was once again the picture of respec-
tability. I admired the way he could buck up under pressure. The guy had spunk, I could
tell. I liked my men feisty. After I had poured him another drink, which he took with a
grateful nod, he returned to his narrative.

"Wraggles is - or was - her cat. I don't think Boy went anywhere without Wraggles.
They were inseparable, like Siamese twins. Only Wraggles wasn't Siamese, but a kind of
dirty tiger-stripe, if you can picture it. They loved each other: a Boy and her cat. It
was just like a Norman Rockwell.picture only, I guess, a little bit different.”

"Sounds more like Dore, now," I interjected, laconically.

"Yes, now," he agreed.

That he understood my effete, elitist reference raised him a notch in my estimation.
They teach 'em right at P.U.

"Well," he persisted, "Boy brought the story out
bit by bit. One night at the fratern..... er, ah, the
dorm at school, she heard a scream and, by the time
she could get out from under.....um, under the covers
that is, and off the bed, all that was left of Wrag-
gles was a trail of blood leading from the kitty-
litter box, down the dark, deserted hallway and out
the window to the bushes where it disappeared!"

"Hadn't she noticed when the murderer came into
the room to get Wraggles?"

Johnny blushed becomingly. "She was..... gl o
busy."

"Ah, yes," I remarked tersely. He was cute when
he was embarrassed. "Is that all there is to it?" I
snapped.

I decided to play it real hard-boiled for a while
so I could use some of my store of snappy, hard-boiled
dialogue. That usually gets even the darling ones. "I'm
not the ASPCA and I don't deal with cat-burglars. Why
me?"
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ﬁe looked hurt, but rallied t9 defend himself. God I love 'em when they have spirit!
It's not just that! Oh, I wish it were. Because, as Boy blubbered out the story to
me from where she lay sprawled on the bed, she convinced me that this case was abnormal ,
which.naturally brought you to mind. You see, that last scream of Wraggles was really only
the first, and every night since then, at midnight Eastern Standard Time, she's heard the
mournful, doom-wracked scream of Wraggles!"
KKK

"Wow, that's heavy-duty," I said.

"It's made Boy miserable. She's a nursing student, and now she looks so terrible that
the teachers are even giving her bad grades in Comparative Human Anatomy lab - and she al-
ways did best in that! There's talk of dismissing her from P.U., and even bribing the
Board of Trustees may not help this time. Can you help us? Please?”

His china-blue éyes, sweet small lips, and five o'clock shadow, even at this hour,
made me melt in sympathy. Sure, call me an old softy, but I would do anything I could for
this kid. And his tush. ;

"Has anyone else observed the phenomena?” I was certain from his story that it was
true, but I needed to know what type of haunting I was up against.

"Nightingales!?" he asked, confused and not amused.

At first, I couldn't figure where he had gotten that - whippoorwills, perhaps, ululat-
ing wildly, but not nightingales. Then I realised that his liberal arts education had just
bewildered his pretty little head.

"Not Philomela, phenomena," I corrected. He was cute, though. "Has anyone else heard
the screams, or was your oddly named sister mayhap drinking funny Kool-Aid at the time?"
Irritation made me speak too harshly.

"No, we've all heard it. Since Boy's come home, the screams have continued, not even
confused by Daylight Savings Time, at midnight sharp. We all hear it. That's why I've
come to you."

I rose and patted him on his shapely shoulder, and he took my hand gratefully. I
looked over at my friend's odd clock to see the time, but as usual all it told me was that
there was a 50% chance of rain that afternoon, and that in Yuggoth the stars weren't right
yet.

"I have to prepare certain..... disciplines and defenses, Johnny." Was I ever impress-
ive and mysterious! "I'll come to your estate tonight at 9:00 p.m. to begin preparations
for midnight. Okay?" I lifted his chin and looked into his eyes. A woman could fall in-
to eyes like that and never come out, but only if she were small enough. Johnny was flush-
ed.

"And now, my dear," I said graciously to lull him into a false sense of security,
"would you please be so kind as to be my guest at supper? Ned, my man, has no doubt pre-
pared a fine meal, and..."

"Oh, no," he said, deftly turning away. "I thank you, but I must be home for dinner
or Mum will disinherit me. Thanks again, even so. I'll see you later."

As he walked away, I remembered how the Bard had so aptly phrased it: "There's a di-
vinity that shapes our ends.” Ah, well, I knew I hadn't really had time anyway.

"Shower, Ned," I called out after Johnny had left. '"Cold shower. Please prepare it
at once." '

"As you say, ma'am," he responded. Dear old prosaic, jejune, humdrum Ned. At least

he could cook and keep house.
FEXXX

Later, I decided it was time to quit fooling around and get down to business. I quiet-
ly let myself into my unlighted inner sanctum, where I could escape and be a Whistler or a
Shadow. It was my sanctum sanctorum with full bath attached - it had been intended as a
guest room before Dad died and I took up the occult detective biz. I had not yet managed
to find a shining tetrahedron, but got some nice results with a lava light on a field of
black velvet. I felt myself being drawn into it as I entered by meditation the twelfth
level of cosmic awareness and sublimity.

I felt my mind drifting aimlessly among curves that were not curves and angles that
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were not angles and hyperbolae that, strangely, were hyperbolae. Then I set my mind to ac-
tively questing. I sought the fifth dimension, where all departed shades and a few black
singers dwelt. I was seeking my guide and mentor, the shade of my departed loved one.

Suddenly, a sepulchral voice, which whould've stopped me in my tracks if I had hed
tracks right then, rang through the void. I was rowing my body through the ether; the
voice was a guide and a power - an ether oar. Again its hollow, bone-chilling tones (which
didn't chill because I had no bones) resounded.

"And here you are again and you didn't wear rubbers like I told you. You want you
should catch your death and end up here with us? You should listen..."

"Ma, I wanna talk to Dad." Death hadn't mellowed her a bit.

"You look skinny," she persisted. "Have you been eating right? That Ned..."

"Ma, I'm eating fime." I was getting impatient - there was so much to do and so lit-
tle time before 9:00! "I'm looking thin because I'm a shade here. Please tell Ded I want
to talk to him."

In point of fact my feet were damp, and I felt the sniffles coming on, insofar as I
had feet and could sniffle. I waited a moment while Ma rowed away on the vapor that drift-
ed all over here as if it were a Universal flick from the 1930's. For all I knew, actual-
ly, they might have had the same special effects man. Some mysteries are unfathomable
even to the occult detective. I heard another voice.

"Ma petite! An' 'ow is zee family business, hein?"

It was Dad for sure. Fifteen years One Step Beyond and he still talked with that ac-
cent. Well, he always said it really suckered in the women, though what he could do about
that now was anybody's guess.

"Fine, Dad. You'd be proud. T.C. says 'hi', but he's changed a lot. You'd hardly
know him. Listen, though, I've got a problem."

"An' your life, she is still hot as zee small red animal chased by hounds an' men on
horses, as zey say?"

"Fine, Dad. I have a lot more fun than you did; magazine editors and readers are
more liberal these days, and authors have more freedom to show things rather than having to
coyly hint or leave ellipses or start new chapters. And then, of course, even we occults
have Bond and Spillane to live up to - the name, of course. But, Dad..."

"Oh, Daughter, you cheer zee old man's heart - if I have zee heart. WNom d'un nom d'un
riom. sehe

"Dad ! "

"Oh, ma petite - sometimes I get carried away, an' I do not know when to stop. Now,
tell me, what is zee small buzzing insect, as zey say, in zee linament?"
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"Standard Type C haunting: no poltergeist, no materialisation, died unshriven (if
that applies here), standard scream at midnight EST, substantiated. Pretty ordinary - but
it's a cat, Dad!"

"I would say probably the unknown twelfth line of the Saaalaaami ritual chanted. You
might throw in a pentagram or two, but no gods or funny herbal stuff unless you have to.'"

No funny accent where work was concerned; Dad's all business at times like that.

"Thanks, Dad. Oh, here's the corker. The name of the thing is Wraggles!"

"Zee poor pussy-cat. Often do I swear by zee nom d'un chat, but nevair would I swear
by zis 'Wraggles'!"

Good old Dad! I sure was lucky to learn the business from the best.

"Well, bye for now, Dad. Thanks again."

"Before I say to you zee goodbye, ma petite, I must to you deliver zee cryptic clue."

"Cryptic clue, Dad?"

"But, of course! You know it well, daughter. She is part of zee business, she is!
Zere mus' be zee clue zat no one can understand, so zat when zee end comes, name of a thou-
sand fetid monkeys, it is all clear, and zee reader see zat he is as dense as you are for
not seeing it before!"

"Okay, Dad, lemme have it," I answered.

"Zee clue, she is: 'zat you will find zee guilt where you would not suspect, when it
is of zee test zat you think'."
"Zet..." Damn, that stupid accent was catching! "That's not much of a clue," I said.

"Zis is not much of zee story, and zey are not much of zee readers," he replied, irre-
futably.

"Right. Well, keep it mercurial, Dad. Thanks again."

"Fare zee well, ma petite. And, next time, do wear zee ectoplasmic rain-boots, hein?
Your mother, she nags worse zan zee ten thousand little blue devils."

"Righto, Dad. Say hello to everyone for me. Goodbye...'"

I could already feel myself falling back, back through the planes of existance to
plainer planes, and back to the meditation room 1it by the grotesque intestinal shapes of
the lava light. :
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I was in the shower when the phone rang. I wondered who it might be, since anyone who
would know my unlisted phone number would also know that I was not to be disturbed when I
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