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I'm not writing a2 lengthy con-
report this year -- although
John Koning has asked me, along with a
dozen or more others, to do him an inci-
dent for his Instant Conreport -- but
there are several situations and incidents
I shall include below.

I enjoyed the Discon, despite two
heavy drawbacke: Sandi cared for very
little of what went on, and it's hard to
keep from empathizing a loved one's point
of view to the point where it becomes
one's own; and %oo both of us caught hea~
vy colds (flu, actually) which were ag-
grivated by the smokey rooms and too-cool
air conditioning and which cost me my
voice on the final night. (4s Don and
Maggie Thompson and I sat about in the DC
suite our talk became quieter and guieter
as our veoices began to slip, and I had
just whispered "I must ce2se talking,!
when Ron Ellik ehowed up and dispensed
Succrets to all of us. A Fan In Need...)

Only one umpleasant incident marred
2 portion of the con for me, and this oc-
curred during the masquerede ball. Gary
Deindorfer had invited twe friends, &
quiet young couple, to join him and a
group of us were standing amidst the crowd
watching the final costume judging when
Phil Bridges, 2 WSFAn and Con Committee
member, strode up with the uniformed
guard in tow.

I should explain, at this point, thet
inasmuch as three other cons were being
held simulitaneously in the hotel, one of

— them 2 national high school fraternaty,
the Sigma Alpha Rho (or "Sigma Frap" as
Calvin Demmon christened them —- this name caught on so completely that later I heard

them using it themselves), & uniformed guard

had been posted at the door to the room

in which our ball was held, and admission was by conveantion badge.
Gary's two friends hadn't paid three dollars each for the privilage of briefly
joining him, and Philip N. Bridges, vwho hae read science fiction since the first AMAZ-

ING, was exercised over the fact.
have to leave.
you'll just have to leave.'
couple from the room.

Now of course Bridges was completely in

With an unctuoug smile he happily chortled, "You'll
If you haven't paid your three dollars for 2 convention membership,
And at this point the guard uncerimoniously ushered the

his rights here. Anybody not flaunting

a badge was fair game (but how had Deindorfer's friends originally gotten inf?), and
I'm surprised other non-members of the con, like Lee Jacobs, weren't a2lso given the
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bum's rush, 3But I can't help wondering what was proven by throwing out that couple.
Aside from the feeling of importance it gave Bridges, was there anything constructive
resulting from that act of Conspicuous Authority?

The Badges Only bit was to thwart people who had no business there -- the Sigma
Fraps and other types who might conceivably disrupt things. But now I wonder...: did
the press photographers have to join the con at $3 a2 head? How about bonefide fans
who came without paying a membership fee? Have they any right to be there? --Or to be
excluded? Who is the convention for, and just what does that $3 buy, anyway?

And, with cons meking money hand over foot (I haven't heard from the Discon, but
the previous three cons all made somevhere between $500 and a thousand bucks profit)
is that $3 fee even necessary? It's something to think about,

SCIENCE FICTION:

Joscph 17, Perman, pUBLISIEER Awram Davidson, EXECUTIVE EDITOR
{seac Asimor, SCIENCE EPITOR lidward £.. £ eruan, 3 A NAGING EDITOR

Tod W 'hite, Ass)ISTANT EINTOR

The Muagazine of Fantasy apd Seiewey Prtian ] ohite 2%, Na. 5, #bolc No. 153, ~J\,';.v_
196, hed swonthiv by Mercury o Inel, ot i o ~ubeeription
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Forgive my bragging it up please; I thought I could maintain a facade of modest
nonchalence, but I can't. Seeing that in print is something I've yearned for, for many
many years. bMaybe someday I'll see one like it without the "Assistant" appended,

TIDDLYWINKS, ANYONE?T The Hugo awards were 2 farce again this year. I won't say I'm

sorry to see THE MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE win; I voted for it my-
self. And F&SF's win, while unexpected to 2ll of us, was 2 pleasant surprise. But I
am afraid that I cannot consider any awards which credit "The Dragon Masters” as "Best
Short Fiction" to be of real objective value.

My objection to this award is very simple, and has nothing to do with the actual
quality of the story in question. I maintain that by any honest criteria "The Dragon
Masters" was not and is not eligible for the "Short Fiction" award.

When GALAXY printed it in 86 pages of full text, it did so as a "Complete Short
Science-Fiction Novel" (cover), and "Complete Short Novel" (contents page). When it
appeared 2s a 97-page half of Ace Double F-185, it was clearly a Book in its own right
and totalling somewhere around 30-35,000 words. (The only change immediately obvious
to ¥me, by the way, is that while the magazine version ends with an exclamation peint,
the book ends with a period.)

Now, by me a story of 30,000 words has never been 2 "short" story —- even in the
days of 60,000-and-up novels. 4 short story has always had 2 top limit of about 10,000
words maximum, with some setting that limit closer to 5,000 words. Novelets have not,
in the last ten or more years, exceeded 20,000 words, and often the word is applied
to stories in the 10-12,000 word catigory. In any case, & piece of "short fiction"
almost axiomatically cannot be in itself a complete book -~ not in the science fiction
or mystery fields {(and we'll overlook children's picture books, despite the fact that
I think they're more suited for the average Hugo voter's mentality), It is absurd
to create a competition between a story of 30,000 words or more, and stories of half
or less that wordage. The forms are simply not the same.

For two years running, now, the short fiction award has not gone to a work of
short fiction; last year a series —— not any individual short story ~- won the award,
and after it had been collected in the book, HOTHOUSE., For two years the awvard has
gone to pieces which have appeared &s complete books, prior te voting,

When I noted the inclusion of "The Dragon Masters" on my ballot this year, I
crossed it off with & note that it was not eligible. I would like to know, here and
now: &) why it was first put on that ballot; and b) why votes for it were counted.

I shall not be satisfied by the explanation acmetimes proffered in previous years
to account for Hugo irregularities (of which there have been many): that if the voters
want to vote for a specific item in & specific category, then their votes will count.
The awards poll is conducted by intelligent men, and it is presumably unnecessary to



point out to them the reducto ad absurdum of such reasoning, However, if I am not as-
sured that this thinking will be abandoned next year, I shall start a campaign for
"Glory Road" as "Best Short Fiction," and Calvin Demmon's F&SF Biffable, "Fred", for
"Best Novel.!

Nonsense of the sort which has occurred for this last two years pretty much de-
bases any value the Hugo award hes zccrued, and I think that if it continues it will
be time for a thorough debunking.

EGO BOOST: This issue we have a rider, Bill Meyers'! EGO. Bill says he plans one of
these roughly every two weeks -- which means that under favorable condit-

ions you'll be seeing an issue with each issue of NINAC.

I take some pride in this fact since I feel it is a2t lezst indirectly my doing.

It has long been my contention that mar is basically evil -~ a condition alter-
nately traced to either The Original Sin or lMan's Animal Origins —- and in support of
this fact I cffer as evidence that despite Bill's announced desires to forever forsake
fandom when he folded SPECTRE in 1959, I kept him on VOID's meiling list, made it a
point to invite him to fan functions 2t Towner Ha2ll when he came to NYC to study at
Columbia, and even cozened from him 2 celumn for VOID, "0ld Bottles". (Although only
one instalment ever appeared, another has been on my desk for the last year and a
half.) More recently, I dragooned him into becoming a member of the Brooklyn Heights
Literary Guild, Pot Cheese and Kvetching Society, where a select number of the up-and-
coming Literary Lights of this world gather to read each other their latest works of
art.

It was too much to expect of Bill to hope that this evil seed would not take root,
and as they say of junkies, "Once on it, you're hooked." Bill Meyers, I am proud to
say (2s, you might put it, a close connection of his), is as addicted to fandom as

the worst of us, -Ted White
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I shot a quotocard into the eir; Long long 2ftorward, with some “rash

It foll to carth I know not whore -- The quotecard burned into an ash --

For who could follow tho phonomenon And the quotecard's quote, frem beginning to cn.
0f quotecards boing signod, passod on? Yes interlined in tho mag of a friond,

-- from a quotocard by Redd Boggs, datod January 8, 1957
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<775<}1$‘ The Eclipse was a big thing in the nortileast this year,
¢ {for no particularly clear reason. I svppose that many
PRUL UJILLIAMS concluded that it isn't often that najure provides free
A ) G? entertainment, and therefore when it does you should
(E.@JLDPSEU OR make the best of it. Well, the best v&s certainly made,
if "best" is the right word -- some 270,000 tourists,
1 Eg [L[]Bg[T according to some statistics 1 just »ade up, flocked to
ﬁjjbﬂ % Maine to see the sun go out. They should have stayed
Yi), home and watched a good thundershewer. OT, if everyone
is so determined to see the sun blacken and vanish, I should poin: out that every morn-
ing your unfriendly neighborhood newspaper informs you of the exzct time the sun will
sel that evening. All you have to do is watch your watch and, whsn the time comes, go
out in your backyard, relax in a 1963 outdoor Barcaslounger, and -bserve the awesome
spectacle of the sun's slow disappearance. In ancient times, surerstitious people
thought that a dragon was swallowing the sun (nowadays we attritute sunset to sunspots)
and offered huge quantities of virgins and other edibles to th: dra2gon, in an attempt
to make the beast throw up. It always did, right on schedule -he next morning (indeed,
morning is an old Storish word for vomit), and people eventua.ly came to realise that
this was all a terrible waste of good virgins (and other editles). Nowadays we know
that the sun will always rise the morning after it sets, of zourse; indeed, due to the
instinctive feeling that the sun is a (or even the!) god, w: moderns generally save
our sins and misdeeds for nightime. 'When the cat's away" foplies here.
Sunset observers are admonished to keep in mind a few simple facts: even just be-
for sunset the sun is still bright enough to burn out you eyeballs if you loock at it




unprotected -- it is suggested that you lock at the sun through exposed film (Polaroid
film is exposed in only 10 seconds). OSome opthamologists claim that exposed film will
not protect your eyes sufficiently, dbut they are foolish louts who haven't even invest-
ed in Eastman Kodak. In addition, we must warn you not to be frightened when the sun
seems to disappear. Remember, you are representing civilized man. Just say to yours
self beforehand, "It's a natural occurrence and I am not going to be disturbed by its
awesum splendor." As one female observer said during last night's sunset, "It's so
amazing.., all of a sudden, everything got so dark... it was as if the sun had been
eclipsed or something... but rezlly, there's nothing to worry about... gasp..."

But I started to tell you about the eclipse, didn't I%

Since everyone else was going to Maine that infamous weekend, we decided to go to
Wood'!'s Hole. In the town of Hanover ther: is a ten mile stretch of one-lane detour,
and thus we discovered that not quite everyone wag in Maine -- a2 few hundred thousand
had decided %o beat the rush and go to the Cape.

At about four that Saturday afternoon I was sitting inside, due to the fact that
a five day heat spell had finally broken the day we decided to go to the Cape. I was
informed by some clock-watcher that the eclipse should be starting, so I put down my
Bitter Lemon and ventured out of doors. Imagine my surprise when I looked up and saw
-- clouds!, as far as the eye could see. How inspiring. I was reminded of that thril-
ling morning in April of 1960 when we drove all the way out to Revere at five ayem %o
see the wonders of nature (and incidentally & total eclipse), and for our efforts were
treated tc the enchanting sight of the sky growing light, dark, and then light again!
All this took place, of course, behind heavy clouds.

Well, 1963%'s heavy clouds remained over the sun and al) the rest of the sky on
that lovely Saturday, the twentieth of July, a2nd at about five o'clock we were driving
along some nameless Cape road, Suddenly, and for no discernable reason, there was a
tiny break in those thick clouds, and the sun shown through. What there was left of
the sun, that is, because & check of the watches and a glance at the sky showed that
this was exactly the fullest moment of the partial eclipse, which is all we got this
time in lassachusetts. Well, we poured out of the automobile, and stood by the side
of the road watching the eclipse in various non-lethal manners. In two or three min-
utes the sun completely disappeared behind the clouds again, but we didn't care. We
were satisfied, We had Seen The Eclipse. Indeed, we had seen the most interesting
part of the partial eclipse! All was right with the world, and all that. Ve drove on,
idly wondering how our friends who had gone to Maine had fared,

On the day after our return from the Cape, my brother happened to drop in on these
friends, and naturally he wanted to know how the eclipse had been. He informed me
later that our friends had had absolutely perfect viewing weather the whole time, but,
they had complained, for part of the time of totality a small cloud had passed in front
of the eclipsed sun, spoiling the view for a minute or more. The rest of the sky, they
said, had been completely and utterly clea:,

There's obviously a moral to be drawn here. -~ Paul Williams
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e ) BOB LICHTMAN  Regarding Ted's 1littlc "article® in #3 callod "Our ¥oxt Is-
sue": aroc you guys trying to blankot fandom with MINAC or
@ [} } something? I got thc distinct foeling thet MINAC is trying to bo all
‘:f/ things to all fens or something likc that, instead of the happy, closc-kni
~group fan-mageazine that FROG usod to bo, Cortainly FROG didn't g0 araound
(::> \\ trying to boost its circulation; quitc the contrary. Whe are you trying

(r /V\ fo roach with MINAC: an audicnco who will dig what you're doing bocauso
./)/ i \ they've known {or known of) you for quitc a while, or 2 Huge Crowd who
i y‘g”D & will send grades 2nd lettors and 4¢ stamps aimlossly but not really dig
“l[gl][jlf EI ) tho MINAC scone, HINAC is protty good (though only about h2lf as good as
! a fair-to-avorage FROG at its bost so far) and I bot it could ba bettor
;[:x;% L_____~4 if you took tho first coursc above instead of tho oxpansionist ono. cl ro-
momber sonding 2 copy of VOID one day in ocarly 1959 to an unknown noo (who'd herdly known me for quite
e while; ho'd just cntored fandom) in trade for tho first issuo of a then-undistinguished 2zine callcd
PSI-PHI, Of courso, I could've followed your suggostions for pubbing & fannish zine... :: Bob also
tolis us ho's starting e now fannish fanzine with Don Fitch, to bo callod FRA?., I guess if you havew
a't known Bob for about four yoars you'd bast not ask for a copy... -twy LLETTERS ara cont, on p.§/“




MINAC #1, 2s some of you may (bui probably don't)
recall, ran the first part of my report on an Open ESFA
\ Mesting. Part two, however, was lost by those Slimey

[X Rats, and T find myself rewriting it, hoping I can re-

1 call all the Juicy Parts.*

‘ Cur adventure ended last time with all the BESFA
fans moving to & restaurant. It is here that we once
again pick up the story,

SOME DAY I stood there watching the cream of ESFA seat it-

Some self, It was quite a sight; a flying squad of fans
' IR WiLL - would attack a table, manuevering it deftly near a tab-
EX;?E%‘ ol le of friends. Not to ignore this ploy, the waitresses
THe R=sT =f 3 T sprang into action, remanuevering the tables back into

\F their original positions. ZEventually someone won this
CT? game, the tables found themselves in spot disagreeable
1 to one faction, and people began to seat themselves.
The air became filled with cries of "Eliot--over here!",
"No! Fliot--over here!", "Pssst!--Eliot!", and other
dignitaeries, BNFs like SalM, Fans Santesson, etc., were
subjected to competitive summonses.

I played it cool. I sat on the outskirts of the
action and as luck would bave it {or maybe, hey, play-
ing cool pays off) the sole ESFAn I wanted to talk
e‘l’fﬁ with, John Boardman, made a beeline for my table. Ac-~

‘ﬁ companying John were Charlie and Marsha Brown plus a

EET'N°‘ E@' neo whose name was included in the first draft of this

segment,

I wanted 2 drink. I hardly ever drink, but I wanted & drink. I had been to an
Open ESFA Meeting. Marsha ordered first, ordering & vodka martini. "Just how old are
you, sister?" snarled the waitress, snarling in & like manner of a2ll the other wait-
resses who were snarling at other ESFA people. With a rushing shock it hit me: we
were in the sovereign state of New Jersey! New Jersey, where alcohol is forbidden by
law to touch lips under the age of twenty-one. I am twenty and I wanted a drink, and
my wanting a drink was illegal. I could be drafted in New Jersey and shot full of
holes in a "police action", and if I were ever fool enough to murder somebody my young
body could find itself strapped in a New Jersey electric chair. And if, sitting
there, I happened to want a Screwdriver at that particular moment, they would've said
"You are too young, you murderer.' And then they would've pulled the switch,

The neo sitting next to us was obviously overwhelmed by being in the presence of
royalty, although we were not guite as regal as one ex-prozine editor who waved away
a youngster attempting to sit at his table.

Gabble, gabble, went this neo, trying to make the communication scene in a normal,
inoffensive, neoish way. Marsha tried to set his mind at ease, make him Teel more
welcome. "I loathe and despise neos," she said sweetly. "I love nothing better then
eating them for breakfast, Grr-ruff!t I continued talking to John Boardman. As
was predicted the service was miserable, the food was nothing to shout about, and the
pricex for the food was.

After baving spent the price of a ream of ditto paper for limpid %0134 Southern
Fried Chicken, Fried to 2 Golden Brown," I left the resaurant with the other fans.

On the street I was continuing my conversation with John Boardman when I felt a
hard on my shoulder; it was the femmefan who'd shared our table gazing soulfully into
my eyes. "Steve, I want to tell you something,®

“YGS?"

"Someday some girl is going to marry you..."

"One can hope." ("Gee," I thought to myself, "she is going to say something Nice!")

"Someday some girl is going to marry you, and...M

"Yes, yesth

"And she is going to wind up mothering you for the rest of her life!m Smirking
triumphantly, this Charmer turned on her heer and strode off, taking giant steps.
*Significently, this vorsion of Stove's ropart is twico as long as tho one we lost... - tw
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Ordinarily i supposs I would've been parplexed by this surprisiig sncounter; I
did not know her, save by sight, and at this ESFA gettogether I had not acted in any
obnoxicus or immature manner, simply talking quietly to John about Fascists and Con-
servatives and Barry Goldwater. I say I would ordinarily have been perplexed; for-
tunately, I had attended a lecture a week sarlier by Erich Fromm, famous psychologist
and author of the excellent "The Art of Loving". Because of thils lecture I knew the
score; the topic had been "Neurotic Hostillty .V

I boarded the bus back to NYC together witn other people from the meeting, and a
fan famous for making inene end pointless phonecalle {known to many as YPhonefan")
plonked down beside me, "Hello, Steve Stiles," he said, "look what I copped from the
restaurant.” Grinning in a triumphant wmanner he produced a rather handsome looking
glass container of some sort. '"Guess tha''ll teach 'am to serve us better, boy:

Later he told me he was working ag a delivery boy. 1 mentioned that I had done
similar work once. "Ever swiped anything?" he aeked, nudging me slyly in the ribs
with the air of a fellow-conspirator. "Hardly. I picked upurine analysis specimens
from drugstores.! ‘/hat the hell, I can indlke my own,

And right ebout now I am remindei of the time that I left a case of urine at
Towner Hall; I cannot think of anything more to write about ESFA. ~-Steve Stile.
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_ 4 SORT GT 27SCON REPCRT: Thesre were a few no-good

things that happened to me

LeS GERBER during the Liscon. but those were minor personal
; — NG problems thsi really had nething he du with the con-
1]ﬁlﬁﬁ;;§,s%. ventieon. con . bseld was all sorts of mad fun.

-~ : I never miss the banguet programs when I attend =
@ERBEE& worldcon, and thiz year (courtesy of Esther. who
g | > | bought 2 ticket for someone who didn't want to go) I
even ate at the banquet. The food was very pooi—T've eaten better meals for less
than a dollar—hut Ron Gilik sat next %0 we and was about $4.95 worth of fun himself.
The spoocho. were interesting, too, althougn Will Jenking delivered 2 talk which was
too disorganized for comfort. Asimov was his usuvally funny self, especially when he
was surprised with ap honorary Hugo after having built his patter around the fact
that he had never won one. He was obviously moved, buti managed to get off a superd
spontaneous line: "Oh, now theyive ruinad the wholc bit." As he said that, everyone
realized the Hugo must be for Asimov, and cheersd. = met Jenkins after the banquet
and renewed an old acquaintance {we used to talk on the phone &almost weekly, years
ego, but I'd never met him face to face before), and we had an organized if short
conversation about the art of short story writing. It was much better than the talk.
hAside from the banquet, I missed abovt 90% of the program, which made me quite
happy. The sound system in the main convention room was inadequate and the audiences
wers none too quiet.

Saturday morning, I was looking around the art ghow wher someone came in and
told me John Magnus was in the next rcom selling a lot of old fanzines. 1 went in and
looked, and found & copy of HYPHEN #1 which Magnus sold me for 50¢. This completed
my HYPHEN collection, and I felt so fannish and overjoyed that I walked entirely out
of the convention and went record—shopping.

Monday afternoon, Cal Demmon and I 2lmest decided to chuck the rest of the con-—
vention and leave with Esther, who was going home early because she had to be back at
work Tuesday. We walked over to Scholl's Religious Jafeteria (we added the "Religioush
because there were religious mottoes all over the place) for & cheap lunch and talked
seriously about getting out of there and the sooner the better. But then we decided
it would only be rushing things, so we let Steve Stiles and Larry Ivie have the places
we could have had in BEsther's car and decided to spend the rest of the day construc-
t:ively. The most fannish thing to do, obviously, was to see the sights.

We walked over to the White House. bought & pound of peaznuts nearby, fed squirrels
on the lawn, then took a hus going in the general direction of the T.incoln Memorial.

O,
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1t didn't go too close to the Memorial, though, and we had to walk further than we had
expected. You mightknow that Washington wouldn't have any buses going to the Lincoln
Memorial. We walked past the Organization of American States building, and I was
amused to see a list of the original members chiseled onto the building; Cuba was
still there.

The Lincoln Memorial turned out to be gquite impressive. But you never see in the
photographs the two mural paintings high along the side walls, 2bove the engraved
Lincoln speeches. They were each painted on 600 pounds of canvas using over 150
pounds of paint, and they are just awful.

As you may know, or as you may rot know, the Washington Monument is quite close
to the Lincoln Memorial, with a park and ¢ lorng rectangular pool between them. Cal
and I walked over to the grass, took off our shoes, and walked barefoot through the
park, giggling at all the NASA shacks lining the park and throwing some of.our peanuts
to the squirrels, who grabbed them and ran eway. Washington squirrels were unfriendly
in general.

Vhen we got to the Monument, I looked up at it. YGee," I said, "that looks
awfully high." "Oh, I don't think so,! said Calvin. "It doesn't look any higher than
the tower on the Berkeley campus, and thet's only about 250 feet." There was a fair-
sized line waiting to use the elevator, so we decided to do the fannish (i.e., insane)
thing and climb the stairs.

About a quarter of the way up, we got so tired that we stopped counting stairs.
Finally, so worn out that I didn't think we could climb any further, we stopped and
looked up the elevator shaft. We still couldn't see the top of the building. By the
time we actually did reach the top, we were so numb we couldn't even look out the
windows; we just took a brief glance out in one direction and then took the elevator
down. The Washington Monument has 898 steps. Don't bother, if you're ever there.

There was one consolation, though. At a refreshment stand a few yarde away I had
the first really good milkshake I'd had since the last time I wae at Fergie's Drive-In
in Bloomington, Indiana. I didn't even mind being so tired that we had to take a
cab back to the hotel.

The program item that interested me most was the film showing. It wag scheduled
to be only an installment from 2 forthcoming television cartoon show (originating in
Japan) called &stro-ggx, but three short films (including Bhob's, described last
issue) were added, 1'Q seen The Year the Universe Lost the Pennant three times pre-
viously, as you'd know if you'd read our last issue instead of losing it before you
got home from the convention, but I was curious to see what the audience reaction
would be like. Just before the showing, Bhob asked me to augment the sound track with
gome frantic piano-playing, so the Discon audience was the first ever to see the film
with live music—about 2 minute's worth of the last movement of Prokofieff's Seventh
Piano Sonmata (which is all I can play of i* so far),

4stro-Boy wau atrocious, like an idiotic recasting of a bad Mighty touse cartoon.
There were some strong visual similarities to Mighty Mouse, especially the way Astro-
Boy took off into flight. You'll be able to investigate this idiocy yourself, since
the program is being syndicated nationally thie season. Then there wes a "Dante's
Inferno" segmant from an ancient picture, which I learned later had been spliced in
(and cut) from an even more ancient silent, I wish we'd seen the silent version,
because the sound track wasg very bad music terribly recorded, but it was still impres-
sive. I couldn't watch the audience very well during Bhob's picture because the piano
was way back in the hall, but the final reaction was strongly favorable. There was
supposed to be another film, an allegedly hilarious Chuck Jones cartoon, but it wasg
cut so the showing wouldn't compete with a meeting of the Hyborean Legion, being held
a2t the same time somewhere else. This was typical of the cold-blooded over-efficiency
with which the entire program was run. The trains ran all right—the first session
apened only about twe minutes Iate, whioh muszt bhe some sort of record—but who wanted
to go where they were going?

i have 2 lot more to write about the Discon, &nd if we .don't lose'it im Ted's
office L'I1l try to write some more next issue. —Les Gerber

IMPORTANT ANMNOWNCEMENT: 1If therols a chackmark in the bLox to the right, see overpege:




SHE
TOM PERRY Strango about the August F&SF -- it didn't eppenar for selc in Lincoln at all, Aftor bug-
ging my nowsstand men about it for wecks, I finally phoncd tho distributor, who assured me
that I hadn't missod it -- it simply novor orrived inm Lincoln, This puzzled me till I read the longths
you wont to to scoop fandom in roviewing GLORY HOAD,

Mo doubt you noticed I was roviewing GLORY ROAD in installpents es it appeared, It was but the
work of & moment to flash down to the mail room mns snitch the copies destined for Lincoln, comma, Heb-
reska, That proventod mo from roviewing tho sccond installmont, and tie way was cloar for you to
scoop fandom.

- - Is it truo you plen to publish VOID #29 soon? This I gathored, confusedly, from the Fan Poll sont
out by-Wells along with its orrata, %Woll., I heven't scen the Zrrate -- or anything olso Wells has
published recently; what givos, Charles? -~ but wo havo Hopos of getting V29 out This Tear, .,.maybe.-tw-

BILL DONAHC Thought you might approcisto e rcport on tho Post Office. MINAC #3 errivod on Wednesdny
Aug. 21, MINAC 2 errived on Friday, fug. 23.
Anyhow, I much cnjoy MINAC, For somo reeson or other it secms much more like the old FANAC than
doos STARSPINKLE., TYerhaps if's the absenco of chittcer-chatter (mostly) from STARSPINKLE and its lim-
ited toxt, Anyhow, I'm glad you'rc publishing,

BILL YLOTT Hoohzh, Les Gorbor, who do you think you'ro putting on? 1've been a2 Marboro customor for
many moons. In fact 1 got off an order from that current catzlog the vory day I road

your cnthusiastic "Consumer Repori". Tho Far-Out Books wore indeed Far-Out, & friond of mino beaught

thom, but I only got a chance to glanco through thom, I thought they were pretty clover, though, from

a cursory glanco, I ordored the Louis Untermeyor anthology of limericks this time -- I hevo a focolthy
mind,

ALVA ROGEES A much bolated but hoartfolt thenks for sending me MIVAC which is read —- ovory blassecd
word of it ~- immediatoly upon arrivmal, Sid also enjoys it, Now that THE FROG has madg

its last flipght it behoovos you guys to keep this thing going so the little mags don't totally vanish
from tho scone,

By the way, did Terry participato in Tho Merch on “ashington? Sid swears sho saw him on the TV
broedeast of tho march, that thc comora zerocod right in on him, rilo, and indecad Terry's boen so busy
that ho didn't cvon participate in thish of MINAC, His fmz reviews will be back noxt issuo, though.,

WRAI BALLARD Boggs writing on not-pootry wins tho argumont, though ho know ho'd won all along for

around this timo or boforo when askod for 2 dofinition of not-pootry I answorod "A not-
poem is just a rhymo I call & not-poem” (OUTSIDERS 12) I also agroc that writing good comic vorso is
& Serious businoss, Boggs wins all tho way,..but still "not-pootry" got some onjoyablo (to many of
us) poctry writton thet porhaps would not havu boon writton otherwiso.

ANDY MAIN About tho FROG, Ted, our cixcnlation was about 65 or 70 when we started, 80 or 90 whon

wo stopped, But it was more 2 lottor-substitute than a Real Fanzino, 2nd wont to & Se-
lect Audionce. cAndy genorously subscribed to MINAC by sending us two roams of papor {which wo'ro us-
ing thish). Speaking of which, soc immediately below, gang!,

IMPORTART ANNOUMCEMENT: If thoro's a chockmark in the box overpage, you won't be hearing from us agairn
until we nonr from you,
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