I've never understoed why I should date February an issue of Horiz-
ons which is stenciled in December, run off in January, and read in
March by rost recipients. Nonetheless, this must be considered the
February, 1981, issue, also known as volume 42, number 2, FAPA num-
ber 159, and whole number 164. Harry Warner, Jr., 423 Summit Ave-
nue, Hagerstown, Maryland, 21740, U.S.A., does the December part and
the Coulsons become active in January.

. In the Beginning
The Fantasy Amateur: I reached for my destapler as soon as I saw
how this mailing was put together. But I remembered the importance
of the thalamic pause and pretty soon I decided that I like it the
new way. It's easier to keep the entire mailing together without
overlooking whichever publication happens to be at the bottom of the
pile. Besides, my guilt complex is energetic enough to create
trouble if I removed the three official editorial staples: I would
spend the next six months or so worrying about the danger that a
postal inspector would worm his way into my home, get a look at the
separatz? contents of the mailing, and immediately bill FAPA for
all the postage saved by the new method plus triple damages for my
meddling or something worse. Another Remarkable Fanzine: The notes
on drug humor remind me to ask about something. The basis of humor
is supposed to be misfortune. So, do all the drug users who joke
about drugs really consider them as bad as death, accident, degrada-
tion, and all the other misfortunes that are the basis of other
jokes? ‘Bobolings: On the proposed amendments: I'd favor  equalizing
domestic and foreign dues as long as the United States dollar remains
weak. I favor retaining the "black ball" which.isn't a blackball
provision nomatter how often it's called that. The instant member-
ship provision should remain, on the theory that eventually FAFPA mem-
bers may become sensible to use it. I'm not strongly for or against
eliminating the rule against serving as president or vice-president
oftener than once every five years: the change might permit better
administration for FAPA in some years but it would be yet another
stagnation factor for the organization if the same persons held the
offices year after year. I'm very strongly in favor of permitting
new members to have four mailings for their first year of activity
credits. But perhaps there should be a requirement for an incoming
member to pay his first two years' dues on admission, forfeiting the
second year's money if he can't renew after one year; this would
di scourage the habit of joining FAPA to get four mailings at low
cost with no intention of ever becoming active, the original purpose
of the guick activity provision. The dues increase seems necessary,
unless Bruce's special fourth class rate method creates a radical-
cut in expenses. (My mailing arrived with only three cents in post-
age affixed, but that seems a bit too much of a saving so other
stamps must have fallen off en route.) - Or perhaps the dues should
be determined by the incoming secretary-treasurer each year on the
basis of current expenses, removing the need to amend the constitu-
tion periodically. I see no reason for changing the nomination pro-
cedure. If a member-who seeks office won't take the trouble to read
the constitution and -determine proper procedure, he will probably
make an unsatisfactory officer. Conacs: Learning that Lee Hoffman
will be fan goh in Chicago made me briefly feel I should start mak-
ing plans to attend in her honor. -Then cormon sense came to the res-
cue: with six or eight thousand people attending, I'd probably get
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about twelve seconds of time to talk with her, I'd be crowded out of-
tne rooms for her official functions, and I wouldn't talk to more
than five oXr six other fans who hadfever heard of her, ..I.don't
think worldcons are any place for fanzine fans to be nowadays. Dan-
balla: I've stopped worrying about interesting FAPA members with
what I put into Horizons. Instead, I concentrate on what interests
me. That way, when ten thousand words or so of an article result in
three or four lines of comment in the next mailing, I have the sat-
isfaction of knowing that one member was interested in the article,
even though the 65 others evidence no interest at all. Disinforma-
uoml{eda i % A R MU aE) S GaL L researchlng for fan hlstory manuscripts, I
would ask about the origin of tl.e "ct!" preface in mailing comments.
I'd never.-noticed it until 1980, but I gather from this. and that
remark that it's been appearing in some apas longer than that. The
inventor really should be identified while there are enough active.
fans on hand to figure out the identity. Drivel: I doubt if there
is any solution to the problem of indifferent kids and indifferent
parents available to individuals who want to help. Maybe the best
procedure for society would consist of devoting time and .money to
the parents and kids who do care in an effort to prevent the entire
nation from turning into boozing.serfs. Dynatron: One alternative
to . selling the nouse and vainly trying to afford the purchase of a
new home elsewhere would be Tenting-the ancestral mansion and rent-
ing an apartment or house in the new location. This avoids interest
and possible tax problems and also pérmits moving back eventually if
the new location turns out to be unsatisfactory. '! If you think
Steve Martin is unfunny on television, you should try to read his
writings. I'd put him with Tennessee Williams and Barbra- Streisand
in the forefront of the most incompetent. celebrities of the second
half of the century. '' Art Sehnert sticks in this memory mostly
il connection with the Dixie Fantasy Federation. This national or-
ganizing effort seems to have come after his southern fan group's
heyday. The BEcho Beach Quarterly: I watched that Austmgdn jail
television series once or twice, waiting for something else on the
tube. It had the merit of performers with memorable faces, some-
thing: PaTe. bl Hnktad  Btates television, and I didn't see any car
chases which was another thing in its favor. Now the Washington
station which was carrying it nightly has dropped it and several
episodes are being shown one night a week on a Baltimore channel.
Faandomreport: I won't be joining NDAPA and I believe my reasons
for abstinence are similar to those .that many other FAPA members
will have: most of us are beyond the first outbrst of fannish en-
thusiasm, we find it hard to be. active regularly in.one apa, and
Joining another apa would make things even more difficult. Fantasy
Commentator: It seems a bit presumptuous to put down foreign lan-
guage fiction claimed as science fiction, without a thorough know-
ledge of the language and actual reading of all the works in ques-
tion. From all I can find time to read in Quarber Merkur, I get the
impression that fantasy and science fiction can be found much more
frequently than might reasonably be expected in many European lan-
guages. And I suppose it could be argued that many "travel tales"
were science fiction when written, if created before anything was
known of the parts of Earth where they are set. '!' Iangley's self-
induced slowness in reading Stapledon strikes a familiar chord in
memory of the years when I left one Beethoven sonata or Brahms in-
termezzo unplayed in the volumes of printed music I owned, just be-
cause I hated to reach the condition of having no more first hearings
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ahead for such basics of the piano repertoire. Now it's the other
way around: calculations on how much great music will remain unfa-
miliar because I won't have time to learn to enjoy it all.. '' The
Promise of the Future's society might sound logical and efficient
and all that. But it shares the flaw inherent in almost all utopias
thunk up by fiction writers: to achieve and maintain it, humans
would lose almost every freedom they now possess and would endure
regimentation as severe as that in an anthill or beehive. ' '' The
de Voto reprint doesn't jibe with the accepted fable about lack of
women in magazine science fiction during the era it involves. '' I
wouldn't be, surprised at any prices anyone paid for anything in the
science fiction field these days. A dealer's catalog came the other
day including among other incredibilities an asking price of $45 for
the issue of Ted White's Zip in the February, 1955, FAPA mailing,
mainly because three mges contain a Harlan Ellison contribution.
Flo&c:. Horizons serves me much as Mike Glicksohn's FAPAzine does
him, as a memory jog about my own past. I would never believe some
of the things that have happened to me, if I hadn't re-read them in
this publication years later. Hawai'i: Leapin' lizards, someone
in FAPA besides me reads The Sporting News. I thought I was unique
in that respect, although I seem to remember Russell Chauvenet re-
ferring to his collection of Sports Illustrated. We-become more
like Archie Bunker every year. Helen's Fantasia: - The Dracula-
Frankenstein double bill which Peter H. Johnson tells about attend-
ing in 1938 must have been the same re-release that I saw, wrote
about, and then reprinted my reactions several mailings ago. I wish
I'd been inspired to go to Romania (which still looks like a mis-
spelling to me, since I was a stamp collector before the United
States changed it's official spelling of the nation's name). '' And
I believe I wrote an article about Marschner's fantasy opera for the
WSFA Journal some years ago. One fact which the Wolf Trap program
fails to mention is the opera's date: it was produced in 1828, long
before the vampire theme became popularized in fiction. "' The Fig
Newtons may be fiction but much of it sounds like an adaptation of
Helen's own experiences in Romania. Horizons: The curse worked. I
haven't seen that wonderful dealer at the Funketown flea market
since writing about him, and other dealers are mystified by the fact
that he has reserved space several times and failed to show since I
cut that stencil. Xittle &c: The Nebula indéx answers one question
for me: how long JI've been waiting to be paid for the story by me
which that prozine published, just over a gquarter-century. Llana~
thony: It's not exactly right to say film gets darker the longer
it's developed. The longer it's exposed in the camera, the darker
it comes out of the developer. Correct exposure but overdevelopment
builds up contrast, leaving shadow areas little affected. There are
other ways to reduce grain, besides cutting back on-development
which can lead to flat-looking prints: use an enlarger with diffu-
sion rather than condenser light source, buy a slow film, choose a
fine-grain developer although this can reduce overall sharpness in
big enlargements, and print on a textured paper. But chromagenic
films are about to come -on the market which will solve much of the
grain headache. They are basically color film without colors which
have the added virtue of pcrmitting their silver content to be sal-
vaged in.the development process. Lofgeornost: I feel the same
about the way daily life should be emphasized in history books. This
is the maddening thing about .the big histories of this city and coun-
ty. They go on and on about who held office, Civil War engagements,
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and when the city adopted new charters. . But there's not a word on
such basic matters as when and why 1ocal blacks who once were scat-
tered all- over town became segregated in.one small area or how many
local families had live-in servants and what sort of financial ar-
rangements existed for persons employed as domestics. Red Shift:
This is the first Skippy paean I remember .seeing in any fanzine.
It's been a long while since I saw my copr of the book, followed the
conic strip, or saw the movie. One puzzle: Was there more than one
movie on the Crosby characters? I've seen tv listings for Sooky but
I seem  to remember a movie entitled Skippy and it hardly seems prob-
able that a one and only movie would be named for the subsidiary
character. '' Ah, those regrets for lost things from one's past.
I didn't do any great -amount of wodel'bulldlng and most of my losses
involve leter years. I'm very bitter over my employer's failure to
turn over to . me my negatives when I got.out of photogra phy as mart
of the job: nobody else will be able to identify them and many of
them would have meaning to various local persons and organizations: -
Now it's almost certain that a sort of musical scrapbook which my
father collected and hardbound when he was young, and which I usead
when I-was learning to play the piano myself, is gone beyond retriev-
al. An old aunt who had it has died and my offer to buy it back has
been ignored. Misled Ptah: I wonder if there's any fan in Memphis
who would like to trade a halfhour or so of time for a stack of cop-.
ies of Horizons? 1I'd like to find someone who would look at a micro-
film or two of any 19th century Memphis newspapers that might be
available, for what might have been published about the death in that
city of a young Hagerstown woman who was becoming famous as a pian-
itrt. I can supply her name and date of death, a city of Memphis'
size probebly had only weekly newspapers at the time, s6 it would re-
quire looking through only an issue or two after that date. '' If
you feel oppressed by the Elvin pilgrims in Memphis, Jjust think of
tne fate of Dick Bergeron who lives in the same apartment building
where John Lennon was killed.  Moonshine: It's very good to see
Partial Recall continuing at last.. Every time a pioneer fan goes
into detail about his career in fandom, some additional morsels of
information about the field -are- preserved heR posherisy, ' There? s
the additional benefit for some of us of having our own memories
pleasantly stimulated, every time.we run across a name or an event
which we can remember but hadn't had occasion to remember until re-
minded in this manner. I do wish Len could have gone into more de-
tail about nis war experiences and reactions. . But there seems to be
considerable reluctance among many fans to write on this topic, in
strong contrast to the way so many mundanes are prone to erupt with
endless recollections with the very mlnimum OF, encouragement. I sup-
pose it's connected with the general pacifist sentlments of most
fans. Of Cabbages and Kings' Come to. think of it, there hasn't been
a surplustock ock sale In FADA for a long while. Maybe the organiza-
tion's financial proble=ns could be eliminated during the 21st century
if all surplustock were stashed away from now on in some safe place,
then sold for incredible sums a quarter-cerntury in the future wi th
proceeds going to the treasury. Phantasy Press: Maybe Dan could
publish now some of that material meant for issues of hls fanzines
that didn't materialize. Besides the. intrinsic 1nterest in anything _
out of fandom's prehistoric era, it would be the fannish thing to do,
getting things into print about -a -half- century after the original
schedule. And we desperately need someone to write a really big his-
tory of the prozine letter columns. Dan's extracts in this issue de-
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monstrate the information that can be found in them about fandom.
later on, tne letter sections offered much fannish humor and price-
less illustrations of how famous fans were in their foetal stage.
Nei ther Sam Moskowi tz nor I covered this phase of fandom adequately
in our long works. The Rambling Fap: Don't forget to leave room
on that boat for several cannons. If things become nasty all wer,
the only flourishing organizations remaining active will be crime
gangs and piracy might be one of tneir sidelines. And I can think
of something else that forces the individual to get enmeshed in ac-
quiring all sorts of expensive extras. Just go to a florist and
make arrengements to send a flower to someone in another city. I
did it for the last time a. year ago. The special fees for this and
that cured me from this form of sentimentality. SF-Horizons: Maybe
it's different in England and Australia. Around here there are vast
quantities of unemployed persons who not only lack "post traumatic
neurotic effects" but are generally happier than those of us who
work for a living. Synapse: As I understand it, a migraine head-
ache results from malfunctlon of an artery leading to the brain. A
sick headache can come from worry or constipation or many other

causes. '' I think Elizabeth Walton feared loving things, not just
mentioning things, the time she thought death came to anything she
loved. '' This pious trust that zip codes differ for thoroughfares

in a city with similar names is unfiounded. In Hagerstown there is
just one zipcode which is common to such sepmrate and geographically
distinet pairs as Sheridan Avenue and Sheridan Drive; Reynolds Avenue
and Reynolds Road; Harwood Avenue and Harwood Road; Cherry Tree Lane
and Cherry Tree Drive; Park Lane and Park Road; and Columbia Avenue
and Columbia Road. I wouldn't be surprised if it turns out that
Speer's refusal to write out addresses in full has caused the cur-
rent campaign to adopt nine-digit zipcodes. Dormouse: If it's ob-
vious that Lewis Carroll was fond of opium, as trat deep thinker
Grace Slick assures us, it's even clearer that W. C. Fields had the
same habit. After all, he starred in a movie entitled Poppy.
Wyrd &c: I wonder if those pregnant-looking figurines from anti-
quity were created that way simply because men preferred plump wom-
en. A century ago, any woman with the dimensions of today's Miss
America candidates would have been considered hopelessly scrawny and
a probable sufferer from tb to boot. Prehistoric humans must have
suffered from a constant struggle to find enough food so they could
dream of women who were well-rounded from overeating. It's not d4if-
ferent from today's fondness of some men for women with flawless
complexions, as evidenced by retouched photographs and heavy makeup
in movies, simply because hardly any human females have that kind of
skin on the face. And if this is guessing, so is 99% of the materi-
al in a book likeSex in History involving prehistoric times. There
is no way to be sure that today's primitive tribes' customs are
trustworthy guides to prehistoric mankind. How can we be sure that
the stone age women were constantly pregnant? Their rough life must
have induced endless quantities of miscarriages. I have much doubt
about .these authoritative-sounding population estimates for humanity
thousands of years ago. There just isn't any way to be sure since
tl.e premises on which the estimates are based might be completely
faulty. How can anyone decide today who did the actual agriculture
work ten thousand years ago, or if the rmale-female division of work
differed from one area to another? In the past few years, we've
learned how many things which happened during the Vietnam War were
not reported accurately; can we trust any history, old or recent?
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Waiting for Harlan

long ago, - I-used te run a regular feature in Horizons which re-
viewed ‘FAPA mailings a specified number of years earlier. I no
longer remember if it was a ten-years-ago system or some other per-
iod of time. Then it occurred to:-me the other day that a one-shot
revival on a larger scope might be g ¢dd6d way té fill up most of this
issue's -stencils. I rooted through the jumble of o0ld mailings on
tne attic and came up with tile 74th mailing issued just a quarter-
century ago. I didn't compare it with other mailings from the same
general period to determine if it's substantially worse:.
than the average mailing of that period, better than usual, or oth-
erwise a good or bad choice for tne purpose. .

Then: the next. day I rea¢ in Phantasy Press that Dan McFhail
plans a-series of Teviews of o0ld mailings. I thought briefly about
abandoning my intention, to avoid any appearance. of imitating Dan or
stealing  his thunder. Then I decided to go ahead on the grounds
that this won't be & continuing series and will deal with a later
era than Dan intends to cover, minimizing the ‘conflict. Besides, I
couldn't think of anything else to “rite about which could be
stretched sufficiently to fill up this issue. i s

The February, 1956 Fantasy Amateur provides intriguing con-
trasts with FAPA as. it now exists. It lists 548 pages in the 74th
mailing, which I remember as about normal for that era. Besldces
tiieir fatter condition, the mailings a quarter-century aro differed
from today in the faet that almost everything in them was specially
publi shed for FAPA, not genzines or publications produced primarily
for other apas. I'd guess that recent FAPA mailings have had from
one-third to one-fourth of their total page content devoted to the
non-FAPA type of publications. In a sense, this is a réeversion to
the originmal concept of FAPA as a place where members could exchange
their fanzines efficiently to one another; it was several years be-
fore tle concept of producing fanzines solely for FAPA became gener-
al. But a substantial proportion of non-FAPA publications in mail-
ings today must be ‘partly responsible for the decline in mailing
coments; it's harc for many members to think of something to say -
about fanzines which are primarily meant for others' eyes.

One surprise came from the roster. Nine of the 65 members in
1956 were women, even though joint memberships didn't exist as yet.
Tt looks as if there will be no more than six women on the roster
when the February, 1981, FA is published, even though the general
trend in fandom as a whole has been to a vast increase in the num-
ber of wowmen proportionately. I am also surprised to find that so
few FAPA members in 1956 died in the course of the following quarter-
century. . Bven t:iough - a few members then were approaching or
in middle age at. the time, I'm.certain ebout the passing of enky =
five of them: Martin Alger, Les Croutech, Walt Dunkelberger, Ron El-
lik, and Vernon McCain. I hesitated over two or three other names,
with the vague notion that I'd heard somewhere that they had died,
but I may be confusing them with some other deceased fans. It's
quite possible that a few of the more obscure members in 1956 are no
longer with us and news of their pessing isn't generally known: who
has kept track of Mike May, Ray Schaffer, Jr., or Don Wegars, for
instance? : _

© T believe I had just recently returned to full fannish fervor
in 1956 after the semi-gafia which I'd reposed in for about a decade
so some of the members I barely remémber may have been more prominent
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in general fandom than I know. Even so, I can recognize many gafi-
ated nares whom I'd love to see back in fandom today. For instance,
what ever hapmened to Maril Shrewsbury? She was the only fanzine
fan known to me who was a full-time carnival emnloye, traveling the
cireuit of fairs in the midwest and somehow managing to write and
publish cccasionally. What's Andy Young doing these days? I seem
to remember reuring about his brief reemersence at a con somewhere
and word that he's still a scientist but I wish he'd become a fan
again as he was when le~rning to become an astronémer. 1 count fife
teen members in 1956 who are still on the FAPA roster as.I type
this stencil, althouch a few of them dropped out some time during
the quarter-century and rejoined. R

And with no intenti.n of being disrespectful to the nresent
waiting listers of FAPA, I would venture the opinion that the wait-
ing list in 1956 had more nemes to conjure with. Would you believe
among the 34 individuals on the vaitiag list a foursome like Harlan
Ellison, Norman G. Wansborough, Darmon Kknicht, and George Wetzel?
Incidentally, current c.ncern over the fact that most - waiting list-
ers never develop into longterm, prolific FAPAns might be alleviat-
ed by the fact that among those 34 waiting listers of a quarter-
century ago, only Karen Anderson, Curt Janke, Rick Sneary, Lee Jac-
obs, and possibly one or two others ever did anything in particular
in FAPA. '

One ambition that I may not find time to satisfy until after
reti rement is a long article about Vernon McCain, inecluding copious
quotations from his writings. He is almost forgotten today, even
though he was enormously active for quite a few years, in FAPA and
in other phases of fandom. Part of this neglect, I imagine, derives
from the fact that he rarely appeared at cons, didn't live in cit-
jes with large fan populations, and so doesn't figure in many fans'
memories as someone they knew personally. He didn't write humorous
material very often, perhaps 95% of all reprints from old fanzines
involves humorous material, so there's another strike against him.
And he didn't become conspicuous as a feuder. It's a shame. Vern-
on's prose didn't attain the level of that created by Lee Hoffman
or Walt Willis, two of his contemporaries who have survived in fan-
nish lore. But it was consistently high. - And one of his finest at-
tributes was his habit of exprcssing himself fully. His.letters
w.re long, his fanzines were fat, and if he were alive and engaging
in fanac today, maybe ae would be giving a useful object lesson to
the fans who Write a sentence or two on a topic that leave the
readers with the sensation of having.overheard just one snatch EiEMA
long statement. In the issue of Birdsmith distributed 25 years
ago, Vernon took off on a casual remark I'd dropnped in a recent
Horizons and didn't stop until he'd written almost three pages on
the topic. This was even more thorough than the usual treatment he
gave the average comment nook. But I'm go'ng to reprint most of it
with a few unindicated deletions, both as a samnle of his fan writ-
ing and because of the nostalgia inherént in what he'd writtens:

I'm curious about your statement that telegrams used to go faster
than they do nowadays. lWhet era are you referring 07 “TE-ygm - are
referring to the pre-1925 lorse era I —ust admit to considerable 1lg-
norance. I'm ot a Morse operator ~yself and I wasn't around Western
Union (or any place else) in those days. But what I do know about
iorse makes it seem unlikely that transmission was more ranid then.
The re were some extremely speedy Morse operators but I question
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wheth. r it is possible to send any ~essace faster by Morse than on a
teleprinter. And I know nothing n the method of relaying Morse
which had any superiority over the methods used shortly t.ereafter
with the printers. It was this relaying which slowed down messages
more than anything else. I didn't start work for Western Union un-
til four or five months after they absorbed Postal Telegraph but if
conditions elsewhere were at all similar to my home town then compe-
tition didn't have much to do with the speed or lack:'of same in
transmission of telegrams. In Nampa, Postal was very definitely the
weak sister of the two. Wectern Union had three operators in winter,
six or seven-in summer and four or five messengers. Postal had only
one employee, the widow of a former Postal manager who had defected
from We: tern Union after a quarrel. She was so incompetent that she
found it necessary to quit after swveral months as a Western Union -
employee. And Postal had no messengers. I think they haddled about
5% of the telegraph business in Nampa and the Western Union messeng-
ers used to stop at Postal on their way by, picking up their occa-
sional telegrams and delivering them out of charity or something
(they weren't paid for it, anyway). I understand that the only
thing which kept Postal alive for a good many years was its quite
prosperous cable subsidiary, Mackey Radio. If you are claiming that
the speed of telegrams nas decreased any time during the past decade
then I can assure you thiat, on the average, at least, you are wrong.
Unier the old method where messages were relayed through a whole ser-
ies of offices, with a different operator sitting down and typing the
whole message again, service wasn't at all good. Our instructions
were to tell customers their wire would arrive within an hour if in a
nearby state; which was a big fat lie. A wire transmitted in that
length of ‘time was a decided rarity. I'd say the average was about
two hours, cross-country: It was a system which was wasteful of
labor and gave poor results. Therefore, it wasn't surprising that
W. U. was in very bad financial shape in tie late '40's. I expected
them to go bankrupt at almost any time and was looking around for
some more secure type of work. But about 1950 they completed instal-
lation of the present reperforation system which involves a large use
of feedback and various electronic gadgets. Under the new system a
message is punched only once and with only slight assists elsewhere
(an operator in a relay office or two may have to check the tape to
see where it's going and push a button to route it....in many cases
even this is not necessary but the whole process is automatic) the
message arrives at its destination an exact replica of the way it
was originally typed. The system isn't verfect or foolproof but it
is a vast improvement over the old methods. Our instructions now are
to inform customers that straight wires to anywhere (cross-continent
or the town 20 miles away it takes about the same) will arrive within
approximately half an hour. I will agree, lhowever, that there are
delays due to the constantly increasing wages it is necessary to pay.
ihen I went to work as a messenger in 1944 I drew 40¢ an hour. Five
years . earlier it would have been 25¢. Today messengers start at
85¢ and rise to a maximum of 94¢ in about six months. If the new
minimum wage law goes into effect they'll get $1.00. Other employees
wages heve raised by similar percentages. As Early Night Manager in
Wenatcliee (a position .two or three levels lower than that of manager
in my home tovm) I drew exactly twice the hourly rate the manager who
hired me was then drawing. Under such circumstances it is necessary
to vateh the payroll far closer than in the past since the cost of
telegrams has increased slightly  ess than 50% while wages were
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more than doubling. When I went to work, during wartime, the manage-
ment was pitifully pleased to have you work any overtime you were
willing to. Today you have to have an awfully good reason to draw
time-and-a-half pay. In part, the company has managed to compensate
for rising wages with their mechanization program. The total number
of evployees has been steadily dropping as the equipment grew more
efficient and wages rose. But where we used to keep a messenger on
from six to ten pm merely to take out perhaps six messages and sweep
up before ine left it is now much cheaper to phone out perhaps four
of the six and hire a taxl for the remaining two which constitute
either death or serious illness messages or are addressed to people
withiout phones. And a janitor usually comes in one hour a day.
It's more efficient than using tre expensive time of messengers who
usually dcen't imow much about janitor work in the first vlace, and
have less enthusiasm. The economic facts of life require that the
force on duty, messengers or otherwise, be geared to perhaps 15%
above normal business so everyone is almost constantly busy. Any
abrupt -rise in business (including the nightly rush period from
4-530pm) finds the employees with more work than they can handle
promptly. So messages are delayed in ‘both transmission and deliv-
ery. In this respect I'11l admit the telegraph industry has slowed
down. It's 0 longer possible to keep a couple of spare messengers
sitting on the messenger bench in reserve in case you happen to need
them. - The company's in a lot better health than it once was, chiefly
due to some clever top-level thinking. A few years ago they juggled
around tie minimum allowances in such a manner that they encouraged
people to send longer telegrams, gave them more for thelr money, in-
creased their own income slightly, and gave their regular customers
a good . deal more for their money. In doing this they made the tele-
graph se.vice less attractive to the once-every-six-moaths user but
it was a move I thoroughly admire...and it resulted in tlhose slight-
ly-less-than-50% increase in rates I mentioned a-bit back considera-
bly less if figured on bulk rather than minimums. Incidentally, on
this business of delayed telegrams I ccnstantly hear about them, so-
cially, at t.ue counter from customers recalling previous unsatisfac-
tory results, and from irate customers whose recent message didn't
arrive as soon as they wished. On the theory that a customer who is
ignorant of the fact is far more likely to be a dissatisfied custom-
er than one who ‘knows all the facts (not to mention the fact that
he's flattered by the attention) I've —made a habit of tracing down
the reason for delay on each one of these where I hear about it with-
in'a short time dafter. I've found that at least 60% of all such in-
stances (possibly the figure is a good deal higher) are not Western
Union's fault. Either the customer who sent it gave us an incorrect
address or similarly fouled us up or else the addressee has moved or
temporarily left town witliout telling anyone his forwarding address.
(In a  Surprising number ol cases the addressee got the wire ok but
just didn't bother doing anything about it and not infrequently later
lied about the time of receipt to alibi himself.) Of the remaining
instances the vast majority are due to either stupid or new under-
trained employees. Very very fev are traceable to the telegraph
company's equipment, policies, or rules. There are exceptions of
course. 'Remember the Nixon speech in 1952 -when he -urged all the te-
leviewers to wire the Republican National Committee whether they
wanted him to stay on tine ticket or noet? A sizeable percentage took
him at his word and the worst traffic jam Western Union's ever seen
resulted. Under the old system it wouldn't have been so bad since
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most operators have a certain discretion about their work. But ma-
chines don't. Every wire addressed to Washington D. C. was automat-
ically routed onto the relay office's wire to VWiashington, But since
such traffic is usually limited most relay offices have only -one -
such circuit. When the circuit is in use the messages pile up on
reserve spools of tape and wait their turn at tle circuit. But in
this case not only was the circuit tied up but very soon all the reée-
seirve spools were also. While the new messages waited for space on
a spool wire elsewhere were also delayed. This wasn't too serious
as tne relay offices Mlave a good deal of storage space. But what was
serious was tiat other normally urgent traffic to Washington was
having to take its turn along with all the Nixon messages. And by
the next morning the Washington circuit in Portland had over 24 '
hours traffic piled up in reserve for the Washington circuit. 1In
tile East they were able to borrow extra circuits from Philadelphia
and New York to liashington to help clean it up but at this distance
that was impossible. So we all received word to delay the Nixon
messages - until further notice and transmit only non-political mes-"
sages with the Washington selector. I don't know if that is the
reason or ot but we can't send direct to Washinrton any more. All
Washington messages are now routed through Oakland first.

To forestall criticism from those who think I'm the only one
who ever does such tihiings, Vernon wrote all that in one paragraph,
just as I've reprinted it. He was working in Wanatchee, Wash., at
tie time. i '

" Lee Hoffman alone accounted for 105 pages in that mailing. She
lavished on FAPA si»ultaneously the first three and I believe the '
only issues of Fanhistory and a oneshot entitled Keep Your Cotton-
pickin' Hands Off My Fanzine. ' Each Fanhistory dealt with:'a partic-
ular topic: numbered fandoms with emphasis on Seventh Fandom, Damon
Knight and Jack Speer. I can't figure out any logical reason why I-
should quote from any partictlar item when all three issues contain
such a wealth of fascinating material.  Arbitrarily, then, here are’
portions of Jim Blish's memories of the individual who insisted. at
the time on making tie first letters in his name lower case:

At the time of damon's first marriage, which took place during
the biggest blizzard New York City had liad since wpteen years be-
fore, Virginia and I had a seven-room house on Staten Island. Since
both damon and I were free-lancing that year, he and Trudy moved in
with us; there was plenty of room, and we thought it might be cheap-
er for both of us. For some time, damon and I shared the same work-
ing quarters; our working habits were about the same (out of bed at
tne crack of noon, slop around in robes waiting for the afternoon
mail, give up all pretense of getting anything done before dinner,
and then run the typewriter like fury from 8:00 p.m. until two or
three in the moruning). We had also done three collaborations up to
that time, and expected that with this arrangement we would do quite
a few more. (We did two.)

For a while this worked like crazy. For one thing, the wives
got into a kind of cooking competition with each other, so damon and
I ate like kings (and pigs). I don't tiink either of the women was
ever declared the formal winner, but I do know that Trudy almost did
for me. She cooked German style, the sauerbraten and potato-4ump-
lings kind of meal, andafter one of these I could Jjust barely stag-
ger to the couch and lie down. The nights Trudy cooked, I sometimes
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didn't get to the typewriter before midnight; it was all T could do
to breathe. Both damon and I were thin and skeletal at the start of
this contest; before it was over, you could: have prodded a tvwo-inch
dent into any part of elther of us.

Of course, it wasn't exactly as cheap a life as we'd thousht
it would be. besldes, we all developed a passion for Monopoly,
Whlch kind of cut into the writing iaours. The arrangement finally
brokeup after an ungodly run of bad luck: damon had memingitis, Tru-
dy had appendicitis, our first cinild died; damon took toé calling the
house "Miasma Corners™.. In addition, the Knights were getting tired
of living in what amounted to one room. They left, after being with
us about a year, and soon after that we sold the house. '

Maybe sovebody is interested in those collaborations. "No
Winter, No Summer", "Tiger Ride", and "The lieakness of RVOG" were
all written in the same way; they were stories on which damon had
gotten a good start, written himself into a corner, and given up for
the time being. On the first one, he also had the ending in mind,
but couldn't see how to get to it; on the second, he had an endlng
he didn't like; the third stumped him COMpletely. I suggested that
I try to take a crack at finishing them, and he agreed. "The Secret
People™ happened the other way around: I had a start on the yarn--
about a quarter of the finished story--and didn't know where to go
from there; damon finished that one, while we were living together,
without any further work on my part, except for about an hour's con-
versation asbout damon's notion of 'neutrianellos'. "Tiger Ride'" was
also written on Staten Island. The one yarn which damon and I real-
ly wrote working side by side, paragraph by paragraph, was aimed at
Planet Stories and failed to go there even after three rewvrites; it
is so thoroughly and awfully a Planet story that Harry Altshuler,
damon's current agent, wvon't even give it back to us for fear we
might ofier it somewhere elsé and ruin our reputations forever.

After damon moved to Canadensis, Pa., and I to Milford, I sug-
gested thet we try collaboration again, and see whether or not we
could turn "The Weakness of RVOG" into a novel, writing alternate
chapters. As it turned out, our approaches had diverged too much in
the intervening years to make that possible; we had the manuscript
about half written before it became evident that damon didn't like
the direction in which I wanted to take it. He tiought we ought to
backtrack to somewhere around Chapter Three and start over again
from there, and hLe didn't nave the time for it; he was busy writing
"Hell's Pavement™. So he turned the project over to me, to take it
wiere I would.

Though I flrst-met damon when he was about fifteen (and so was
I), I can't say even now that I know him well; he is not the kind of
man Who gushes confidences. But I have some imnressions that I
think are medium-reliable. For one, damon seems to me to love the
truth more than anybody else I know; it seems a point of honor to
him to weigh his opinions and then tell you exactly what they are,
and damn the torpedoes. I think this is evident in his criticism,
but it's also true in h s personal relatimships; though I have the
impression that the sometimes brutal frankness of earlier years has
l-tely moderated a little. He laughs easily and often; the most
minute incongruities tickle him. ILike many writers, he is an intel-
lectual snob, but fools amuse rather than outrasge hlm, whicl makes
1t ed’Sy (Epr almost anybody to get along with him. During one period
when Virginia and I were down to our last pennies, he sent us his-
latest story check, though hLis situation was nearly as bad as mine,
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because he couldn't bear to think that I might be doing without ‘beer.
He won't kill anything, not even vermin, and the day an opossum came
to live unier his front porch you would have thought he'd been given
the Nobel Prize. He wants to own a coprolith, not to use as a pap-
erweight or for any other practical purpose, ‘but JsiE-toihe: gblier-bo
say he owns one. Iately he has discovered that he is a poet, which
seems to intoxicate him; it is, of course, a heady discovery for any-
body to make about himself; I think he is a good one, too. (Virgin-
ia, a poet herself, agrees.)

I can't put these impressions into any better order than this
because damon is a complex person and I wouldn't know which of his
complexities to stress above the others. For all Il know, the copro-
1lith may be more important than the kindness, ibifonoh -1 deubt -it: -As
a writer, I think he is one of the top ten in sciernce fiction,.-and
one of the three or four most thorough craftsmen the field hasj as a
friend, he's one of the best.

Leeh's KYCHOFF is a wonderfully nixed up assortment of mailing
comments, tiny essays, one-liners, letter quotes, and other things.
One of its longer sections deals with various circumstances involv-
ing Walter A. Willis. Quoting part of it might be a good idea, in
view of tle upsurge of interest in WAW which -the huge Warhoon issue
created and -the small wordage I could squeeze into A Wealth of Fable
on the topic: i :

But what I started to tell about is tiis faaanmag which mal-
igned Sihel, prob'ly unintentionally. In it some neo is telling
about tne so-called Willis Death Hoax. This youngster claims that
Shel and I were so taken in by the hoax that we were writing frantic
letters to Ireland to find out about it. _ ;

The only people taken in by this so-called hoax were a few neo-
phytes and a few people whose contact with Walt was so slight that
they could reasonably believe that news of this nature might reach
them in @guch a trivial manner.

I came in and found the card--a dirty file card mimeoed slop-
pily and mailed in the manner of a post card--in my med 1.5 5T glkanced
at it and tossed it aside. I suspect that ShelVy did the same. I
cannot imagine any fai with good sense who was associated with Walt
as closely as ShelVy was, accepting a piece of drivel like this as
fact. For one thing, Shel would most certainly have been the eSS
U S fan to know if anything had happened to Walt. Tell me, how
could a neo in California of whom no one had ever heard, have gotten
such news, mimeoed the notice and mailed it, before ShelVy who was
in close contact with WAW and his family? Isn't it logical that, .
had enything happened to Walt, his wife would have cabled ShelVy?

I ask, how can any fan with a normal I Q and the ability to
reason with any skill at all malign Shelby to the extent of claiming
that he was writing frantically to Ireland because of a clumsy item
like the WAW "Hoax" card?

T know quite well that he wasn't. I got an airmail letter from
him a day or two after the card arrived, advising me that he'd got-
ten one of the things and that it was some imbecile's idea of a
hoax. : e '

The same untruther who maligned ShelVy also claims that the WAW
With the Crew Fund suffered because of the hoax and almost fell
through. If it did I damn sure didn't hear about it. Nor did
ShelVy, for he told me shortly thereafter that the. fund was coming
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~along well,

I could never figure the purpose behind the so-called hoax. It
could have been an attempt to sabotage the fund...lf it hed been
successful it certainly would have. But I suspect "1t was just that
the person who made up the cards was too young to reason out. the
possible results of his "hoax". And to reason out for. himself the
facts why it couldn't possibly be successful, and could .result only
in unfavorable notoriety for him. ST

I still have my card, by the way. Thet nicht after Lee Riddle
called, I mailed it to.walt. He typed a note on the back to the ef-
fect that it was an overstatement, and returned it. _

Oh, Lee Riddle's call? Well, Lee wasn't closely associated with
WAW. Whken he got his card he looked somewhat askance at it (I think)
doubtlng its authenticity, but since he wasn't in direct contact, he
wasn't sure about the thing. So he phoned me. I assured him 1t was
all a "hoax".. I'm quite sure he had figured that all along.

ShelVy was, of course, Shelby Vick. Incidentally, the ....8
which appear occasionally in ti:ese guotes belong to the originals
and don't signify my occasional cuts which I am not signaling because
this isr-'t a serious research tool for learned scholars.

Another remarkable thing about this 1956 mailing involves the
titles of the fanzines it contains. It seems highly improbable that
a thing as evanescent and short-lived as fanzines should have created
the situation, but out of the 41 items.in the mailing, six are fan-
zines still allve in the sense that issues with the same editor and
title were published in 1980: Stefantasy, Le Moindre, Helen's Fantas-
ia, The kambling Fap, Phantasy Press, and Horizons. . Additionally,
The Fantasy Amateur necessarily has a different edltor but still ex-
ists and I believe -it was not long before 1980's arrival when the
last issue of Grue appeared. I may Pe technically wrong about one
of these survivals: Bill Danner normally refers to his publication
as simply Stef nowadays, and I lLaven't dug out recent issues to see
if they contain the longer name on the colophon or elsewhere. Bill
is long cut of FAPA but he was quite active for a time in the organ-
ization, and uad four publications totaling 69 pages in this mailing.
Three of the four items were letterpress, representing goodness knows
how many hundreds of Lours of manipulating handset type. I made one
of my less-known contributions to FAPA by turning out halftone en-
gravings for Bill on the newspaper Scan-a-graver. It cost nothing
but a few minutes' time, because there was often room to insert the
small photographs which Blll s page size necessitated on the drum
in areas which newspaper engraving photographs didn't occupy; the
plastic would otherwise have besn wasted. Dean Grennell was writing
The Skeptic Tank regularly for Stef in that era. Hcre are extracts
from one column 'in this mailing:

You rmust be famlllar withthe way that breakfast food has long
been sold by means of the clubs and premiums it fosters rather than
by its tasty and nutritious qualities. When Tom Mix was alive--and
perhaps for a while after his death, I don't know--the Ralston people
pushed their pap with a club called the Tom Mix Straight-Shooters.
It was coplete with all the usual appurtenances: buttons, secret
codes and passwords, hats, belts, etec. Personally I have a towering
aversion to Ralstom products which I intend to carry to the grave,
ever since I was eating some of their bite-size shredded Ralston
while reading a book and unwitting took a mouthful that contained,
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along with tie Ralston (no bargain itself), a well-chewed.cud of dis-
carded gum. Somehow, I've always felt that giving away pre-chewed
chicle was carrying service to the consumer a bit too far.

But I digress: some time back, I found one 6f those old Straight-
Shooter buttons and that's what bothers me. The obverse side shows a
picture of Tom IVix's palomino horse who was apparently called Tony.
But on the reverse side, neatly printed on the concave inner surface
of tie button, there is a single word, printed in majuscule Gothic,
blue ink. Tuere it sits, baffling my best efforts at any sort of far-
fetcned logical explanation, the single word: GUILTY.

Now, for the love of God Montresor, WHY do they have that word
printed on the back? It' required extra effort and expense to put it
there. What possible purpose could it have served? Did it anpear on
all TMSS buttons? Were there others that s&aid INNOCEWUT on the back?
DId it figure in some sort of game the Straight Shooters used to
play? What sort of subversive, Un-American group wsrethey anyhow and
why hasn't McCarthy done something about it? Or were the buttons made
up by.some manufacturer who used metal that had been printed un pre-
viously for some otlier purpose (Heaven alone knows what!)? Does it
have some religious significance, perhaps as a reminder of the hovpe-
less load of Original Sin? Can anyone shed any light on this per-
plexing matter? =

Only this morning I passed a parked car while walking down the
“gsidewalk and I noticed a cardboard carton on the ledge behind the
back seat. It.was a plain gray box, roughly four inches cubical, and
it bore, on two opposing sides, the simple legend:

- : One Supernova Kit

Good Lord--are they releasing those to the Do-It-Yourself crovd
now? I was sorely tempted to wait till the driver returned and ac-
cost him vith the question, "Hey, bud--wottinell's a Supernova Kit
and what do you plan to do with it?" I really regret now that I
didn't because I know I'll fret about it, perhaps:for years to come,
as I have over that damned Tom ix GUILTY button.

I don't remember if anyone provided Dean with an authoritative
.answer to his pin puzzle. Maybe his discovery has gone unnoticed
since by the collectors of old radio premiums and 1if publicized now
would increase the value of some buttons like postage stamps which
have an error in design or color. Something else I don't understand
is why nobody has ever produced a Dean Grennell anthology. There has
never been anyone in fandom with quite his knack for verbal pyrotech-
niecs. A certain tiredness or dilution br something crept into his
FAPA writing in the past few years, but there must be enough Gren-
nelliana from his prime to fill a hundred pages or so.

About once a year, someonein FAPA stencils a wistful wish that
Phyllis Economou were still a member, Her Phlotsam's fourth issue
was in this mailing. Much of it is devoted to mailing comments which
would need too much glossing for reprinting here. But one aEtrscIliers
entitled Just Phyllisophizing, might explain to today's younger FA-
PAns the persistency of those references to her: i

Movies may be better than ever, but not from where I sit rock-
ing--and knocking. : Oh sure, I see an occasicrnal picture that sets
me 1ilting. But where, oh where, are the thrills of yesteryear?

Now I fully realize that exalting vast glories is a symptom of
senility. I fully realize, also, that every word I am about to say
will inexorably date me--but what the deuce? Senile I may be, but
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I'm not quite as old as Tucker yet, and I'm growing ycunger every
not-birthday. . )

Besires, 1t siould be unierstood that my movie-going started
very, very early. W“hen I-was scarcely out of rompers, my long-suf-
fering marents discovered they could have an entire afternoon of
peace every week, simply by dumping me in the Strand theater for the
kiddies show on Saturday at 1:00 B7. There I would remain noisily
happy, up in the "children's balcony," while features came, went,
returned and departed again. There I would remain--despite parental
orcers to leave at 4 sharp--enthralled by the exploits of Ken May-
nard, Tom Keene or Charlie Chan until Dad came prowling the aisles
searching for me at five, six or whenever patience gave out at home.

What current cinematic product could lave such effect? 'e have
all become too sophisticated by far. In the early days, the movie
makers knew how to take an emotion, squeeze, wring and mangle it un-
til the viewver was a bleeding pulp. I do not remember when I last
cried at a movie, but I shall never forget the Niagara of tears I
shed duriing a scene from a now-forgotten film snuffled through back
in early childhood. Tue situation and denouement have vanished from
nemory, but this one gre~t, this tender, this poignant scene remains;
e masterpiece of tragedy. : :

. There was this old man, see, and there was this little girl,
e1d they loved each other dearly. He was her grandfather, maybe, or
perhaps ne had rescued her from selling matches in the snow. Any-
way, they loved each other dearly. But for some reason "They" took
aer away from him and put her in an Orphanage. " So in this one un-
“orgettable scene, the Little Girl is sobbing at the window of the
Orphanage, her tiny hands desperately clutching the Bars, while the
kind o0ld Gentleman sadly makes uis way down the path to -the Gate,
turning but once to look back at his small loved one with tear-
blinded ‘epes . :

Brings a lump to your throat, it does. Well--doesn't it?

Now, Tor sheer terror, those old-time movie-makers were un-
equaled. Toduy's whippersnaprer producers and directors lack the
touch of their forebears, and that includes young Al Hitchcock.

What current film can cause ycu to tremble, blanch, shriek and
shrivel with undiluted fear as did "The Cat Creeps"?

For those of you who unfortunately missed it, or were too young
for such fare, I'will attempt to briefly reapture a bit of the im-
pact of that epic of horror. &3

TLeTe was this creepy old house, with all these creepy old
_characters creening about. And;'of courze, ‘a-Young Beautiful Hero-
ine, and her swcetie, the Young, Handsome Hero. So the YBH is there
for the reading of her gr-adfather's will--they had loved each other
dearly--and you can Jjust sense that the butler is Up To No Geedr AL
any rate, she is willed a diarmond necklace--I'1ll tell you how it was
found in a moment....that's one of the best parts!--and she's sooo
very happy she wears the necklace to bed and drifts off to sleep
with her hand on the glittering bauble. So back of her bed, a
great canopied.affair with draperies descending from the back, the
wall move s. The drape ies sway and this horrible claw-like hand
slowly approachés the throat of the sleeping girl. Talk about sus-
pense! . _ ' .' Y

Suddenly the claw-hand grabs the diamondsand disappears! The
girl wakes up shrieking, everybody comes running, and in the confu-
sion you just sit and wring out ;our sweater.- :

Then you notice that everyone is a-pounding on the vall behind
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the bed trying to locate the culprit's escape route. They batter,
tang and gouge--~then all of a sudden the hero touches a hidden spring
and part of the wall slides back, revealing a doorway! 'In the door-
way stands a Dead Man, glazed eyes staring, ar~s at sicdes of rigid
body, and as you gasp he falls straight forvard on his face--ker-
plunk ocn the rug. Shriek! Scream! Talk about drama!

But that wasn't all. One of the Best Parts I skipped asway back
taere. That was when they were looking for the diamond necklace.
The details are hazy here, but anyway, the vwill said that the neck-
lace. . was hidden and for some reason gave coded instructions for
fi1&1ng it. Something about counting grapes. So, in the middle of
the nigit, our Hero suddenly realizes that perhaps the code referrcd
to the llurary, where carved grave clusters bedecked the paneling
hither and yon. So he betook himself off to the llbrary in the wee
hours and started working his way around the walls, pushing assorted
grapes in search of grandpa's hidey-hole. ,

Well now, sitting innocuously in the library, was this sofa.
Lvery time the iice young man turned his baek to it, that gosh darn
sofa would creep up on him. Two paces to the right Our Hero would
. step. #Si= ¥ -1 -t --h - e -.r, and the sofa would be one pace
cloger <t hiim; Talk about scared! Well, we weren't quite certain
just . what that sofa intended to do when it caught up with our boy,
‘but we knew in our quivering bones it was Up To No Good. T don't
remember what lhappened next--whether Our Hcro subdued the sofa, or
the sofa did him in (temporarily of course), but to my Dying Day
I'1l never forget that ominous, -creeping couch....

On reading back, I'm inclined to think you woulda hadda seen
this sofa bit to get the full impact of Mounting Horror, of Evil In-
carnate, of--well, gee, you don't have to LAUGH!

In tie old-time Romance department, my memories are sketchy.
Such fillums viere out of bounds for me, although I do remember
faunching vainly to see Garbo in a passionate epic called "Inspira-
tion"....translated by me into "Inspiritation." However, judging by
the quality of their roaring Westerns, marvelous Mysteries -and hai r-
raising Horribobbles, I would venture to say that, had I been per-
mitted to view the cellu101d Romances of the day, I would now remem-
ber them as far. superior to any of the heart-throb fare offered to-
day. I'm convinced that the romantic feats of Valentino, (before My
Day, I hasten to acd!) John Gilbert, Ramon Novarro, and the other
Legendary Lovers, far surpassed today's tepid Romeos such as Robert
Wagne , Rock Hudson Tony Curtis, Tab Whatzizname, Rossano Brazzi--
Rossano Bra221—-Bra221--hmmmmmmm....

Well, as I've been saying all along--Mov1es Are Better Than Ev-
et ;

L.s Croutch's death some years ago resulted in next to no reac-
tion in fanzines I received. Les wouldn't have been happy in today's
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