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Ul the ovo of hio firob worlidcon, Hoiiy “wiaci, JLle, Dogarns vo
stencil this issue of Horizons. A journalist should be specific,
50 it were well to include the fact thet thics is volume 24, number
4, whole number 95, FAPA number 89, and the August, 1963, issue.
Duplication is by Richard H. Eney, cover is by Jean Rose, and the
other ingredients are made by a hermit in Hagerstown, Md., at 423
Summit Avenue.

In the Beginning

The Feantasy Amateur: It is risky to remark about the size of the
7alling, because I don't want to rock a beat that is just the
right size for me. But others may prefer big bundles and I would
suggewt to them contemplation of the fact that virtually every-
thing in this bundle is the work of someone who has been in the
organization at least two or three years. A3 I may have hinted
before, it is high time that we devise a way to get some walting
listers admitted before they approach fannish senility. ggg,Vin-
egar Worm: Daddy must have helped Nancy with that essay, 3 g
would still be nice to read her report of a con. *° The folksong
should annihilate all folksomgs, their singers., thelr collectors,
end their fans, if widely enough circulated. It contains every-
thing tlat any fo lksong has ever pcssessed. T°m sure that the
Jast hootenanny would occur several minutes after someone like
Bruce Pelz provided adequate music and Les Gerber sang the result
for the first time. '!' The date of Dorcas Bagby's reputed death
is so close to April 1 that I suspect a hoax in the worst of
taste. If fans are going to try to invent hoaxes, they should do
some thing more imaginative than to spread a false rumor of the
death of a person who cannot very well speek up and thrcow the lie
back into their teeth. Null-F: Is the lack of clear Democratic-
Republican divisions in municipal and county politics a general
thing in the nation, or a phenomenon confined to western Maryland?
In elections in Hagerstown anmd for county offices, the tradition-
&l party affiliations are retained on the ballot but there is al-
most none of the usual associations of the well-to-do and conser-
vative elements with the Republicans and the workers and liberals
with the Democrats. In the smaller incorporated towns of the
county, candidates for mayor or councilmen do not run under party
affiliation. One town has two parties, Popular and Citizens; the
others use no labels at all even if a mayoralty candidate backs a
specific gmwup of councilmanic candidates. ** It's oversimplifi-
cation to say that the same verb in French expresses both to love
and to like. Aimer is used in both senses, but the French have a
half-dozen otker verbs and constructions tlat are used regularly
to express like. Moreover, the use of love as a synonym for like
in Engli sh is nothing new at all, and hardly the invention of Mad-
ison Avenue. '' Lots of persons with neilther relative nor abso-
lute pitch can sense even a slight deviation from the proper pitch
for A. I discovered this one evening when I was asked to sound A
to tune up the munici pal band before I'd had time to warm up my
reed. I imagine that skill in recognizing any pitch could be ac-
quired by those for whom the skill isn't native, Just as some per-
sons can play almost anything by ear on the piano while others
learn to do something similar by ear training on intervals and
harmonies. '' I wouldn't think of tryinrg to read an issue of

' H@rizons published 20 years ago. A brief pause while I tremble
violently at the wild idea. '' A girl who used to work at the



office taught me how to determine if a boaster had really had the
experience with women that he claims. Just give him a sheaf of
pnotographs of attractive women, scme full-length and same head-
end-shoulders, and watch to see which mes get his attention.
Cele phais: Hagers town's downtown street lighting for the past
%0 years was the outcome of scmeone's trip to Niagara Falls. In-
stead of staring at the water, he got all excited about the green
poles with white frosted globes on top and talked so much about
them on his return that the city installed them. Just in the
rast few years, gooseneck mercury vapo:i lights have been substi-
tuted, and a dreadful hysteria arose over them in some .neighbor-
hoods among people who thought the old ones were prettier. I
wnder if many small towns do as Shippensburg, Pa., did for many
years? Tor all I know, that town 33 miles north of here still
saves money by turning off the streetlights while the moon is up
during the week in which it 's apprcaching and leaving full stat-
us. The hambling Faps: No cauments occur to me on the matter,
but I thizk the mannmeT is quite good:; capitalizing names is a
harmless and sure way of making a writing style distinctive. If
this keeps up, I'11 finally convince myself that Iee Jzcobs and
Ed Cox aren't the same person. Lighthouse: I'm touched by the
suggestion that FAPA money might lLhelp tc finance the fan hisge
tory project. But it won't be necessary, now that Sam Moskowitz
bas told me about all the money that I'm going to make out of
this document. Akkad: This is extremely good news. Ghostwrit-
ing and turning out junk under pemnames sounds almost as dreary
an occupation as my manner of writing for a living. And the
books for juveniles should have a lot of fan readers, Judging by
fhe persistence with which Hugos go to literary works and tele=-
vizion programs meant for youngsters. '* I had an indirect
contact with a lost city back in the winter, incidemtally.

Aimong my fellow inmates at the rest home was an extraordinarily
-ntiquated lady who had frequently had as a dinner guest the guy
wno dug up Troy, Schliemann. Sercon's Bane: One of the things
chat I lnve yet to accomplish in fandow is to acquire a nickname .
{ have none in mundane life, for that matter, although one lady
"2ross the street calls me Junior, something even my rarents nav-
> dared to do, and a few other persons refer to me as Henry, ap-
arently under the delusion that Henry derives from Serry 4 Sals
id: A fellow named Wagner wrote about %all the se dif ferent race
+o of beings, and each people has its own faults and merits"™ and
fo on, before Tolkien did. I grant thet he didn't use as man y
'ords but he made up for that lack in other ways. Phantasy
“ress; It was heartening to see Dan derart from his usual good
dumor and good spelling to prove that he can use invective if he
really tries. I see no difference between Dan's borrowing o? '
remaTks from Rsaders Digest and some other fans!' borrowing of re
narks overheard at a convention for interlineations: the two
sources produce statements of approximately equal brilliancz and
nelther gives the compiler any credit for originality. Horizons
-'ve finally found out what I busted last January. It was my
1ight acetabulum. I doubt that I would have told anyone about
the injury, had I known that it involved something with such an
obsceme~sounding name. °'°* The cover on this issue pleased me
greatly, but Jean Rose points out that 1t was pieced togethe?
srom some unpolished verses and a sketch that was part of a let-
fer. I bad thought about missing an iscsue of Horizons deliber-
utely, after completing 20 years orf every-maliling appearances,
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i order to end the suspense. But now there's wealth uvnprecedent-
ed in the form of a whole year's supply of fine covers by Jean, So
1'11 keep going if this battered frame collaborates. Poor Rich-
ard's Almanac: Schubert, when he heard aboit a budding new genius,
tsed to ask the cruellest of all questions that can be asked about
o promising young man: "Was kann er?" Rich has come the closest
of anyone so far in explaining and describing the potentialities
that Paul Stanbery is reputed to possess. Even if Stanbery didn't
exist, this would be of considerable interest as a fine example of
descriptive writing, in the sections dealing with Paul. But ap-
parently it takes personal acquaintance to appreciate Paul fully.
T don't find the fanzine quotations tlat Rich admires so much to
pocssess any particular merit or distinctiveness and to most of us,
Coventry is something that other people have written about with
Stanbery as legendary figure as the spindizzy itself. Perversely,
I couldn't help wishing that Rich had applied all this work to
someone whose talents have been evidenced more fully in fanzines,
much as Terry Carr did for one of the Bob Stewarts. The last
Night of Doubt is enormously better than the last full-scale play
distributed in fannish circles, Dr. Plantagenet. But there is the
fundemen tal question: why do beginning writers work in a form that
nceds actual performance for its full effect, a form that is only
slightly less difficult to have actualized than an opera? I sus-
rect that they do this at least partly because they know it will
save them the work of writ ing anything except dialog and partly
tecause people will not judge it too conclusively because they
know it might play better than it reads. Stanbery does mot make
the mistale of attempting to put hopelessly non-dramatic material
onto the stage, as some of the avant garde do. But I'm afraid
*lmt Tre ILast Night of Doubt suffers severely fram the fact that
it contains a little of everything: Don Juan in Hell, Everyman,
The Skin of Our Teeth, Pirandello, and the latest Hollywood mov-
ie, I don't expect anyone to write entirely original stuff, un-
influenced by what he lLias seen and heard in the medium he uses.
But this work bears suspicious resemblances to the German-lan-

gua ge Greek drama published for the Cult recently by Ed Meskys

eand written, I think, by John Boardman, who apparently had saved
up his senge of humor all these years for this purpose. Wraith:
Amon g my previouly unsuspected virtues is one of willpower. I
neveT would lave guessed tlmat I could resist the chance to buy a
big batch of Argosys. I wouldn't have time to read them, I must
own quite a few of those published during the 1930's, and yet the
mgic of the title and its associations are powerful. Something
tells me tlat there will be an Argosy fandom as soon as the EC

and Burroughs enthusiasms have subsided a trifle. Torrents: The
movers in El. Paso apparently have a number of television antenna
repair companies in Hagerstown. It took one solid year of off-
end-on efforts to talk a reputable local firm into replacing the
busted leadin wire here. The other firms I called from time to
time epparently ignored my warnings that nobody is home most of
the time, dropped by without phoning first to make an estimate,
snd gave up when nobody answered the door on that first visit.
Three years ago, when I decided to convert from coal to oil, two
of the firms I contacted showed no interest whatsoever in coming
to the house and quoting me a figure on an installation. My
electric shaver stopped working one day; Montgomery Ward, where I
bought it, told me their repair service was terrible and recom-
mended my patronizing another local dealer, who undertook the re-
pairs but ended up by giving me a new razor for the five dollar




maximum fee estimate. The moral must be that there are lots of
folks who hate work as thoroughly as I do. '' More descriptive
matter about this Italian sojourn is most desirable. Nancy and I
used to compete closely for the title of the fan who does the
least and goes the shortest distances in the great world. So
maybe there's hope that I'1l suddenly find myself going to the
other extreme as completely as she has done. Cockatrice: There
must be more comments on this mailing striving to force their way
into existence. But so many publishers used darkish paper this
time that my penciled notes are quite difficult to locate. There
should be more comments on Boggs than I can decipher: That I
liked Thunder on the Left very much when I read it many years ago
on its incarmation as a pioneering paperback. And that the only
girls' book that I can remember reading, aside from Louisa Mae
Alcott's sagas, was a once celebrated novel entitled What Katy
Did. This seemed to me like the most brilliant, worldly writing
ever entrusted to the printing press. I remember particularly
the uncontrollable orgies of laughter that overcame me, every
time I thought of one passage in which Katy was in some kind of
trauble, and when she turned pale or her hands trembled, one of
the o0ld ladies said: "Perhaps she's bilious." ZFor a good 20
years, I've been trying to remember why this struck me as funny,
and it has been a valuable reminder that Jack Benny may be the
greatest humorist of all time despite my inability to enjoy him,
if stamdards of humor vary so greatly that they even alter with-
in the same person from childhood to adulthood. Let's Throw Redd
Boggs in the Pooll: The temptation was terrific to adjust the
gramma r in the immediate neighborhood of the name of such a care-
ful writer, but it was already too long a title, so I didn't do
it. '* Bob Lichtman's idea about the waiting list is similar to
one that I've advocated for years. But my preference would be g
compromise between the present seniority system and the voti
proposal: vote in a couple of walting listers each year, let the
ot lers retain their present order. That way, everyone would be-
come a member eventually; we'd never get a valuable unknown like
Bill Danner under a vote-only system. '' This Ellik dream has a
definite flavor of Revelations. I hope that the Italisans tum it
into a movie soon. '' I'm not interested in keeping folk musjc
on television, but I have been writing occasionally to the FM sta-
tions that feature good music. It seems to be effective, if I gay
believe the detailed letters that came in reply. Mimeo: This is
the only postmailing tc show up despite prophecy and Tumor telling
of the imminence of others. I'd almost forgotten that Sylvia ean
write so well; after so long a spell of artwork. *'' If the two
obces played notes with identical pitch, the vibrations wouldn't
catch up with one another. I imagine the real explanation for
lack of cancellation is -that so much of the tone cones in the form
of reverberation bounced from surrounding objects and the two inw-
strumen ts are at differing distances from the se objects. '!
But doesn't at least one of the gospels tell us that Joseph
learned thmt Mary was with child before he knew her? This would
eliminate the descent of Christ frcm David, although it wouldn't
necessitate retention of virgin in place of young girl. ''. You
seem to be mixing up the soil bank with wheat allotments. Bug
I'11l let Wrai Ballard reply to this one, after remarking that the
little farm sounds ideal for rice. '' Agreed that Burroughg
must be read first when one is young. There are lots of authers
who should be read first when one is getting old, tco.




Son of Scisnce-Tiction Tines

Review copies of paperbacks continue to arrive from several
publishers, despite my failure to review most of them and my sad
custom of forgetting to send a copy to the publisher when I do
get a review into print. The most recent acquisitions for free
are a pair of Crest tomes, one edited by and anothe r written by
oldtime fans of my venerable generation.

All the stories in Five Tales from Tomorrow were familiar to
me, and I wasn't reading the prozines faithfully in the mid-50s
when they were first published, so I nust have come across them in
previous anthologies. No mtter, re-reading is frequently more
pleasant than a new encounter. Four of tle five stories stand up
quite well under a renewal of acquaintance, amd I wasn't disap-
pointed in the fif th, because Everett B. Cole 's Exile was dull at
first and I expected no better.

I‘m not sure about Ted Dikty's qualifications as an antholo-
gist, but he did one wise thing when he put into this book Tom
Godwin®s The Cold Equations. If I'm not mistaken, this 1s an ex-
ceptional story, one that gets across an importapnt point without
stating or even hinting at its message. Unless 1'm reading into
i more than the writer intended, it’s a mute and grim commentary
on humanity’s willingness to knuckle down to authority and to obey
in general the rules at whatever excessive cost. This is one of
the oldest science fiction situations, a stowaway on a spaceship.
It could be charged with the transgression that is found in so
many other prozine stories in a slightly dif ferent form, me chan-
ical translation of mundane fiction's plotting and situations into
science fiction. Usually, the writer gets blamed with borrowing
his material fran westerns, less frequently from spy stories or
murder mysteries. In this case, it's a sclence fictional equiva-
lent of the o0ld sea story situation of a lifeboat without enough
provisions to keep the occupants alive.

But I think that Godwin has mde it a genuine science fiction
story through his avoidance of the procedure that the sea stories
normally involve. When people are adrift on the ocean, the
stiugegle for survival may result in fights, murders, sacrifices
of self, or employment of ingenuity to get out of the scrape. By
using none of these possible procedures, Godwin comments bitterly
on what the future may be like. The occupant of a one-man sSpace
craft, rushing medicine to a backwoods planet, discovers that he
has a stowaway, a girl who sneaked aboard without realizing that
the vehicle's fuel supply is just adequate for its weight with one
person aboard. She gets quite emotional and in the end walks in-
to the death of the airlock. This seems to me to be the author's
way of telling us that we may come to a future in which regimenta-
tion will be so stmong tlat such a girl will not even toy for a
moment with the thought that the man may be willing to immolate
himself to save her, mkes no effort to trick him into taking her
place in tlmt air lock; and the man doesn't give a thought to this
type of heroism, nor does he reason out the possibility of tossing
enough of the furnishings of the vehicle outside to makKe up the
clange in weight. She did wrong in a temporary moment of rebel-
lion and both accept her death as the only possible outcome. In
such a future, it is possible to imagine that such small spaceships
will not have an emergency surplus of fuel.

Simak *s How-2 came at the right time for me: I was about to
order an amplifier kit until I re-read this story. Even if I did



10t receive by accident the latest thing in laser generators, I
would undoubtedl y spend two hours of work on the thing for every
A.ilar I would save in the cost of purchasing a ready-built amp-
lifier. Simak's style is very susceptible to parody, as Gary
Deindorfer ha s proved, but his characters live and he demonstrates
mowledge of the real world second only to that of Heinlein.

Robert Abemathy®s Deep Space has now ent ered the purgatorial
stL.us of stories that were science fiction at one time, have
reen overtaken by the course of events, and have been proved to be
based on a wrong assumption in this procedure. His hero as the
irst man in orbit discovers that this status does some thing con-
7ulsive to a normel human and immediately turns into something be-
yond normal humanity. It joins many another good story in which
carth is contacted by bems before it gets men outside its atmos-
nere and those 'ln whicn men find some unforeseen menace prevents
them from surviving beyond the atmosphere. In fact, these unfor-
sunate stories now meet quite closely the demands of the defini-
tion of weird fiction and pure fantasy fiction.

I don't care particularly for stories in which the humor de-
>uads on antics of machinery. Albert Compton Friborg has un-
loubtedly made many technicians merry with Push-Button Passion.
Rut to me any kind of machine, even the most complicated, is some-
shing stupid and balky beyond all imagination and I can't identify
11th a giant brain that falls in love with another giant e T, 2
ny more than some African natives can realize that those arrange-
rsnt s of light and dark areas on paper are portraits of faces.

Through the kindness of Crest Books, the Fawcett World Li-
Lrary, and Barbara Hendra, I have also received The Long Winter,
taich C. S, Youd wrote under the penname of John Christopher. You
a0 gt some notion of my au faitness with current science fiction
vden I admit that this is the first Youd novel I have ever read
itom beginning to end. I gather that it ‘s inferior to the ones
‘hat first made him sleek and prosperous.

The thing about this book that strikes me as oddest is the
Iunitations which Youd seems to have imposed upon his literary
@21f. It is extraordinary, how few the references he has included
5) events in the greater part of the world. Even if his emphasi s
~1 Britain and Africa is accepted as intentional concentration on
;> peoples and places he knows best, the very lack of hints on
lppenings in Asia and the Americas keep tre reader's attention
andering. It is as if Churchill had tried to write his history
‘lthout references to the Germans and the Russians.

I hope that the attitude that Youd displays toward the Ne-
7i0es in his book is an opinion of the individual rather than a
‘ralt common to his nation. All through the book runs the unstat-
:d assumption that the black man will be incapable of meeting ade-
Jjuately the big crises, no matter how well he gets along in the
tmall ones. The anly Negro in the book who isn't evil in some re-
¢pect is a slightly modemized reincarnation of the subservient
-ld darky who 1s so grateful for some scrap of kindness tha old
.ster bestowed upon him. Kipling's attitude toward backward
’eoples doesn't bother me so much, because the Asians he writes
Wout were quite obviously inferior through lack of opportunisy.
‘oud is describing a race of men who have remained morally and
(:ntally inferior after they have receivecd the chancs to ‘wake
vantage of civilization's opportunities. Abonitu's final words
ire absolutely dreadful, when he advises Andrew not to risk re-
urning to Africa: “We are a civilized people. It my be bettebd,
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Outside of that, how did I like the story? Well, it's not
as expert as I thought a nerson with Sam®s 2arly talents should
be writing. He should have done at least a little homework on
the solar situation that causes a new ice age to arrive. He
asks the reader to accept on faith and same vague gobbledegook a
change in the heat production of the sun. This isn’t rarticular-
ly convincing without backing by a description of how the sun
has shown tendencies in this respect in recent centuries or ob-
servations on how easily specific conditiouns within the sun might
bring about this sad event. The lack of firm distinc tion between
e two women in the hero's life is disappointing. At first,
Madeleine behaves quite different ly from Carcl, but after one-
third of the way through the book, the two women act and talk so
mich alike that I gave up the strusgle to “emember which one had
been unfaithful to Andrew. It didn't seem to matter.

And T wish that people who write novels would stop putting
complete dependence on drinking as an activity for treir charact—
€rs on every conceivable occasion. It used to be bad enough in
19th century novels when the heroine fainced at every crisis and
we get all upsset when a piay requires the cast members to light
cigarettes with every tenth line of dialog. But it®s even more
annoying to find a novelist lacking in sufficient imgination to
vary his bits of business. He gets his cm racters together for
the purpose of enjoying a drink as frequentliy as a bad playwright
gets an actor of fstage by causing a doorbell to ring. A few such
sip-by-sip accounts might have a meaning in the story, telling
that these people are so much of their milieu that they cannot
exchange a dozen words without moistening the membranes of their
throats. But the demonstration shoulé:'t be repeated to the point
of absurdity. Hemingway probably started this silly reliance on
ninute descript ions of the type of elccholic beverages in use, the
points in the conversation at which the speakers consumed several
swallows of the stuff, what the waiter told about the liquor re-
sources of the establishment, and any slight physiological ef-
fects that were produced on the imbibers. I hope that someone
stops it.

Otherwise, the faults of the book are mainly negative. Youd
seéeéns to have troubled himself thinking out the consequences of
this cold wave to only the smallest of extents. His reliance on
hovercraft for transportation is somethi ng like the upswept hair-
Gos that the girls suddenly began to wear in the Buck Rogers cam-
ic strip when such hair styles came into vopularity in the late
1930's. 7You mustn't keep too much abrzast of the present when
writing of the future. I expected tc find at least a few notes on
ways in which men had attempted to meet the new conditions by
technolcgy. With so few evidences of attempts to battle the ice
and snow, it's hard to take the substance any more seriously than
I took the patches on which I had my falls.

I felt rather unhappy when Andrew and Madeleine found a way
to move out of the slum shack where they stayed for a while after
their original escaps from the polar conditions. That's a good
sample of the impression that the novel made on me. I couldn't
symrathize or identify with anyone in it, couldn’t get excited ov-
er the threats of either poverty or cold, and could find little
ingide the covers to bear out the contention of the blurb that it
describes events "when civilization diseppsars intc a vVoiceless
polar night, when men and wamen tum into huran wo 1f racks in
vhei r agonized struggle for survival."”



Joseph fani and Lig DroLLers

This is just one of the potential titles for the fan history.
. su attempting to try some of them out for size and reaction. 1
iidn't get a very enthusiastic acceptance of the title that I fav-
ored for a .while, Foutline of History. Another possible title is
'nd Then The re Were Fans, but 1'd hate to think that anyone would
elieve that I was insinuating that fans are as much of a superior
and dif ferent race as the one in the Epric Frank Russell story. 1
loubt that many persons would understend the allusion in the cur-
rens test title. If there are any suggestions, you'd better make
shem instantly, because time is growing extreme ly short. I hope
50 1ave some tens of thousands of words completed and copyrighted
in manuscript form by the time of the DisCcn.

Horizons has provided several progress reports of varying na-
surew during my preparation for the task of writing fan history.
This should be the last of them, unless I change my mind about an
assortment of things. As I've explained previously, the historian
bos a task in fandom with little resemblance to any other type of
sthronicling. There is nothing of any consequence to use for ref-
arence purposes from Pearl Harbor onward aside from several refer-
cuce works that were encyclopediac in nature rather than historic-
. And fandom is so amorphous anéd nazy that there are no sure
limits on where to stop in the areas or details of information. I
mve gone through all the fanzines in my collection, borrowed many
others from trusting souls, ferreted additional information by
= ans of letters, tapes, and conversations, and I think I can
write a fairly good history by means of the notes already on hand
aud some additional facts that I can obtain as I go along. But I
think of those sacks and boxes filled with my correspondence dur-
ing a quarter century in fandom and doubts jostle me: shouldn't I
wait another year before starting the writing, to pemit me to go
“hrough all those letters and extract the information that must be
n some of them? I haven't found opportunity to spend a couple of
‘ays at the Franklin Institute's ayjay library in Philadelphla, as
oy conscience orders. There's a list of perhaps two dozen addres-
ies of people in foreign lands who might know vital information
-obout fandom in non-English speaking nations. Shouldn't I urpack
“hnse cartons of prozines on the attic and go through the letter
.2ctions and prozine~sponsored club departments, for whatever nug-
1ets of information they contain? There's not the slightest doubt
vhat I could amplify mightily my notes, if I were to devote each
icng weekend to visiting a major city in the East and Midwest witd
1are recorder, where by previous arrangement the oldtime fans would
sather around the mic rophone and ransack their memories, (I know
from the evidence of one wonderful tape that some people will talk
aVen i1f they haven't the energy to write a long letter on the same
watters. ).

There are other ways in which I could better prepare myself
for writing this fannish history. But I've already begun the
writing and I intend to proceed quite inexorably on the task from
ncw on, squeezing in the fact-gaining procedures if convenient ang
keeping in mind the fact that an entire lifetime would not sufficd
to garner every last morsel of information about fandom's past. .
bkave had a couple of close calls in the past three years, in the
form of those falls. There may be a more serious accident or &
bilg illness achead 8 short time in my future. I°d bate to undergo
such a trouble before I got the history written: this is not ego-
tistical fancy that I'm the only person who could write the his-
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all the tims that I've spent on ths project up to now. Landing
on my head in the fall last January knocXkxel Iy memory function
cit of commission for a few days and I couldn't have written fan
history if that brain damage had been permanent: my notes are
fully urderstandable only to me in my present cerebral situation.
liorse yet, every year that passes on preparation makes the history
e longer and less manageable manuscript. Originally I intended
to Stop the history with the Detroit convention, but now I've de-
termined to bring it up to whatever date may obtain when I get
near the end of the final chapter. FAPA members will groan when
they learn the reason for this change in plan. I determined to
bring the history up to the future's present because that's the
only way that I can include in it the way I feel about FAPA's
trexvyment of E3d Martin. I want that episode tc stand preserved
in permgnent forin.

T hope toc get quite a few chapters of the fan history com-
pleved by the end of hot weather, whereupon I shall dispatch them
to Norm Metcalf and hope that all goes well with his publishing
pians. Already on paper in first draft foru are the segments of
tke history thet deal with the firgt Chicon, the Denvention, and
some related events. Re-reading these fircst rages of manuscript,
T'm not too dissatisfied. The style is Goo stiff but I think I
can knead it into more supple syntax whern it gets the second
drafting. It will be this second draft that goes to Metcalf. A
thi-d draft must await all the corrections, additions, and other
shanges that will be necessitated if the history eventually winds
up in book form. From this distance, I can imagine the entire
manuseri pt appearing in fanzine fomn but not as a book: it will
he too long to reach this status without third drafting into more
compact fom. This is subject to changes in plans, maturally, if
scmeone discovers an inexpensive way to publish books within the
rext couple of years or some libeled fan obtains an injunction
that prevents re from any form of famac other than NFFF member-
ship. :
NewcomeTrs to FAPA and fans with short memories might like to
karw how I've been proceeding up to now. Both at home and at the
office, I keep within easy reach a stack of source materials. In
cpare time, I go through these materiale, sitting by a typewrit-
cr and tapping out notes and quotations whenever I encounter some-
thing that sounds useful to the fan historian. During the three
years that I've been laboring in the fannish stables, I've proba-
bly given thirty to ferty minutes dally ©o this work, on the aver-
age. After a month or so of this note-tvaking, I turn into a file
cletk for a few hours. I clip apart all these little typewritten
raragradhs, each of which has been tagged with an indexing word or
two. Tnis creates several hundred slips of paper, which I sort
ot alphabetically by indexing word. Thsn the gluepot and my col-
lection of looseleaf notebooks come into use. There are eight of
{12 s2 notebooks now, each so filled with paper that it should be
¢plit into two less plump notebcoks, buit the clerk where I buy the
things thinks I've acquired a Freudien passion for looseleaf note-
books and I hate to make myself conspicuous by more purchases for
sz while. I paste the slips onto ordinary notebook paper. (During
the first weeks, I typed notes directly onto the filler paper, but
thi s required toc much hunting for thks proper sheet guite soon. )

The only research work commreble to mine that I've ever found
Gescribed is one thmt belongs to sohn Gunther. By coincidence,



sndane friend gave me during my last hospitalization a little

¥ by Gunther that tells how he wrote his Inside series. His
dlems and procedures are remarkably like mine. His source
sprials are easier to obtain and he needn't worry so much about
s length of his manuscripts, of course. Our only basic differ-
‘ve is that Gunther puts his little slips of paper into large
7elopes labeled with the subject matter instead of pasting them
~tn locseleaf filler paper.

To give you sane idea of how I've progressed in assembling
2ots, I have eight completely filled pages on the Pacificon,
nrre and one-half on Hgy Palmer, two-tairds of a page on Ella
Sar*er, slightly more than a rage of facts on pennames, ani iour
sages on- Philadelphia fandom (exclusive of stuff on Philcons and
Phillycoas). FEach page contains perhaps 600 words, and most of
thase words are put together in a synopsized manner to save S3pace
nd typing time. If I were to use all my notes on a given topic,

-panded and transmuted to a normal historical style, the wordage
»uld probably double or even triple. Without taking ths time to
.3ck for sure, I'd guess that the greatest numbers of notes are
shose on FAPA, New York fandom, Los Angeles fandom, Viorld War Two
end British fandom. This last subject is misleading when stated
in such bald manner. It's a catchall for anything about fannish
anifessations over there that didn®t get lndexed on a more spe-
(ific topic. I think I got somewhat lazy in this recpect end
wlll pay up for ths vice by wasting a lot of time ferreting out
1eeded information from this section end I may end up by chopping
D those pages and indexing them for greater convenicnce. Writ-
ing about the two conventions, I thirk that I used perhaps two-
thirds of the information I‘d gathered. This seems about right
to me. I've had enough trouble with local journalists who gather
st enough facts to make the news story long enovgh, rather then
ilgging out more facts than space permit £ using, to provide an
opportunity to utilize the best and ignore the insignificant.

Procedural problems are giving me considerable trouble. How
much knowledge should I assume for the average reader of my his-
tcry? -Should I identify the occupation of the prozine editors
no get mentionsd in it? Should I include a description of how
arjays function? Then there's the auestion about biograpkhy. I
we =t to tell something of the persomal life of the most import-
~ut fans. But what of the others who meke brief appecarances in
~le history: should I diligently include for eacia a 1ist of tie

lties where he lived as a fan, age, vocation, end dates of enti-
~ing and leaving fandom? Should I meke each chapter self-~suffi-
ant for the first serial publication, or will I be justified im

(arring to Ackerman and gafia in unexplained meaner in this
ersion, to save me some of the revising work for eventuagl book
>ublicat ion? I know that I'1ll be inconsistent for a while, ai
least, on the matter of cleaning up a toplc camnpletely where 1t
rakes its principal impact on fardoi, or reserving the descrip~-
“ion of its earliest end last stages for ths section of manu-
script dealing with those time periods.

There is consolation in one respect. Whatever the deficien-
cies the history may have in these respects for a while, they wil
trobably be overlooked in a general surge of disappcintment and
lisillusionment throughout fandom with the way I'm writing the
history. These three years of waiting have been unfortunate, be-
cayte I'm quite sure that many fans assame that the longer they
weiy, the bigger will be thelr rewerd. Ints of fans will look
“or a general history of fandom that wil) be as detailed and com-
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prehensive as various recent items of hiscorical wilting on min-
ute segments of fandom's rast. My history would be longer than
Gibbon's if I were to treat every subject with the thoroughness
that fedd Boggs accorded to Minnesota's early fandom. Even my
All Our Yesterdays series has been able to devote much more space
to a fan or a fangine than an overall history will permit. It
should also be obvious that I can't imitate Sam Moskowitz for
fine detail. He wrote a long book, dealing with only ten years
dur ing which fandom was quite small. I'll have to cover all tle
things tlat happened before Sam's work begins, the two decades
plus since its conclusion, and the various aspects of fandom of
the 1930's that he failed to write about.

So you can't expect my history to include a mention of every
geneml circulation fanzine that was ever distributed, the names
of the officers in each year of existence for every municipal fan
club, or quotations from the speeches of welcome by the chairman
of each worldcon committee. I can promise that my manuscript
will contain much more information about most fannish events and
people than you can find in print anywhere else. I must warn
that a persistent and determined fan will be able to dig out five
times as many small details about a fannish matter than this
history will :pmovide. It's the nature of. the beast.

A couple of fans Iave queried me about the provisions I in-
tend to make for my more scholarly readers. I detest books with
footnotes, whether published at the bottom of pages or in a group
at it s end. I have kept scrupulous notés on my sources of infor-
mation for all the notes. It would be possible to cite the
saurce in any of several ways in the histary. But I don't think
it would be of any particular use. This history will be differ-
ent from a biography of Poe or a description of Renaissance music
in Spain. Source materials for such volumes are in libraries,
newspaper files, museums, and such places where they are theoret-
ically at least accessible tc those who want to pursue the points
further. With fandom, it's dif ferent. My sources are fannish
publications which are out of print and obtaimable only if you
know the right collectors or advertise extensively and spend much
money; they are also letters which I will not permit most fans to
paw over; they are general memories existing nowhere but in my
brain and lost, unrecorded conversations. Naturally, I'll credit
the point of origin of climmctic quotations and unconfirmed the-
orems on disputed points. But for the most part, I think that it
is more logical to keep the history as uncluttered as possible
from dull recitations of sources. My notebooks will always be
avallable, to enable me to answer questions about the sources
from anyone who takes the trouble to write me about certain mat-
ters. If I have more ambition after completing the manuscript
than now seems probable, I could annotate fully a carbon copy of
the history or a copy of the book version and deposit it in the
Library of Congress, a procedure that is frequently done. I'll
make some kind of provision for preservation of the notebooks
after I'm finished with them, so that the unused portions of the
notes will be available to any fan who wants to do a better job
than I did on a general history or to write in more detail on
specific angles.

A couple 'of fans have incautiously praised my history before
it was begun because of its impartiality. They may be disillus-
ioned. I've lived peacefully in fandom, coexisting uneventfully
with most of my peers and taking sides on few fusses pre-Martin.



But, despite telling evidence to the contrary, I'm humen. All
during these years, I've picked up prejudices, preferences,
strong opinions on who was right and wrong, snd my personal in-
terpretation of disputed events. This fan history would be an
abysmally hypoeritical document if I prefaced it with the an-
nouncement tlat I had striven for complete impartiality. In-
stead, I intend to state bluntly that this is fan history as
seen through the eyes of a fallible mortal who has attempted to
give everyone a fair shake but has done some side-taking. It
will be quite evident that I detested Cyril Kornbluth as a fan
and as a professional writer and that I think that Walter J.
Daugherty was one of the finest persons fandom lms ever pos=-
sessed, no matter how unpopular those opinions may be. It's
cbvious that I'mn vulnerable to all sorts of criticism because
my impressions of fandom have been obtained largely through the
written, printed and taped word. My only defence will be to
point ocut that this seclusion from the actual churning of the
events as they happened on the spot may have preserved me from
acquiring even more one-sided outlooks on the heppenings. If
the history turns out to be so distorted that it encourages an
infuriated fan to sit down and write another history in retort,
fandom will benefit immeasurably,

There is no point in hiding another weakness about the
undertaeking. It's likely to be less sound and thorough in the
first half of the 1950's than elsewhen. Fans and their spoor
from the period about ten years ago have vanished quite thor-
oughly and the help that has come from many fans has concerned
mos tly the extremely o0ld or comparatively recent events. Thus,
I have discovered the camplete rundown on what Earl Singleton
did after faking his suicide, up to his present way of life
(as well as similar detail on Oliver King Smith, who got into
fanjom by writing the notes that contained the sad news), but
the elusive E. K. Everett remains at liberty. Now that we've
established the fact that he is loose someviiere on the contie
nent, can sameone provide me with the full nam and address
of the folks with whom he last stayed? I've just plain got to
get those manuscripts that he holds from his own aborted fan
history project.

Someone hinted at the possibility of financial grant for
the project from a foundation, university, or other generous-
thinking institution. I'd like to think that this could hap-
pen. But it isn't any use to make any real efforts. One diffi-
culty would be my lack of education beyond high school: this
would come close to destroying my eligibility from the outset.
If a well-endowed body were found willing to overlook this lit-
tle trouble, there would still be the nuisance of finding a
sound reason for creating a fan history. I can imagine a re-
search grant for a full-scale investigation into the amateur
publishing tradition in geneml, or into the case histories of
the famous people who dabbled in it when yourg. But I'm afraid
that our fandcm has not yet produced the geuniuses or celebrite
ies who would justify a foundation's imterest in the topic.
There would be the added embarrassment of figuring out a way
for me to take advantage of this non-existent grent without
losing my job in the process. I've missed 21 weeks! work in
the past two and ane-half years because of accidents end I dis-
like prolonged reflection on the reception that I would receive,



i’ T walke@ into tie publisner's ciiice auc anunounced tiat I need-
ed six months' leave of absence to write a book that might enjoy a
sale of 350 copies. It is true that I have occasionally consid-
ered quitting this job and hunting another (in fact, this inspira-
tion has seized me approximately four times weekly during recent
menths) but I doubt that I'd have enough peace of mind to write a
book while hunting a new job. The only real solution to this dif-
ficulty, as far as I can determine, is the acquisition of some
loathesome illness that keeps me clear in mind but rickety in body
fo1 a year and metamorphoses me into such a pitable being that I
get accepted back at work upon recovery. I have disability in-
scrance that would keep me alive during such circumstances and a
company insurance plan would help with the income and medical
bills. Maybe Eney can think of something suitable, out of his
great experience in hospitals. Any fans with an interest in fam-
ily histories might work on a longer shot, research that would
prove me the heir to some Warmer fortune, preferably amassed by
a bra.factory or mot ion picturesstudio.

There is one additional matter connected with fan history
writing that I bardly dare to think about now, lest it give me
the wrong kind of ideas. What am I going to do with the spare
time after I get this monkey off my back? I assume that the
morning will come when I raise myself from my rumpled bed, wonder
what forgotten dream of the night just past has caused me to feel
2 sudden renewal of youth and bliss, and then of a sudden comes
realization that my delight is a real one because last night I
finished the fan history. Right now, I feel as'if I'd like to
writ e an opera, a task for which I'm totally unfitted by training
or talents. I keep thinking about the opera should be written
about John Brown and the events in that little fammhouse 20 miles
south of Hagerstown, the night before Brown's gang marched on
Harpers Ferry. 1'd also like to devote much more time to photo-
graphy as a hobby, but that depends on whether I can climb out
from under photography as part of my work. Taking
a news photograph or two daily is such a grind that it leaves me
with repressions against photography as a simple pleasure, the
procedure tlmt it should be. There is the added consideration
that this fan history work has prevented me from routine mainten-
ance on what should be daily activities. My collection of 78 rpm
records has run uncontrollably wild for lack of time to index and
sort equisitions. I can't find single discs when I want them
and even the sets are elusive, and I would love to get them all
onto tape as insurance against breakage. The attic is an un-
tracked wilderness because I find more time for fan history when
I just toss anything I won't need for the next week atop one of
the plles in the topmost part of the house. Three years ago, I
had a paint shop laboriously mix to the right shade a can of
raint to put on the kitchen wall where a smailer thermostat left
a bare spot and an electrician installed a sheath for a wire to
a new ceiling fixture. The paint job still hasn't been done.

A correspordent recently spotted a news story about a Hag-
erstown man who had murdered two people and killed himself. She
said she was terrified for a moment at the headline, fearing I
uight have been doing the shooting. It would lave been nice if
she'd given me the benefit of the doubt and feared I might have
een one ' of ‘his victims, but the- principle is still good. If you
should hear of my sudden disruption, run, don't walk, to Hagers-
cown and rescue my notebooks. They're in the dining room.

.

—



Hagerstown Journal

‘April 5—Ella Parker had been disturbed during her explora=-
tion of 423 Summit Avenue at the complaints that the electric re-
frigerator kept uttering. But I was used to them. I didn‘'t even
feel particular alam last night when I returned home from work
to find the refrigerator groaning at periodic intervals. Never-
theless, I investigated and decided that either it had finally
leammed how to defrost itself——it was o0ld enough for such acquie-
sition of knowledge-~or was sick. It was cold and clammy to the
towch, but the ice cream in the freezer comreritment was melting.

I called the Potomac Edi son Campany, which had sold it same 20
years ago, and asked if it might catch fire in the night. "Maybe
not," the service department said. I turned it off and bloated
badly from cansumption of a half-full half-gallon carton of choco-
te ice cream which would have melted by moming. The remirman
came promptly in the morning and soothed my principal fear, that
repair parts wouldn't be available for such an old model. He said
they could be crdered without difficulty, and all that it needed
were a new motor and compressor unit which wouldn't cost much more
than a hundred dollars. I tried to forget the checks I had al-
ready written this spring for the stay at the convalescent home,
the doctor, the optometrist, ths intermal revenue service, and
various other creditors, and went immediately to see about the
purclase of a new refrigerator. I know one of the Potomac Edison
salesmen pretty well, explained to him that I saw no point in
sinking a lot of money into a refrigerator that would contain lit-
tle other than fruit juice, milk and ice cream, and he remembered
just the thing for me. It was a 1962 model refrigerator that had
gsomehow avoided sale before January 1 and had been hauled in dis-
grace to the baserent, even though the 1963 mcdel is almost indis-
tinguishably different. I bought it as soon as I was assured that
it does not defrost automatically. (Someone had told me that the
automation in this respect adds a dollar to the monthly electrici-
ty bill. I'm sensitive to such matters just now.) Not foreseeing
so prompt a decision, I hadn't brought along my checkbook and told
the salesman that I'd stop in the next moming to settle for 1t.
He sajd that that would be finme but I'd have to sign this con-
tract., It was a frightening document devoted mostly to prophesy=-
ing the terrors that would ensue if I failed to make the monthly
payment on schedule. "But I'm going to pay cash,” I said. "You
don't have to deliver it until I bring you the check tamorrow."
The salesman begen to breathe shallowly and nmuttered something
about uncertain ty over the procedurs when scneone makes such an
unprecedeated overture as to pay cash for a major appliance. I
finally was made to understand that I couldn't have that refriger-
ator at the reduced price or any other price if I didn't sign; I
sensed that eny other action on my part would require a rush order
to a primter to supply a quantity of cash payment forms that might
never be used again. I signed, after watching the salesman fill
in all the blank spaces to prevent later insertion of carryimg
charges. The next morning I presented the firm's business office
with a e¢heck for payment in full, got a receipt and various en=-
cour aging marks on my contract, and I had barely gotten home when
the men ceme with the new refrigerator. t worked fine until the
first time I defrosted it. Four inches of water covered the
kitchen floor. Upon my canplaint that the thing wasn't housebrok=
en, a rerairman di sembowelled it, caused it to hiss prodigiously,



{ that it had letft tie iactory lmproperiy adgusiteu, and added
+ the good thing about buying something on the instalment plan
hat the company gives fast, sound service to protect its in-
cuaent. I nodded weakly but didn't teke him seriously until a
¢ later when I received a letter frem PE, containing a dupli-
2 of the contract that I had signed and a reminder that all
ple who believe in this nation's status as the hope of the
& world make on time or even sooner the first payment. I
kXed down to the place where I'd bought it and demanded just-
.o The first girl I'd talked to couldn't understand my trouble
the grounds that I couldn't have completed payment on an appli-
' that I'd just bought. I shoved the signed receipt under the
se of a less attractive girl and she was impressed enough to
slephone the bookkeeping department. A brief conversation reas-
aured me. The accounting workers knew that I'd paid in full for
he refrigerator but it was impossible to prevent them from send-
ing out certain form letters. She put another "PAID" stamp on my
receipted contract to assist me in sleeping.  That was the end of
it, except for a letter ‘that I received from Potomac Ediscon the
other day. It was a sincere little explanation of the function of
the small white card enclosed. The card entitles me to preferred
status as a customer as a result of the good credit rating I've
established by making all my payments on time and in full. Today
I received unsolicited a credit card entitling me to purchase gas
et two service stations thathave arranged to have the costs added
to my fuel oil bill. I sense that these are the first faimt stir-
rings of mighty, elemental forces that I have unwittingly un-
leashed, powers that will remain undescribed because Lovecraft is
no longer with us and who else possesses adequate adjectives?
March 29-—As a person grows older, deaths occur around him
nore frequently. The younger perso1 knows fewer individuals and
thiey are apt to be in a safer period of life. 1t was hard to be-
lieve that I would live through the winter, when almost every oth-
2> day I got the special kind of jolt that comes from the sudden
loss of a friend or acquaintance. And death disguised under many
Torms in this bitter cold winter. It must have appeared as a
“riend to Nomman Kurzenknabe and he may not have cared whether it
7as only a disguise. Ever since November, this stooped little man
in his late 80's had shoved against the rough wind down Potcmac
Street, one hand held tightly against his face to try to keep in
; a little of the warmth that his creaky heart couldn't easily
2place. His life had intersected occasionally with me despite
2 age chasm. He'd almost talked me into Jjoining him in the
hle bass section of the local symphony orchestra at one time,
"roject that was hastily abandoned when I demonstrated my ina=-
i1ty to 1ift one of the things and my vulnerability to being
~ished by it if I should allow it to slip and topple over on me,
i listened to him play the piano at Hagerstown's Steinway deal-
>, watched him tune the piano for visiting virtuosi, and eaten
3side him at a lunch counter where he frightened the waitresses
readfully by his o0ld world manner of ordering with as much fin-
¢ 3se as if he were still patronizing Maxim's. Before I knew him,
2'd issued phonograph records on rasteboard. His belongings were
s0ld at public auction. I felt physically sick when I saw what
Pad happened to his two bass fiddles and his cello and hastily
2band oned my intention of bidding on a small souvenir of a kindly
ran who was more non--conformist than any young whippersnap of a
fen known to me. Samewhat different was the death of a local in-



Surafc e man. He had a bad heart. His physicisn warned him and
his wife that Ik must avoid certain types of exertion, including
ore in which the couple normally collaborated. The insurance man
decided pretty soon that the doctor might be wrong and his wife
refused to play this more interesting fom of Russian roulette.
On a snowy afternoon, the insurance man fourd a friend who was
willing to do her mrt in determining the status of his heart.
They drove in separate cars to a small towa not far from Hagers-
.“tewn. She drove back the same day and a relative picked up his
car after the funeral. I don't krow if the death certifics te
listed it as murder ox suicide. We also lost a former mayor.

I imagine that Hagerstown is the only cormunity in the world
where Sweeney is en aristocratic nawe. Riclard was the special
delight of a proud family whose memblers have never done anything
in particular but have been very impressive in the process. He
gov elected to two terms. Everyore was furious at him near the
end of his first term and he didn‘t stand a chance of re-elect-
ion until my boss, then a reporter, wrote a sarcastic little ite-
em about mayors who sSpend their aftemoons at race tracks rather
than at the dezk. This infuristed the people at a nswspaper
that would insinuate thmt there ic anything more beneficial to
menkind than going to the mces snd Sweensy was swept back into
office. After he retired from politics, hs spent his last years
in a stock broker's office, running the small inheritance on
whkich he'd been 1iving into a $600,000 fortune. He grew thinner
and thimer as he aged, eventually approaching my proportions,
eaad yet there was always something of the athlete about him, as
be tottered down the sidewalk. He got revenge on the newspaper
for that wisecrack about race tracks in the end, by reaching the
point of death one night and hovering there for the following
four months, driving journalists to distraction proving errone-
ous the daily rumors that this time he'd finally breathed his
last. A hospital patient has little acquaintance with death, une
less he gets persomlly involved, because of the efficient way in
which the staff hendle bloopers ccnnected with their duties. But
duTing my latest convalescence, I got to talking daily with an-
other patient, a younz man whose lung had collapsed and wouldn't
stay inflated long enough for him to g0 home. He looked the pic-
ture of health and had the loudest conversatiomal voice I've ex-
perienced. He'd long lived in Pittsburgh, lad driven a taxi
there, and regaled me with such experiences as calls to Throck-
morton Street, a one-block thoroughfare approachable from only
one direction and that direction almst vertiical. Now he was
working at the recently opened Mack Trucks ractory in Hagerstown,
Fronm my roomn, I could hear him on the pay telephone, his first
day in the hospitel, trying to corvince a feliow roomer that he
real ly did have $7C0 in the toe of a sock at his bo arding house
end he wanted thet money brought to him. He liked to tell me
about his father's eccentricities, One Saturday, he shcwed ser-
ious symptoms of alarm. ™My father's caming to visit me," he
told me. "I knaow he's going to do something nutty. He's crazy.n
He was called to the pay izlsrphone frequently the following day,
end finally told me the reason. His father had been bracing hime
self for visiting the hospital by drinking Seven-Ups. Room Serv-
ice had brought him 30 bottles so far and wanted to know if this
could prove harmful. I was sitting in the wheelchair near the
nurses' station, so I could stare at the ons handsome nurse, when
the father appeared, a stupendously large man, sideways and in
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vsrpenaicular. He 1aoguired the way to che men‘s room before head-
ing for his son's room. In fact, he made several other trips
i1 the same direction before I retumed t my own room. There was
¢. subdued scurrying later that evening in the halls, then I went
w0 sleep. A loud voice resounding through the floor woke me, des-
plte the heroic efforts of my nightly sleeping pill. It was my
roung friend, again on the telephone to his Tellow roomer, again
attempting to persuade him that this wasn't a Joke. "I told you
Le*d do something crazy,™ he said. "He just dropped dead beside
Sy bede® NoX STanel” Kidding The young mean insisted on an au-
topsy. Hls lung held air the next day and I haven't seen him
27ound town since then, so I imagine that he's taking advantage of
this good weather to take passengers to Throckmorton Street. It
was also hard to be sure if Clarence Mason's death was natural or
accldental. They found him in the barn, with a wound on the head.
He might have been seized and injured himself as he fell ying  oR
he might have stumbled and suffered an injury that brought on a
more mortal physical disability. The family didn't want an inves-
tigation and Clarence had been prominent enough for the sheriff's
office to keep hands off. He was ithe only likeable arch-conserva-
tive that I've ever known. He was an ardent racist, but fortunate-
ly his racism involved only one matter, the superiority of his Scot
blood to that of all other peoples. He worked himself like a dog
all his 1life on a farm west of Hagerstown. He never felt the same
toward the famm after the interstate highway system was planned.
Interstate 70 was to run right beside his property but Clarence
would have to drive ten miles further west to get onto it in order
% get across it or to come to Hagerstown. He sold the fam, re-
maincd on it for one last crop, and would have languished into
death from homesickness if he'd lived long enough to leave the
farm. Clarence hated modern education and this hate took an odd
form. He raised 26 foster children, forcing each of them to com-
plete high school. All turned out successfully in later life, al-
lowing Clarence to brag that extreme ly rigorous training at home
could conquer even the worst iniquities of consolidated schools
end home room arrangements. He ran about eight times for the
Maryland legislature, got elected twice, and did a remarkably good
idy ia Annapolis. Clarence dressed, talked and walked like the
nreditional caricature of the hillbilly and I frequently suspected
“hat he had a mentual mask as the companion to this physical dis-
@ulses that his reactionary oratory was a coverup for the sound
thinking that he evidenced when the chips were down in the legis-
‘~ture. Once every year, like clockwork, he asked the newspaper

» do a feature story on a church that his ancestors had helped to

sanlze. He was proud of it as an early experiment in interdeno-
inational religion shortly after the American kevolution. His
daughter had once been the county farm queen, one who produced a
temporary journalistic sensation when she asked the press during a
phot ographic session: "When do you want me to take off my
clothes?" Hasty investigation showed that this was Masonic idiom
foir getting out of good dressed-up garments and into comfortable
Veralls for real work around the farm. I'm sure that Clarence
never doubted for a moment that the moment of his death would
provide him with a slightly different kind of opportunity to take
orfsriEs ¢l otHe's..,- "None “of ‘us: is outwardly the individual that he
bears within. If there is a future to death, it would be nice to
gpend it in this manner, if the kernel wit hin the husk was as
Sound for all as it must have been for Clarence.



DisCon Report

This should qualify as the first con report on the Washing-
won event. It also represents my first worldcon report. I
thought it would be nice to write it early, then enjoy the Dis-
Con in the knowledge that no reporting must follow it.

Of course, after some more time elapses, reflection should
enable me to describe even more accurately my impressions of my
first worldcon. But even at this early date, I think that I can
describe some of the impressions. It will be interesting to come
pare later opinions with these tentative ones.

Although this is my first worldcon, I still can't believe
that fandom is justified in stagirg one anrual worldcon. Moreove
er, I believe that by now the worldcon is t:at only de jure while
a de facto situation has developsd approximating the conditions
that I've advocated for a long while. An interesting experiment
would consist of svmmarizing in the fewest possible words what
the DisCon has programmed. This synopsis would include the fact
that events cover thrze or four days, staged in a big city hos-
telry, with a pro guest of honor, speceches, panels, a banquet, a
mp squerade, ean oppcrtunity to meet your favorit authors, and a
swimming party...oops. Now you've guessed that I simply copied
down the list of attractions published in the July issue of The
Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction to publicize this year's
Westercon. Although the Labor Day convention each year is called
a worldcon, it's no different in any important way from the annu-
al West Coast and British conventions. It operates on a bigger
bujget, 1t has a bigger attendance if staged in a large city, but
the Hugo awards are the only thing the worldcon has that the othe
er cons lack. I should think it much more logical to give up the
pretense that a worldcon which has no important business aside
from choice of the next site, that elects no officers except the
people who will 1run the next con, is the equivalent of a world
convention of Rotarians or ocathull technicians. If we gave equal
rights to three cons rer year, a lot of kids would save them-
selves transcontivental trips to Lave the suame experiences they
could have experienced at a closer con, ani the curss of bigness
might be mrtially absolved from tie con staged east of the Rock-
ies: I sense today an unspoken effort to kesp it on a larger fi-
nancial level than the Westercon to keep up the pretense of first
in fandom's affections. Nothing would prevent a California fan
from attending a convention in ths eastern part of the country.
There would still be the Midwestcon and parvies at Bill Donaho's
house for those who prefer regional cons on a less fomal scale
than the big ones,

I doubt that I'1ll ever be fully reconciled to worldcons or
eny other type gf formal-program fan gatherings, as the accident-
al result of my occupation. Any group that decides to stage a
convention -in Maryland and doesn't pick Baltimore as the location
is quite likely to select Hagerstown, as the second largest city
in a fairly central location. As a journalist, I've been forced
to attend a discouraging proportion of all the comventions in
Hagerstown. I haven't read any other reports on experiences at
the DisCon, up to now, but I suspect that they will be similar in
many ways to the reports that the state firecmen's convention dele=-
gates or those who attended a state labor convention here might
compose. The endless banquet, even if it 's held early enough to
qualify as a lunclieon; the in-group jokes tiuat elicit roars from
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those in the know during introauction oif Speakers, tie miiling in
the back of and just outside the main meeting room composed of
those with neither the patience to listen to the program nor the
nerve to leave it altogether; the attendees who get drunk early
and embarrass everyone until drinking is general enough for them
to grow obscure—those and a score of other things are common to
fannish and mundane conventions. I7ve grown to detest most as-
pects of any convention, and I'm sure that the fact that I'm
among acquaintances and not working for my living will never
cause me to feel at a worldcon just as the average fan does.

I mentioned the Hugo awards on the previous page. I feel in
the strongest possible way that the worldcon should give complete
details on the voting totals for winners and losers. Until the
results of some Hugo races are revealed, I'm going to continue to
assume that there is one main reason for the secrecy: so few bal-
lots that the prestige would be hurt by knowledge that the win-
ners had received only a few dozen votes apiece. The explanation
sametimes given, that the wmunners up are sometimes embarrassing-
ly far behind the winners, assumes a thinness of skin among pro-
fessionals that is a biological improbability, given the environ-
ment and conditions under which they gained their prodom. There
are several objections to the analogy drawn sometimes with tele-
vision awards, figures on which are also kept secret. The tv
awards usually produce tremendous fusses and cries that we was
robbed, and the television contests are partly imvitational
things limited to certain handpicked electors, partly mass-
audience balloting in which any reader of TV Guide can take part.
None of the tv awards is aimed at a group like active fandom with
an interest that is intense but not involved in the outcome.

Fans seem to take in good spirits the tedium of waiting to
register at the convention’'s start. Some convention fans with
much experience 1in this aspect of the cons ought to be able to
figure out ways to speed up things. One innovation might consist
of requiring fans who join the worldcon in advance to pay the
full sum at the time, then providing the packet of materials and
badge to these individuals with no more delay than the time re-
quired to make a small mark on the con membership card, as &
safeguard against doubling up of several fans on one card. If I
understand the normal worldcon procedure correctly, some of ihe
time goes to typing the insert for the badge. Surely this {s a
task that could be turned over to the member himself. TFor those
who haven®t joined in advance, the line might move faster i?
piles of forms were scattered around everywhere, on which the fan
could record his name, address, and any otler needed information
while wait ing. Those at the registration desk could pop tha
filled-out slip onto a spike without paper work, upon accepting
the three bhucks, and the list of attendees could be compiled at
leisure much later on, from these slips. Expediencies of this
type would reduce the accuracy with which the worldcon records
would be kept and would increase the adoption of fake names on
badges. But these things happen at the cons unier present con-
ditions and the change would be quantitative, not qualitative.

I feel quite certain that I would have attended worldcons
before the DisCon if the programs were in the habit of including
more topics of specific fan interest. The committees usually
voint out tlat the fans will amuse themselves regardless of the
nature of the program, so the speeches and panels are devoted tr
matters of concern to the sercon types and the starry-eyed neo-



fans seeing their first live pros. This reasoning bounces right
back onto itself. Those purist fans and youngsters would have a
much better time if they could pursue their specific interests
by comversation with the authorities, instead of sitting back in
passive listening to the speeches by them. Worldcons have been
compared with three~ring circuses. The comparison might be
tested for validity some year by arrenging a loosely timed fan
program to accompany the normal sort of regular program in some
smaller meeting room. This would give the fans a choice among
three places to be: the pro-slanted meeting, the fan-slanted
meeting, and the bar.

I cen't help thinking that another year or two will see the
end of the flash and flood nuisance from con-goers with cameras.
Even coler film is fast enough now to produce fine results under
meny indoor lighting conditions found at a con. By the time
this FAPA mailing goes out, perhaps, it will be possible to ord=-
er film with no particular speed at all. Coming onto the market
1s a black-and-white film with three layers of color emulsions,
0% extremely slow, one medium speed and the third very fast.

You use the film in your camera with little or no concern about
your lens aperture and shutter speed. Prints are made from the
negative with the use of filters, to utilize the image from
whichever emulsion was fitted for the exposure. Even without
this super film, I would like to emphasize that there is little
excuse for ruining the available light with flash and flood at
cons. Using a camera with an f/2.8 lens and no film faster than
Tri-X, I have used flash for newspaper photographs only twice in
the past four months, end journalistic standards are more strict
than those involved in $eking ent ertaining snapshots as conven-
tion souvenirs.

I'd 1like to see worldcons get out of the heat of city
streets into the country. The European fans do it this way and
seem to have a wonderful time. The Seattle convention was ap-
rarently the nearest approach to a non-metropolitan convention
facility, and a lot of attendees have called it the finest ever.
I realize that vacation resorts are not likely to have enough
space to hand le attendance from a worldcon over Lasbor Day. This
would provide an excellent excuse for getting away from two bad
traditions, the holiday weekend +timing of the worldcon and the
striving for the largest possible attendsnce. Iabor Day provides
ore day of freedom from work for riost fans, at the penalty of
crowded highways, school-opening conflicts, severe humidity and
the highest prices of the year. Iy inclination would be to try
a date in mid-May, except when the con was scheduled for such a
northerly city that swimming would be stymied by the coolth. A
convention iz a location designed for leisurely vacationing might
start in this geountry the tradition of gathering days before the
con end lingering a week afferward, for those who really love to
congregate with fans and can manage en extended vacation.

Labor Day is a pretty good time for me to attend a worldcon,
however. I normally get Saturday and Sunday off and by subter-
fuge can usually claim Mornday as a day belonging to my leisure,
too, so I can attend eastern cons over that holiday without sac-
rificing a week of my vacation. I have been known to make errors
in news reports about conventions held by mundane groups. So if
Labor Day weekend of 1963 failed to conform to this good behavior
or some other difficulty prevented me from attending the DisCon,
the erroneous nature of my first worldcon report will have prece~
dent.



New Hope for Electric Chair Victims

One thing that discourages me from writing record reviews is
the difficulty of finding a suitable title. To the best of my
knowledge, this one has not been used before for this purpose.

I don't intend to compete with the professional record review
magazines, with their emphasis on reviews of the latest releases.
Instead, I'1ll deal vith some of the discs that have most recently
found a home in my collection.

Columbia's "A Tribute to ILotte Lehmann®, honoring her 75th
birthday, fails to mentinn in the liner notes the unique nature
of this occasion. Lehmann is the first female singer in history
to reach a 75th birthday. The other great vocalists who spend
fifty years on opera stages or concert platforms, retire, and ev-
entually die of galloping senility are around 62 at the time of
death. George Orwell must have acquired inspiration for his
history-rewriting episodes in "1984" from the things that happen
to biographical sketches in musical encyclopedias as the centur-
les rass and the singers age not.

But her willingness to sulmit to honest chronology is only
One of the many remarkable things about Lelmann. This lp reminds
us, just as if it were possible to forget, that she is perhaps
the most satisfying female singer who has done a lot of record-
ing. Elena Gerhardt, FElisabeth Schumann and Claudia Muzio left
ner far behind in many technical and some esthetic matters, but
their art does not clutch your attention in an unbreskable grip
in a wide variety of music. "More than Singing" was the title of
one of Lehmann's books, and that title might define the thing
that 1is special to her art: the intelligence, spirit, personality
end humanity that never failed her.

I'm probably more fortunate than most listeners regarding
Lehmann, for my sense of pitch is not acute and I do not object
to the occasional trensgressions in this respect. But lots of
singers have impeccable pitch and few attain the ability to act
with the voice tlmt Lehmann offered. Acting with the voice is
a carelessly used term these days. I've heard it applied to the
temporary introduction of sprechstimme when the vocalist wanteqd
to make a musical point, and even to the grunts and squeals with
¥hich some dreadful sopranos attempt to express happiness or ter-
or. To discover what it really means, just listen to the incred-
ible demonstration that Lehmann gives on the penultimate word of
Beethoven's Der Kuss: each of the many repetitions of the word
+ange gets its own coloring and expression, with an effect on the
ear equivalent to that which a fine actress would produce on the
eye by her facial expressions or gestures as she performed Some
action on the stage.

It would be nice to know the reasons for Columbia's failure
to release seven of the songs on this 1p when they were recorded
wring World War Two. There is a thump at the end of Der Nuss-
baum that may have disqualified that recording at the time. In
Questa Tomba Oscura has some sloppy pianism. Auftrfige may have
Lteen ruined in the processing, a trouble that Columbia experi-
énced frequently in war days, for it sounds muffled as if much
filtering had been done. But it's hard to see any cause for
vithholding so long from the public the superb Schmerzen or Zur
5ihf. I know that there are various problems involved in corrs-
tating the music with the printed texts on many record releases,
jut Columbia had 21 years in which to work with these songs and



that should have been sufficient time to get accurately into print
the Geman texts of the 15 little poems. They are riddled with
more typographical errors than any faenzine I've seen in years, I
aim sure that a person with good knowledge of German could detect a
myriad of mistakes, but I'd like to point out the ones that I've
spotted: In Auftréige, the apostrophe is omitted from h#itt' in the
last line of the first stanza, two lines later leichtbeschwingte
is misspelled, in the Mendelssohn song trag' ich is run together
as one word, Lune is misspelied, in Tr#ume allvergessen is mis-
spelled, in St#¥ndchen a simple little preposition, an, is spelled
on, and In Zueignuliz the notes achleve the considerable feat of
misspelling not cnly a @rmn woed but also its equivalent in

the translation: Becker amd beeker, respetively, should be Becher
and beaker. I cwi on 73 rrm discs all the previously released
songs. The thres Onrauss items are infinitesly better on this 1lp
than on my old recomis, where surface noise is atrocious, but the
two Brahms items sound much better in the album that originally
contained them. The other re-releases sound about the same on 78
(0116 SHEy o) :

Lehmenn never hesitated to tackle songs that are nomally a
masculine prerogative. I prefer to hear her Doppelginger, because
this song terrifies me when a man does it. Schubert's music fol-
lows precisely the frightening import of the poem: that pain and
anguish may samehow be eternal and unendinrg. When a man sings of
seeing his former self still in agony over en unhappy love affair
1 can believe that all the pain and unhappinsss that have ever oc-
curred may still be going on somswhere. When Lotte does it, I can
realize that it's just a song because a woman is singing about a
man's trouble. I think I prefer Ponselle's In Questa Tomba Oscura
to Ielmann's, but it's good to have on this disc, as a sample of
her use of Italian, a tongue in which she recorded very little.

Maybe this release and the Lehmann dise in Angel's re-release
series are portents of more Lehmann to come. RCA Victor numb ered
it s solitary Lehmann record in the Camden series as volume one,
apparently intending to supplement it. We should hava a chance to
own on lp the scores of records that Lehmann made in Europe before
she signed Victor and Columbia contracts. I know that the Auf-
trfge from the early 1930's was better dane than this one.

Less than 15 years ago, it seemed incredible that we should
have the chance to own on 1p the rarely perfoermed operas of Rossi-
ni. It seems only slightly less remarkable aow that we're getting
second versions of some of them. I don't often buy a second ver-
sion of an opera on records. But for Rossini's Ia Cambiale di Mat-
rimonio I've macle an exception. The original Period recording is
not blessed with as much music as the recent Mercury set, and the
Virtuosi 41 Roma outplay the orchestra on the older disc. Most re-
viewers of the Mercury release also thought there was no comparison
between the singers, but I'm not sure that the Period vocalists de-
serve such short shrift. Most of them are virtually unknown, ex-
cept for this series of obscure Italian operas that Period issued
in the early 1950's (three by Rossini, one by Donizetti, one by
Pergolesi, each confired to a single disc; I own and love them all)
but they sound much more interested in their jobs than some of the
Mercury singers and they don't do anything particularly wrong voc-
ally.

It's hard to believe that a better opera was ever written by
an 18-year-old boy than this first one by Rossini. Tk duel duet
has tle kind of humor that you expect to find a wise 0ld man com-



posing. The mature Rossini always got at least 64 bars' worth
from a musical idea, but he lavishes excellent phrases prodigal-
ly in this opera: they are heard once, never to return, and some
are dendies, like the one near the start of the love duet at Fan-
ny's words, "Sar¢ qual pi)t mi brami". He's helped by an excellent
and unusual libretto. You'd hardly expect to find a baritone de-
voting most of an aria to trying to calculate the latitude and
longitude of an oncoming guest with due allowance for the inclin-
ation of the pole and weakening magnetism of his compass's needle.
The new recording's four sides play about an hour and a half
compared with not quite an hour's music on the two-sided old one.
Much of the difference comes from inclusion of lots of music for
two servants. They gain the stature of almost a Figaro and Su-
sanna in their basic goodness and its contrast with the scheming
rich folk. The Mercury album advertises itself as a complete re-
cording. But the tenor has no aria, an unlikely situation for an
Italian opera of this period. The o0ld set also lacked a tenor
aria. Lacking a score, I can't be sure, but I strongly suspect
that there's supposed to be a song for the hero just before the
first ent rence of Slook, and moreover that it was sung when the
recording was made and cut when the tapes were edited. There's a
certain fat, languid and smirking intonmation that creeps into a
tenor's voice just before he's about to launch on a big aria, as
unmistakable as the signs of pregnancy in a woman after eight
months, and I hear this clue in the voice of Nicola Monti in the
recitative just before Slook walks through the door. Aside from
this possible cut, my only real dissatisfaction with the Mercury
recording is the use of a harpsichord in the recitatives. It's
an affectation, justified by neither esthetics nor history in
this work. The Period disc's piano sounds much better,

I felt that my purchase of another version of Bach's St.
Matthew Passion rated more as supplementation than as duplica-
tion. I owned previously a somewhat abridged performance in Eng-
lish on the extinct Bluebird label, serviceable but not wholly
satisfactory. Besides, it was a gift, so the newly acquired set
is the first time I've bought the work. I had been wavering be-
tween the Vaxbox set, whose style and price suit me but also in-
complete, and the recent Angel set, entirely too expensive and
churchy in style. Then I spotted in a remainder house catalog
a reissue of the first Vox version and ordered<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>