


MOTA #21 eSS - 1977

Terry Hughes
4739 Washington Blvd.
Ar IEtn g v oM Y VA 22005 USA

All New Stories New . DyRc S EEIRCEE o . - el a3
BAETD O S S TR e ey P R 5 ¥
BN ey S = v TECRMRRER T, GReRRaaEsE e L o
Bl R R e St o Nt R RS L L L L L5y
IR AR SNy GBI L RSO by - Lerey, Kettle .o o oy s w36
Ee e Coll wmhi ', -, BN0Yglol Siejciiet Aeaumnn o gee Iy JERER Y B e ’ 41

Dan. Steffan: Sronttieeiicmis =28 28,06 37,41

Alexis Gilliland: &eatek icouer; Oi-2ce0. JONEEMa 3. 34
Jayreicd niney S D OO e

Bill Rotsler: 3

Harry Bell: 45

Farrah Fawcett-Majors: 34-22-34

Entire contents c. 1977, all rights assigned to contributors.

Editor in charge of British postage: Tom Perry
95" i3l pickss Rbad
Locks Heath
Soton, Hants SO3 6NS

Editor in charge of Australian postage: John Bangsund
(sample - $1.00 AUS) P.0. Box 434
Neorweodha.S i A bO67

Editor-almost-in-charge: Terry Hughes

Copies of MOTA are available for contributions, Tetfiters ; - tradest®and
a’rsamp L es Mot SO0 SlIS:  Tils *HUgERT ekl in sample copy price is
because of rising costs, the inconvenience of 2UBoh eekich R Sine 1o Hreal
bastardeetfan editor. - Publi€atiohsedis unexpected.

Note: I am agent (U.S.) for Eric Bentcliffe's TRIODE and it can
be ad8Fer: a buek ‘an dssue.

What have I forgotten?



How ‘would you like to become a science fiction professional? The thought
brings a warm glow to your fannish mind, doesn't it? I suppose everyone
has toyed with this concept at one time or another. Everyone, that is,
except me.

I don't know why I never thought about it. Maybe I subconsciously classi-
tied being a sf professional along with other jobs that I just don't think
about, like designing swizzle sticks or manufacturing marbles. (I cer-
tainly don't wish to demean either of these professions by likening them.
to writing professional science fiction -- I was merely listing profes-
sions I had never contemplated engaging in.) Then the other day (a Thurs-
day. it was) a thought came to me: Terry, why don't you find a way to make
money from your interest in science fiction?

Admittedly the fact that I am presently unemployed may have pushed the
notion to the forefront of my brain, but it all seemed so obvious once I
thought of it. By the next day I had already thought of one or two reasons
why I should succeed as a sf professional and there are probably more
where those came from. (The Rotsler cartoon above of a young fan pan-
handling for money to buy staples is damned accurate. I have been forced
to take a part-time job as an organgrinder's monkey (and provide my own
red cap and tin cup) in order to afford the staples used to hold ‘this is-
sue together. Yes, I've worked hard to pay for the staples which some of
you on my mailing list have ridiculed and berated. Not that I would ever
mention it to a soul.) In a real sense it is only right and proper --.
karmic if you will -- that I now profit from science fiction .since over
the years I have spent a great deal of time and money in producing MOTA, a
journal widely noted for its thoughtful analysis and in-depth evaluation
of science fiction works. I think I have it coming. :

When I look at how Andy Porter has taken his fanzine ALGOL and turned it
into a top quality semi-professional magazine by doing a lot of creative
planning, using attractive layout, featuring talented contributors, and
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putting in a large amount of sheer hard work, I can't help but think, hey,
that could be me. Dick Geis has done it. Charlie and Dena Brown have

dio pelSistn dabledul Citr MM AR R eSS B D et it N ot Thtend. o go - the
route of the professional journal as they have done; I want to do a genu-
1ne. Sf ¥malaadenes  f Fluel e T lipakes St iet sLirat it T am going 40 &try.at,all
I should take my best shot. Therefore, I am taking this opportunity to
announce the forthcoming publication of TERRY HUGHES' SCIENCE FICTION
MAGAZINE.

I am serious, totally and completely serious. ' Afterall, Asimov isn't the
only guy in the world with a funny looking nose, and many people, includ-
ing my mother, think I would make an equally attractive coverboy.

I have already signed a contract and placed a deposit with the Doublecross
Distribution Company. (They distribute most of the magazines you see at
your local news stand, such as North American Hog Farmer Quarterly and
Nixon's Guide to Sound Recording.) All that I need now is material and

this is where you can come in.

NOW YOU CAN BE A PUBLISHED AUTHOR! Yes, YOU! 1If you have longed to sell
your first science fiction story, TERRY HUGHES' SCIENCE FICTION MAGAZINE
is the answer to your prayers and dreams. If I am going to make a pro-
Yessional out of myself, I can help YOU as well. THSFM will pay $15 for
each story purchased, regardless of length. Admittedly this is not-a
great deal of money, but don't forget this is just an initial venture into
the field by a magazine without a great deal of financial backing. Please
remember, despite the amount, it will still be a ¥*professional sale* and
may even entitle you to membershlp in the SFWA or the SPCA.

IT you have faced rejection for weeks, months, or. years, despalr no long-
er. You are assured of a sale because no story is rejected here -at TERRY
HUGHES' SCIENCE FICTION: MAGAZINE. Right, no story is rejected. What
easier way could exist to make money from science fiction? ALl you havé
to db is' mail the story submission along with the compulsory $25 reader‘s-
feée per story and you ‘are on your way Coyprotessionaliistatus’

Of course, the birth of a new sf magazine creates quite a stir within the
field. Here are the reactions of some established authors when they first
learned of TERRY HUGHES' SCIENCE FICTION WMAGAZINE:

WPl SOl TuckKe i = WE TS de 1 ks okt g -3

Robert Bloch: '"Have you got another bottle?" :

Bob Shaw: "Built the house with my own two hands."

Lee Hofftman: "Which way to the bathroom?"

Ter Iy Carre ! Terey Wiho 2"

WEALS on’™ U cke r'a- L] Sdr imk it osktiasd

F Vet B sl s S s iyl et Sl d usually

James White: "Sorry, thought you were a glrl

Roert-SiTvetharg: S o MNG, L] e -in0akland . now: v

William Rotsler: "First bake the cake, then you put the glrl S ey
Wrlsoh“Biicker ;o' LI Bl o dri ke sabhithrast ! ; AR

- Terry Hughes -



"There going to be any big names as this convention?" the cab driver asked,

I knew from reading "Income Taxi" by Bob Shaw that there was no reason a
cabbie couldn't also be a fan, but I hadn't expected to find one in Kansas
City. "Well, Robert A. Heinlein is the guest of honor."

llWho?ll

It turned out his idea of a big name was an actor in pointy ears. I re-
laxed, mumbling "uh huh" as he recited the plots of Star Drek episodes
and intermittently glancing at my watch. I had rationalized spending the
money for a cab instead of the airport bus by the fact that I would be
able to register tonight if I got to the hotel before ten, and that would
leave Saturday and Sunday free for enjoying my first world con -- what
was left of it. :

Originally 1 had planned to attend the whole con. My family and I had
flown over from England on Thursday, August 26, with our vacation care-
fully planned. It included family visits in New York, a drive west to
visit other relatives and attend Midamericon, and finally a swing south-
east that would let us see the Okefenokee Swamp and the Everglades, cul=-
minating in a return flight from Miami to London just in time for the
children to start school.

The Saturday after we arrived, my wife Alix awoke with abdominal pains.
My sister-in-law gave us the name of her doctor and after negotiating
with several answering services, I got her an appointment with doctor who
was covering for the doctor who was covering for the doctor who was cov-
ering for him. This doctor examined Alix and sent her straight to the
hospital, where another doctor, the head surgeon, arranged to remove her
appendix the following day.

The operation was a success, the surgeon told me Sunday, but of course
Mrs. Perry would have to stay in the hospital for a week and should stay
in bed for three weeks after getting out. No, travel was out of the
question.

So plans changed. Forget Miami, the Everglades, the Okefenokee. Forget
visiting my parents. Forget the con. '

A few items couldn't go. We still had to see our accountants about the
tax returns -- incredibly complicated if you're working abroad --.and I
had to pay a sentimental visit to the corporation that employs me.

I kept busy cancelling reservations and appointmehts and making new ones.
Meanwhile I did my best to help my sister-in-law and her husband with the
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children. We had been lucky enough
to be visiting Robin and Lee in
Southern New Jersey when 4Alix had

her attack. (Ghod knows how we would
have managed if it had occurred while
we were driving through the midwest
or the south where doctors are scarce
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and nobody knew us.) They bore up
like the marvelous people they are
and if I hadn't known better they ’
might have convinced me that stretch<
ing out our visit from three days to
three weeks was no trouble at all..

One of the calls I made was to Terry
Hughes, to tell him I. probably could
not meet him in Kansas City as we had
planned. We also discussed what to
do with the 200 "Britain Is Fine in
'79" progress reports with which
Leroy Kettle had entrusted me.. There
wasn't time for them to get to Vir-
ginia before Terry started west with

{ L / rich and Colleen Brown, so'I mailed
~ gf& - half of them to Terry care of the
// Muehlebach. The other hundred I kept
i// as insurance, in case I got to Kansas
iy inTsplte’of everything. Though
it seemed a pretty forlorn hope.

Alix recovered rapidly. By Thursday she was faunching to gt ot 'ofiithe J
hospital. As we talked over what remained of our shattered plans, she'
asked what about the science fiction convention. "Just one of those
things," I said with an attempt at a brave smile.

"I* 11 betivou’ could ‘catehsa plane and still get there for a couple of days
b agln A S S TR L)

"Well, now that you mention it, there are three direct tlights from Phila-
delphia to Kansas City on Friday, and one coming back Monday morning. "

"You'd better go," she said, like the sweet angel she is. She even man-
aged to make it sound as if she were being selfish by adding, "I wouldn't
want to live with you if you didn't gt 100 0"

So I checked her out of the hospital Friday and took her to Robin and Lee's
house, and then drove off to Philadelphia to catch a plane. And now here

I was in a cab trying to get to the registration desk before it closed for
the night. Somewhere along the way the cabbie had switched to SPACE: 1999
plots; now he resorted to identifying all the big name Republicans he had
driven around during the con before ours. Finally he dropped me off in
front of the Dixon Inn, across the street from the Muehlebach, at twenty

to ten. I managed to get checked 1R yRdrop-of £ my. biags, . and get over to

the registration desk on the mezzanine of the main hotel by twelve before
the hour, congratulating myself on my cleverness as I puffed up the stairs.

There was no one at the registration desk.
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As I looked around, perplexed :nd angry, a man came with a-dolly to wheel
away some large boxes. "I thought registration was going to be open till

< ten," 1 sajd..  M"Oh, alli those people left half an hour ago," said the man
with the dolly.

Wéll, the cab ride hadn't been a total loss. I had heard all those Star
Trek plots, hadn't I?

1 got Terry's room number from the desk and called it on a house phone.
Colleen Brown answered and told me which of the other hotels Terry was in,
I walked a block to the Continental, weaving my way through about a hundred
young. women each of whom seemed to think I resembled the person she was
waiting tor, and at last I was in the presence of fans.

It was a pleasant low-key meeting of Missouri fans, and Terry turhed out

to be a caricature of the cartoons of him in MOTA, which tend to understate
his long blond hair, big nose and friendly blue eyes. After a few dis-
arming puns ("manifold destiny would be exhausting") he asked me about my
plans now that I was back in fandom. Then he sat watching with wide-eyed
innocence as I found myself spilling out my most secret desires and private
ambitions. I had got well beyond the printed fanzine with a huge circula-"
tion and was just starting to talk about the secret camp in the Ozarks

that would turn fans into slans when I stopped abruptly. '

Terry hadn't cracked a smile though. Nor would he, I realized, if he had
been listening to Degler himself. Terry is one of the greatest appreci-
ators I have ever met; he makes fans forget their inhibitions and draw
them out like no one else I know. Over the next two days I was to see him
do this again and again. '

About midnight the party broke up and Terry and I headed back for the
Muehlebach. On the way I met Lesleigh Couch Luttrell, who with her brothex
Chris used to put out a fanzine named QUARK. She seemed embarrassed, hav-
ing somewhere acquired the idea that I resented their using a title I had
originated. I told her that a planet that can sustain two Chinas and two
IRAs ought to be able to survive two fanzines named QUARK, she laughed,
and a fannish friendship began. :

At the Muehlebach that well known hitchhiker John D. Berry joined us and
we went to watch a group called Duck's Breath put on several skits. The
first, a takeoff on Conan, resembled the original in being too long and
repetitious (the shorter ones later were far better) but that was all
right since I used the time to chat with Ted White (whom I'd first met in
1964 when he stopped in Omaha on his way west to boycott the Pacificon)
and Grant Canfield, Dan Steffan and rich brown, all of whom I was meeting
for the first time. Rich and I had held heated exchanges back in 1964 over
the FAPA blackball controversy, an exchange that had cooled down when we
noticed that we were both on the same side. I had expected something dif-
ferent than this easy-going humorous man with the roman nose and’' whispy
beard. What, and why? After a moment or two I realized my subconscious -
had ‘supplied me with an image for rich that actually belonged to a feisty
little sportswriter named Hal Brown who had once challenged me to a fist-
fight over the spelling of a word. (I ‘suggested the dictionary instead;
and sure enough, he went and had a fistfight with that.) ‘Do you ever make
up images of fans you haven't met, and then have trouble getting rid of '
them when they don't fit? L=

Ted White had shaved off the beard that had made him look like a Lenin
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with hair and grown a new kind that I had previously seen before only. in
pictures of Horace Greelyey: 'no hair on ‘the faeeshenly o the Sige k-5
sort of anti-beard. Later during a party in his room I pointed out the re-
semblance. He pointed into space like a true prozine editor and intoned,
"Go high, young man!" The atmosphere at the time was definitely fannish --
you might say there was laughter in the air.

Sometime around 4 a.m. I got to bed. I was awake again by seven -- appar-
ently my body hadn't completely switched over from British time. There was
plénty of time to have a leisurely breakfast and get to the registration

desk before.ten. There was a place to eat right off the lobby of the Dixon,
" a place called the Pioneer Grill. 1Innocently I went in and sat down,

As if sensing my need to pass the time, the waitresses at the Pioneer Grill
let me acquaint myself thoroughly with me surroundings before troubling me

with a menu. Then I was given more than enough privacy to make a selection
~ from its 2lio] Yo MR Il Ry o & mouth-watering dishes. Nor was there an unseemly.
rush about bringing the food once it was ordered. For a2 leisurely meal no
place I know of can beat the Pioneer Grill.

" In spite of all this thoughtfulness, though, it was only 9:20 when I ar-
rived at the registration desk.

About 9:30 a man arrived and began to prepare himself for the task of re-
glstratFeml O Ane” ved going to open early," I asked him, "to make up for
closing early last night?"

"What do you mean, closing early? We didn't close early."

"1 was here at a quarter to ten and there was no one here. Someone said
everyone had left half an hour before."

"Oh, well, yes, we did move the Tegictrakrontdeski ¥het 6aid: I &tared. at
him, then down the length of the tables joined end to end that said REGIS-
TRATION. And back at him. He was the only compenent of the scene that had
been absent last night. Obviously this man was under the delusion that he
was the registration desk. "I suppose, " he was saying thoughtfully, "that
we really should have left a sign saying where we'd moved 1t to."

"Yes, yes, that might have been wise," I murmured, edging away lest he turn
violent.- ‘ :

"But I'm not opening early," Registration Desk added quietly. Was that a
fleck of foam at his lips?

"No, no, of course not," I said, gibbering with fear. I -put several penple
between me and him, all of whom immediately turned into fans wanting to
register when he finally did open at ten past ten.

Registering was like entering jail: a nameband was placed around one wrist
and you were burdened with a huge heavy weight to keep you from running.
This &armedypout *to bej-3 graphic-arts maniac's version of ‘a program book --
166 pages bound in hard covers and crammed with illos, articles, movie re-
views, ads, bibliographies, biographies, histories, even a story-by Harlan
Ellison. Buried in all this was a page devoted to the program, but since
the Midamericon Program Book was too bulky and heavy to carry around, -a
pocket-sized program was provided too. The Pocket Program was all you
really needed for the con. I dumped the two-pound Midamericon Program Book
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in my room and didn't look at it again until the con was long over.

Since it was impractical for its intended purpose, what the hell was this
program book for? To satisfy, I beliéve, the same sort of urge that caused
the committee to advocate formal dress at the banquet and the Hugo awards -=
the urge to impress someone. This is on a par with the "Miss Science Fic-
tion" stunts that were being held back in the fifties to get science fictien
@ tew inches of space in the newspapers. :

I wonder how many copies of this klunker the committee could have sold at
six dollars each if they hadn't had a captive buyership?

When I finally did look through it, back in England, I did find a few items
worth commenting upon. Perhaps I can justify inserting those .comments here,
since this manifestation of the worldcon is all those with non-attending
memberships will see. (If indeed they ever do. . When I visited the States
again in December, non-attending members still hadn't received their copies.)

The George Barr cover depicts "a boy and his dog," the boy dreaming of sev-
eral fabulous creatures which as it happens do not appear in .the Heinlein
book on the grass beside him, which is Orphans of the Sky. Could Barr have
intended this as a .subtle criticism of Heinlein? 1I1f so it is offset by the
element I judge least likely to occur in such a boy's dreams: a vision of
Heinlein himself, bald and garbed in what must be the dress uniform of an
admiral in the Galactic Space Navy, replete:with braid and ribbons and
stripes and insignia and a presumably ornamental sidearm.

Inside, on pages 11 through 13, appear photos of Heinlein. The recent ones
show him in black tie, accepting a Nebula award-and embracing Isaac Asimov.
Another dates from the second world war and depicts what I think of as "the
other Heinlein" -- the one who wrote the books I like, the one who knew

frustration and failure, the one who disclaimed .any ability to prophesy the
future. Beneath this picture appears a reminiscencé of that other Heinlein
written by Asimov, unfortunately annotated by the present-day Heinlein.

Unfortunately, but revealingly. Asimov tells how in 1942 Heinlein got him
to come to work on Yom Kippur on grounds that not being religious he wasn't
going to temple. "Bob stayed home at Christmas, of course," Asimov adds.

The Heinlein footnote contradicts him: "I did not stay home Friday 25 De- -
cember 1942, During '42-'45 1 held two assignments, one public and one

classified. I don't think Isaac knew this." So there you are. He doesn't
actually say that on Christmas he was out working at his secret job -- just
that he didn't stay home -- but you can think what you like. '

The footnote continues, "As for Yom Kippur '42, I excused any employee who
stated that he-she firmly intended to go to temple service that day -- no
proof required, simply an oral statement to me." There is no mention of
asking gentiles whether they firmly intended to attend church on Christmas.

But back to Kansas City. The hundred "Britain Is Fine in '79" progress re-
ports I had mailed to Terry never appeared. I delivered the other hundred,
the ones I had brought, to Tony Lewis in the huckster roam and then in wan-
dering around happéned across Terry, with rich brown's wife Colleen and
their daughter Alicia. ‘I tagged along, and in a matter of moments there I"
was'again, in the Pioneer 'Grill, waiting for a second breakfast.

The waiting wasn't as bad in pleasant coﬁpény. Colleen is a beautiful wo-
Q
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must.be

man from the part of Ireland known as Hong Kong (must check my maps for
that) and works for a rival computer company, and Alicia is a delightful
child of nine or so who can tell you the plot of every SF film she's ever
sé ey and-"will #1T yiousreshpt Scarefinls

-After a while though we began to glance around expectantly for our food.
I'm sure the staff of the Pioneer Grill don't even contemplate preparing
your meal until you betray ‘this SYEDISaIMEgE %d ) St raes Simultaneously we be-
:+gan to realize we had timé¢ on our hands.

Time enough for a research project, in fact, which is how we came to plece

together the history of the place. Superficially the Pioneer Grill resem-
bles any other greasy spoon that grows up in the canyons of a city to offer
food during the odd hours when there's nowhere better to go. But such is
not the case. After scraping away a century's accumulation of blueberry
~syrup from the isinglass cover of the Dead Sea scroll that serves as the
~menu, we learned the truth.

It was in 1854 when the Missouri Conpromise was enacted. Covered wagons
~were piling up on the east bank of the Missouri River because the settlers
were afeerd to take their wives and young'uns across into the hostile ter-
ritory, where John Brown was performing his unspeakable Kansas-Nebraska Act
which all too graphically depicted the union of two sbates. »Thefederal
government seized the dilemma by its horns and invited the settlers to a
huge conference on the present site of Kansas City, beguiling them with the
slogan "Missouri loves company." When asked about provisions, the govern-
ment agents would smile, twirl their mustaches, and promise plenty of grub,
(They spoke of course in the time-honored language of all governments, the
Forked tongue.) Meanwhile a special detachment of the Seventh Cavalry was
constructing the government's secret weapon:  the Pioneer Grill.

Throughout the first morning of the conference, the settlers were addressed
by the editor of the New York Iribune, who bore an uncanny resemblance to
the editor of Amazing Science Fiction. At last, tired and hoarse, Greeley
stopped inveighing them to "Go west and grow up with the country," and his
even more weary listeners were allowed their first meal of the day.

Allowed to order 1%, ‘that i%:  The sun was hot and the service slow and the
only thing on the menu was apple pancakes with blueberry syrup. After each
settler had resigned himself to ordering this abomination, the incredibly
ugly women serving as waitresses would disappear never to be seen again,
(They were actually not women . at all but the joint chiefs of the Kiowa
Indian nation, which was being moved from the rich farmland in the north to

the Oklahoma Indian territory.) Only one table got their prders el s®t an
example, and when the other settlers heard the waills of the widows they
realized they'd been tricked. There was only one way out -- to cross the

river in a shallow place known as the Gerald Ford, where ancient Indian
legend held that it was impossible to fart and chew gum at the same time.

Only a_frickle crossed at first, and then more and moré, until all the set-
tlers were on their way away from the Pioneer Grill.

All, that is, except one. W.W. Corrigan had spent his waiting time devis-
ing a plan. He turned the wheels.on his Conestoga around, persuaded his ox
to walk backwards and drove eastward out of the trap, waving his hat and
yelling "Howdy!" as he passed the puzzled soldiers. As soon as he was out
of sight he sped back to St. Louis, sold his wagon and went into the .whole-
sale grocery business. His great-grandson later became the famous flier.
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As it happened it was Corrigan's wagon that the motion-picture industry
purchased early in the next century when they started filming western epics,
and it was used as the model for all the Conestogas that roamed the back-
lots around Hollywood. The used wagon dealer hadn't been able to sell it
to actual settlers; no matter how low a price he put on it, none of them
would have it once they noticed that the wheels went around the wrong way.

The settlers that had died were buried on the spot beneath a statue of
Greeley adorned with the slogan: "de put them out of their Missouri."
Greeley was convinced of his great persuasive powers and continued to cap-
italize on his "Go west" speech. He later ran for president against the
widely traveled Ulysses Grant but was defeated because Grant knew how to
grow a beard.

H=h =
Sometime Saturday afternoon I ran into Paul Williams. I had last known
him as a precocious i4-year-old in Boston publishing an excellent fanzine
named WITHIN. He had dropped out of fandom and into the hippie movement
(he wrote "The Death of Hippie" for the Village Voice in 1967), created
Crawdaddy magazine and sold it, and was at the con as a reporter for Rolling
Stone; Heinlein had refused him an interview.

Room 770 -- the room that became so famous at the 1951 Nolacon that it was
incorporated into the design for the Tucker Hotel -- at this con was occu-
pied by a New York fan peddling minicomputers. To get to it you passed
down a hallway of unfinished rooms. It seemed like a reflection on the
growing prosperity of fandom -- those unfinished rooms were empty. At one
time certainly there would have been fans in there with sleeping bags.

Terry held a party that night in the room he shared with his brother Craig,
the Browns and their daughter Alicia, and ghod knows how many “others. " “Fans
and pros drifted in, some to stay, some to leave after a beer or something.
I stayed, a strategy that allowed me to see as many people as I could want
with a minimum expenditure of energy.

The costume competition came to us in not-so-instant replay over the closed-
circuit TV 'system. Reception stank, but when someone phoned the desk about
it and then passed on the management offer to "send an engineer up," the
reply was unanimous: Forget it! The Missouri laws were such that even the
beer was illegal under the circumstances (see pp. 6-7 of Progress Report 5),
and besides the air was full of the sweet smell of ex-grass. . The distortion
tended to make the costumes more other-worldly anyway.

But some of us began to regret this decision when Sandra Patia von Stern-
berg appeared to fill the time while the judges invented enough categories
to cover all the contestants, some of whom needed covering. Miraculously
however once she got her clothes off the image tended to steady as if the
set had mysteriously stabilized its vertical hold in sympathy with its male
viewers.

It was a good party, rich and varied. Pages of Paul Williams' manuscript
were flowing around the room, forming little pools occasionally when atten-
tion was diverted by an especially interesting topic of convérsation or an
important cultural event like the von Sternberg strip. Big name pros. like
Silverberg and Terry Carr made brief appearances. I was fascinated at one
point when a gay libber from California described the revisionist fanhis-
tory he proposed to write about Los Angeles in the forties -- apparently he
intends to stand Laney on his head and show that FTL himself was an-inade- -
quate human being. (As who wouldn't be in that position.) I suppose he
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THOSE werty CON  WHIPPET PRARTIES

will entitle this attempt to put down Towner something on the order of

Ah! Sour Latency! You'll notice that I'm purposely not mentioning how the
bi Iine will read, in case it turns out to be a Daugherty project instead
of a datary one. -

For me though the high point of the evening came with the appearance of
Bill Rotsler. Now pages of his cartoons began to flow through the channels
already formed by Williams' articlesg -- there was a beautiful series show-
ing the pens of various authors; look for it in a TATTOOED DRAGON -- and
Bill's talk flowed, too, carrying us back to the war years when iAckerman
was known as Sgt. Ack-Ack and formed a platoon of fans. It was so enchant-
ing I couldn't take notes. Anyone who could find this man boring must be
as shallow as that river in Nebraska that the natives call a mile wide and
a foot deep. What's its name? Oh yes: the Platte,

e e

I had resigned myself to watching the banquet onm TV, but late Sunday morn-
ing I happened across a notice saying two tickets were for sale from a
guard at the art show. I hurried down the escalator to the art show and
bought one. It was for table o4, Salsthie Fifth row, ‘and banquet time found
me sitting there watching the other tables fill up and wondering who else
would be at mine. No one, it seemed -- almost everyone was seated and I
was still alone. And then suddenly they arrived -- a party of dressed-up
mundane-looking men and women. One of the men greeted me by saying, "you
must have the wrong table." -

"I don't believe so," I said} displaying my ticket. - "It says table 54"

"Where did you get that ticket?" he demanded. "I bought it," I said simply.
When -I. declined to tell him from whom he grew angry. "I'm afraid we'll have
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to.ask you to leave." I declined again, though I could just tell it wasn't
going to be a pleasant meal. As the man glared at me I began to realize
how strongly he resembled a retail dealer. in cement footwear.

One of the women, apparently concerned lest he make a scene by killing me
right ‘then and there, took over the discussion while he sat glowering at
me over his cigar. "You see, we arranged this party months ago. Suppose
we ﬁogld find a seat for you at another table? Would that work out all
rirght?"

I took a deep breath. "Only," I heard myself sayrng, Mif iit'g+ne; further
from the stage than this one." (I don't know what moved me to say this --
it must have been that old American spiriv of 54 for me or fight.) Fortun-
ately it was even closer. This odd group (two of the women wore name tags
saying they were from Tahiti, and apparently spoke only French) made quite
a business of promoting one of their number who originally had not been
privileged to sit at their main tatle with them, and I took his place at a
table in row 3. Their spokeswoman claimed they had owned all the tickets
at table 54 but had given a couple away, apparently to people who would
rather have ten dollars than sit with them. What remarkably good taste, I
thought to myself as I changed tables. If anyone has heard of a missing
Dorsai, I'd suggest dredging the Missouri River.

My new tablemates were an assorted group of pleasant young fans, including
two young women from western Pennsylvania who represented a type of fan new
to me: costume fans. Their sole form of fanac is to attend cons and ap-
pear in the costume show. I had noticed them last night in outfits that
included huge realistic insect wings. Despite the poor reception I had
been impressed by their costumes and was surprised to learn that the ple-
thora of prizes hadn't included one for them.

Harlan Ellison was an inevitable topic of conversation. After winning the
1978 bid, the Phoenix group had announced that he would be their pro guest
of honor. Repeatedly I had heard people say that if they'd known this be-
forehand they would have voted for LA.

When someone at the table repeated this sentiment to general agreement, I
observed that though I was no big fan of his writing I had never been able
to hate Harlan because of the hospitality he had shown me in New York in
1955 when he was starting his pro career and I was an unknown young fan.

"Maybe he's changed since then," said one of the costume fans bitterly.
"The first words I ever heard him say were 'Get the hell off the bed.'"
She went on to tell how Harlan had once tried to impress John Trimble by
throwing open a closet to reveal his vast selection of outfits. "Well,
Harlan," John had said, "you've got the same problem I d6 -- you can only
wear one at a time."

After the meal Bob Tucker opened the speechifying by announcing that this:
was the fiftieth year since the publication. of the first American SF maga-
zine, and added thoughtfully: "Fifty years -- that's not too many." A

dead silence greeted this Burbee paraphrase until. I started applauding -- a
commentary on how few trufans attend banquets. The sound of one fan clap-
ping caused Tucker to'point to me and declare, "I'm going to buy YOU a
drink!" Try as I might, though,.-I couldn't locate Tuck afterwards, and I
suppose I1'll have to wait for that drink until I can enjoy it in the first-
class bar of the spaceliner Chuck Harris.
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Most of the speeches at the banquet consisted.of tributes to Heindleint
Even Joe Haldeman was represented, thus destroying the theory that his work
is intended to refute Heinlein's, though I did notice that he was careful
to specify which of Heinlein's periods he admired: "Eighteen years ago I
learned to type by copying stories from The Green Hills of Earth. It was
cheating a little because I knew the stories so well I didn't need to look
at the words."

Sitting through tribute after tribute, I began to wish one of the speakers
would defy convention and offer some adverse criticism. Certainly there
is . .a lot that could be: said, and the formality- of the occasion might pre-
vent Heinlein from walking away from it (as he reportedly does whenever
approached by Alexei Panshin}. Celebrity and success have built a barrier
around him which no negative feedback can penetrate -- and Lazarus Long
himself has pointed out the unfortunate characteristics of a machine that
recelves only positive feedback. Heinlein today is rather like a collap-
sing. star that has left our universe and left only a black hole.

Of all the authors that spoke, only Alfred Bester mouthed anything but pure
praise. ‘He commented that Heinlein "has a tendency to turn into the chief
exec of the USS Toughenough."

Heinlein himself climaxed the banquet with a brief appearance (he had
chosen to make his guest-of-honor speech after the Hugo awards). He dis-
played the bra that von Sternberg had draped over his shoulders during her
strip the previous night and said, "I tramped through five hotels last
night trying to return this." After his laugh, he got another by producing
a pile of Tucker books and asking Bob to autograph them.

When the banquet hall had been cleared and rearranged, an exhibition of
belly dancing followed. Even though this didn't have anything to do with
science fiction, I consented to watch with Terry, rich, Colleen and the
others since the first dancer, Dixie Tracy, was a friend of theirs.. She
was good. The second dancer wasn't nearly so good and the third must have
been intending to clear the hall -- at least that's what she did.

There was nowhere a large party could eat quickly in downtown Kansas City
on a Sunday evening, so our group split into those who didn't want to miss
the Hugo awards and the Heinlein speech to follow, and those whose main
interests lay elsewhere. I found myself on line with Terry, Colleen and
Alicia, munching snack food we'd picked up on the way to the municipal
auditorium. When we got inside we discovered that the con committee had :
reserved the first ten rows (of at least 40 seats per row) "for Hugo nom-
inees" and the box seats at the front of the first balcony for the commit-
tee itself. Finally we reached the top balcony, only to find:Ted, Grant,
Dan, rich and others already there.

The ceremonies started. As each Hugo winner was announced he or she ap-
peared on stage in formal attire, so that when Tucker read off the list of
nominees for best pro editor, one of which was Ted, Grant was able to pre-
dict with uncanny accuracy, "Ted -- I don't think you Hiot et kY

As a matter of fact Ben Bova won it, and accepted with a speech that drew
cheers: *®I'Il never turn one of these down, but after winning for four
years in a row I have to wonder if you aren't doing it just out of habit.
There are a lot of fine editors around -- so I hope you'll think a little
harder next time.® '
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This made a nice contrast to Kelly Freas, who carried off his tenth Hugo
with no apparent qualms, for five in a row. '

Each winner tried to go off stage in the same direction they'd come on and
each had to be redirected by Tuck into the arms of a beautiful young woman
who led them off to 'stage right. At first it seemed amusing how each of
them had to be physically halted and turned around, but at that point I was
still expecting them all to reappear at the end in a chorus line doing a
kick dance and singing something along the lines of "Happy Hugo winners we,
assured of immortalitee." But they were never seen again, raising the
speculation that the con committee had effected a Final Solution to the re-
petitive Hugo winners problem, and each tried to avoid that fate like a
steer in a chute. -

It turned out that the, Grand w#aster of Science Fiction had not bothered to
prepare a speech for the big special event (which, as Ted White commented
later, constituted quite an insult to the convention). He set what seemed
to be-an-alarm watch to go off in half an hour and spoke .off the cuff for
that length of time.

Everyone had been warned that Heinlein did not want his speech recorded,
but there was no moral or practical reason not to take notes for the fol-
lowing paraphrase.

He reminisced, not very informatively, about his boyhood in Kansas City:
he had delivered the K.C. Journal to the Carpenters, whose daughter had
grown up to become Jean Harlow. He mentioned other famous schoolmates,
such as William Powell and Sally Rand, and commented: %I left Kansas City
fifty-one years ago. A friend treated me to a farewell dinner at the
iluehlebach. I never expected to return this way.Y

Referring to his 1941 GoH speech at the Denvention, he mentioned that he'd
predicted we were about to get into a major war. “I won on that,! he said.
1 would rather have lost." For some reason this drew applause -- damned
if I know why, or why Heinlein would rather have had that prediction fail.
At the time of the Denvention the British had been &t war with the Nazis
for almost two years, and Hitler ruled continental Europe. What would the
world be like today if the U.S. hadn't entered that war?

It seemed an odd sentiment from the man who had refused to shake hands with
Werner von Braun.

He tried to tell an anecdote about “a man who was twenty-one before his
first birthday" and told it badly. It seems this fellow was born on Feb-
ruary 29 and on succeeding leap years had missed his birthday by crossing
the: International Date Line, being in Russia when its calendar changed,
and so on.

Finally he came to what was for me -- and I thin< for him -- the heart of
his speech. - :

4I've seen slogans. saying 'Peace and Freedom, % he said. %Well, you can
have peace, or you can have freedom -- but you can't have peace and freedom
at the same time.® There were cheers and boos. %Those of you who booed,*
Heinlein said, %presently you will find that I am right.Y

To back up this statement he added: “This is the two hundredth year of our
republic /-~ the first republic since Rome. !We-have been:fighting for 199
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of those two hundred years.Y (He didn't mention which year we hadn't been
tighting, but obviously by his postulates we couldn't have been free that
year.)

“People speculate on whether there will be atomic wars.® He paused for ef-
fect and added: 2Certainly there will be atomic wars! And, they!'ll 'be’'good
tfor usl The human race was made for trouble -- we thrive on itls

‘The rest was anticlimax. He attempted to SHngs BV eryEhingd s Upcito, Datelin 3
Kansas City" from the musical Oklahoma! in making the pBAnit; tha t she b ojdg-
ing seven stories high -- about .as high's a building oughta GIONESSERNES o bl
near by and was worth taking a look at. And he admitted to having a mistake
among his predictions in his 1952 article in Galaxy. He had predicted great
advances in housing, but “most of the people in the United States still

live in masonry tents.Ht

Suddenly the alarm went off. Heinlein cut off his speech ~- ‘in the middle
of a sentence as near as I could tell from the top balcony -- and strode
0off the platform. The convention committee's special event, for which they
had encouraged fans to don formal attire, was over.

1t certain by @idn 't 'compareil Lo/ hid.eeaie speech at the Denvention, "The Dis-
covery of the Future," which has been reprinted over and over, most recently
I think in Vertex.

But in a sense it had value. It was extemporaneous Heinlein, and if it was
rambling and unstructured, it was also sincere. No one having heard it
could contend that the message of his recent books has been garbled or mis-
interpreted. Heinlein means what he says.. Jubal Harshaw might well charac-
terize his creator's pronouncements as "speaking ex cathedra from his belly-
button" but clearly to Heinlein they are selfevidently true and require no
supporting argument. As much support as he cares to give them may be found
in his books. (For instance’if you want to find out how a nuclear war could
be "good for" the human race, read the conversations of Hugh Farnham in the
first part of Farnham's Freehold.) This never results in any deep examina-
tion of the question at hand because in Heinlein's recent books there is
never anyone with intellect and honesty and strength of character who op-
poses the protagonist. Because of this, what could be stimulating and ex-
citing science fiction turns into rubbishy propaganda.

The “speeth thedd valie too fod the Hndight it sffared Snto Heinlein's own
character. Years ago Willis wrote to someone in FAPA, "How can you contem-
plate so casually the prospect of atomic war? It sickens me to see nice
people who would probably be horrified to see a little girl burnt to death
contemplate so casually the even crueller i e oREmit ] 5 0 1S of stRem . 5,
It's this lack of imagination and not real evil that causes man's inhumanity
D Fmamipy!

Here before us was the embodiment of this contradiction -- for the same
Heinlein who thought atomic war would be beneficial to the human race had
exerted himself mightily to encourage donations of blood to avert the "sort
of unnecessary tragedy" that is "common any 3-day weekend" in the United
States. Why the victims of traffic accidents should be objects of compas-
sion and the victims of nuclear bombs not I don't know. Perhaps Heinlein
has seen a traffic accident. '

But there was hope. Heinlein had admitted being wrong in his prediction on
housing. (Even though he did blame® "special interests" for retarding progress
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in that field.) So he wasn't infallible after all, even speaking ex cathe-
dra-in his naval way, and that meant maybe there wouldn't be ‘a nuclear war
and we could have peace and freedom at the same time.

To me Heinlein now greatly resembles that frequent object of science-fic-
tional scorn, the head of the U.S. patent office in the late nineteenth
century who allegedly resigned “because there is nothing left to invent.®
Humanity has invented more and more complex forms of social organization
throughout history. Nationalism and capitalism are such inventions. Con-
trolling atomic weapons and achieving mastery of space require new and
better ones -- otherwise the human race won't make it. In this sense Hein-
lein's view of the future is as anachronistic as exploring the solar system
in a hot-air balloon.

Nor is it harmless. The uncertainty principle -~ that the observer changes
the observed -- applies to the future, too.. The men in Europe who looked
forward with eagerness to the first world war helped make it happen simply
by their belief in its glory and necessity. Those few who saw that it would
be ruinous even for the "winner" have been thoroughly vindicated. Take a
look at Europe's place in the world now compared to the power 1t enjoyed
before 1914.

I thought I had been prepared for the Heinlein speech -- Heinlein had once
been an heroic father figure for me, one I relinquished only reluctantly
during the sixties -- but apparently the impact was greater than I had ex-

pected: rich brown practically had to lead me back to the hotel, and once
there 1 stumbled down a short flight of stairs.

It was time to eat at last. The problem was to find something open. As a
start we resolved that under no circumstances would we dine at the Pion@er
(Gadalntals

The resolution held only until we had established that there was nothing --
nothing at all -- open on Sunday night in downtown Kansas City except the
Pioneer Grill. Then we reassessed our options and faced our fate bravely
like true Heinlein survivor types. Amazingly, the service had deteriorated.
1 had been certain it had already reached its slow, sloppy and discourteous
ultimate, but no. This tended to confirm the old Heinlein view that human
ingenuity would always exceed the forecasts of timid prophets. :

Then we began looking for some of the parties we had been invited to. The
search was in vain. After several tries we settled on the eigth floor in
front of the elevators, creating a mini-party of our own. - Other people
joined us. One was Dave Rowe, an English fan wearing a bright red outfit.
As we were sitting and chatting about the fact that we had come almost 5000
miles to meet after failing to run into each other at several monthly One
Tuns, young women walked by and complimented Dave on his Cockney accent,
which he does to perfection. For my part I learned how to pronounce Bow
Bells. . I'm not telling, though. Come .on over .in *'79 ‘and find 6ut for
yourself.

Presently we were joined by a round-faced man named Tom Collins, who started
trying to sell Terry a Goon magazine. "No," said Terry politely, "I don't "
think I'm interested enough in the Goons to subscribe to a Goon fanzine."
"It's not a Goon fanzine," said Collins, "it just tells you where the Goons
are now, what they're doing, when their shows are replayed, and so forth."
Obviously this sounded quite a lot like a Goon fanzine to Terry, but he was
quite incapable of coming right out and flatly contradisting Collins and
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“the conversation continded along the same lines. It was in a sense the
tragedy of Terry to-be defeated by his own strength. All during the con-
vention he had been acting as a turn-on. Now he had turned on someone he
(HeAHLGRY qhes 10 DEeTv s ey

T caught the eyes of my other companions and we made our ecscape with ex-
cuses as flimsy as toilet paper. When we were safely out of earshot I ask-
ed in all innocence: "Who is that man?" Colleen Brown explained that he

was 1n reality the Reverend Goon, whc with his loyal followers the Goonies

was revolutionizing attitudes toward humor.

We began exploring the hotel, searching for bheer, a resource which had
been cut off abruptly Saturday afternoon by the blue laws of the middle
west before those of us from more cosmopolitan communities had made a sober
assessment of the situation.! We found a small cache in a room where two
young men were dialling a computeér terminal into various dial-up computer

systems around the country. "I'm the second best computer thief in the
country," said one as he attempted to guess the password that would give
him access to the computer. "Oh really?" I asked with professional inter-

est as Colleen visited the bathroom and emerged with cans of the magic
brew.

Shortly afterwards we found another room containing the remnants of a party,
"I see you're from Philadelphia, Mississippi," I said to the host, quickly
divining this fact by reading his convention badge. :

"No," he responded, "Philadelphia, Mississippi, dammit!"

"Why dammit?" I asked, noticing that this word did indeed appear on the
nadge.

‘‘hey sent all my progress reports and membership card and everything else
to Philadelphia, Pennsylvania," he explained, "and when I wrote letters
aoout it they must have sent the answers K reieieo S5 31 ame $orfthish con+
vention with nothing but a canceled check. " Philadelphia, Mississippi,
giained brief fame in 1964 when three civil-rights workers were killed there
by men who were subsequently let off in a gury-tnialy - soil saskediafter
Sheriff Rainey, who the FBI testimony had said was one of the kit lepsy: - Tt
was a relief to learn that he was no longer sheriff.

Eventually Terry and others joined us in our fruitless search through the
hotel for an active, open party. It was like the last scene in a play as
everyone gathered on the 14th floor, from Paul Williams to the fan .from
Mississippi. We accepted the inevitable and adjourned to the swimming
pool, which was located outside between the two wings of the hotel, on the
fifth floor level. As a retailiatory blow against midwestern morality, .the
pool had been liberated. 1In my case avoirdupois destroys the poise needed
for skinny-dipping (as my wife's brother-in-law Lee Hart commented later,
it would have to be called fat-dipping), but I admired the fans who did
take off their clothes and jump in. 1In fact I admired them so much that
one young woman commented icily, ®Haven't you ever seen one before?? and I
tried to pretend without notable ‘success that I had actually been staring
at the unusually interesting sun umbrella just beyond her.

About 5 a.m. Terry brought the 40-odd copies of MOTA that I would mail in
England over to my room in the Dixon. Four of us -<- M SRRy 5 Ladiololal D)
Berry, and rich browq -- sat around for a while, discussing the con. - John
Berry marveled that my room in the overflow hotel cost only half what he
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was paying to stay in the Muehlebach, right across the street; considering
the crowds on the elevators in the main hotel, probably I could go from my
room to the Muehlebach lobby or vice versa faster than he could. Finally

we went downstairs and said an exhausted goodbye. After they left I allow-
ed myself to be enticed once again into the Pioneer Grill by a group of fans
around Ted White. I was trying to give these new friends the attention

they deserved when a Pioneer Grill waitress arrived and demanded our orders.
Yes, demanded. She stood several booths away and yelled, "You guys ready

to order yet?" What little adrenalin I had left surged into my veins and

I rose and explained that I had had enough of the Pioneer Grill for one life-
time, and went upstairs for a few hours of sleep.

e K i

I was up around 9, made a last tour of the huckster room, and ran into
Terry and the Browns in the lobby of the Muehlebach. They would be driving
to Terry's parents' home in Windsor, Missouri, for a visit before heading
back home. Then I went back and checked out and just managed to catch the
alrport bus.

Another fan was returning on the same flight -- Polly Riddle, the wife of
Ira Riddle, who is the son of Charles Lee Riddle, an oldtime fan who was
noted for getting out his fanzine PEON even while he was in theiNavy. Polly
wore the trinket that Heinlein had passed out to blood donors' who attended
his.‘receptions -- a heart with the letters S F on'its two lobes. She hadn't
seen aniything objectionable about the Heinlein speech but did inquire po-
litely whether I had been offended by the Sandra Patia von Sternberg strip
at the costume competition, hastening to add that she did not oppose all
striptease but thought this one had been in bad taste and possibly illegal
in view of the fact that minors had been in the audience. I replied as
tactfully as possible that I wished I had seen it firsthand rather than by
television in order to give her a better informed answer.

Polly Riddle wasn't alone in this odd attitude that the striptease and the
belly dances -- celebrations of the beauty of the human body and its po-
tential for joy -- were out of place at a science fiction convention while
the prophet of nuclear warfare and contempt for humanity held the seat of °
honor. Yet the mental contortions involved in believing that sex is bad
for the human race while hard radiation is good for it constitute the real
obscenity. And the real sexism too. :

It was from Polly that I learned what the much-touted receptions that -
Heinlein had held for blood donors had actually been like. His ads in Pro-
gress Reports 4 -and 5 had said that because of an incident in 1969 when

five strangers gave blood to save his life, "every volunteer donor is my
blood brother or sister, whom I want to know and appreciate." But apparent-
ly this knowing and appreciating consists chiefly of signing autographs.
"You could get on line and get one book autographed," Polly explained, "and
you could get on line as many times as you wanted, with one book each time."
From another source I heard that Heinlein autographed only his own books --
no inscribing program books or bhooklets or plain autographs on a piece of
paper. Even in thanking the blood donors who symbolically saved his 1life,
Heinlein apparently follows his sound commercial instincts. ‘

There was no time at Polly's reception for anything other than autography,
such as talking with Heinlein. Admittedly she had attended the overflow
reception held Monday morning -- maybe the others were different.
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Acéording toiNew.York magazine, most of the blood
avalilable for transfusions in the U.S. comes from
commercial institutions with questionable prac-

S tices, and there 'is. a very real danger of surviv-
R ing a minor operation only to die from receiving
;./ a 'small transfusion of diseased blood. So real in

tfact that members of the medical profession speci-
fy when hospitalized that they are to receive not
blood but plasma extender, a saline solution that
can replace blood in minor transfusions. You
might say that blood is sicker than water.

Nevertheless it was odd to reflect that at a pre-
¥ ) vious worldcon, Heinlein had been engaging in the
Jehes Ak water sharing ritual with water brothers and sis-
o3y ters just as if his fictional Martian religion
oo really meant something. Now, after his 1969 ex-
perience, it was blood brothers and sisters.

.

TV,
|

e~

And I understand he would like to see blood dona-
tions become a regular part of science fiction
conventions.

It's a temptation to call this bloody nonsense.
hadn't this same man been saying Sunday night
that atomic war would be good for the human race? Hadn't he written a book
that explains how such a war will "improve the breed"? What right has such
a man to ask us to donate blood? Does he have the right to be blood-thirsty
in both of these different ways?

But there was another Heinlein once. Whose ill health ended his career in
the navy, and tnhen destroyed his attempt to study physics. Who “became a
writer because it was the only way I could make a living without actually

stealing.”" Who sent Sturgeon a hundred ideas and a hundred dollars when
his fellow author was faced with a writing block. Who believed in democracy
and didn't divide the human race into "mathematicians and zeroes." Who re-

tused to shake hands with the scientist that built the V-2 for Hitler.

If there's anything left of that Heinlein it must lie in his caring about
people who might die for lack of blood for a transfusion. He doesn't sug-
gest with Hugh Farnham that letting them die might improve the breed. He
doesn't hold with Jubal Harshaw that the way ‘to cure hemophilia. is to ‘let
hemophiliacs bleed to death. He forgets to be "tough" and just cares about
them as fellow human beings. Blood relations, you might say.

I hope we do this -- and I hope we make it clear which Heinlein we honor
by delng*it. | Blood will ‘tell.

o

The next Saturday I drove from New Jersey down to Terry's place in Arling-
ton, Virginia, a suburb of Washington, D.C. I wanted to visit Terry and
Craig and to see the Aerospace Museum. The rest of the family was commit-
ted to a gathering of my wife's relatives, so only 3-year-old Alix Anne
came with me. There was plenty of room in the VW camper.

We .arrived later than I expected -- about ten at night -- but in the
Hughes Batcave the night was young. By a stroke of luck John D. Berry was
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also visiting that weekend. (Nevertheless Terry clearly indicated who his
favorite fan was by giving me and Alix Anne his waterbed when it came time
to retire.) The Browns were there, and Ted White and Dan Steffan came by
to watch early morning television and make fan gdbT T - T hradie! £beenyabl e
to get to the con, a visit to this fannish focal point would have made a
good substitute.

Next day Terry, Dan, Golleen, Alicia, Alix Anne and I set out for the mu-
seum in the camper. From the driver's seat I could hear little Alix unwit-
tingly raising my fannish status by quoting things Mrs. Willis had told her.
There was no reason to spoil matters by mentioning that this Mrs. Willis
was our cleaning lady.

The museum was a thing of wonder. We spent most the afternoon there and
stild didn't ‘get to ' seé’ everything:' I deeply enjoyed walking through the
backup Skylab since I'd just been reading about the real Skylab in the New
Yorker, and I liked seeing "The Spirit of St. Louis" again after twenty-one
years -- it used to hang from the ceiling of an incredibly crowded room in
the old red brick Smithsonian Institution building, looking like something
stored in an attic; now it has a place of honor and with the glass wall
beyond it you can almost picture it in flight.

That evening Colleen prepared a delicious meal with no apparent effort and
Terry's place was the site of another fannish party. What a fabulous fan-
nish way to live. Again I was struck at how much I had hankered for fan-
nish friends, missing something I had never really experienced. It is il-
lustrated as well as anything by the reaction I got when I mentioned in
passing how a former co-worker and I had created Zen Vaudeville. "Zen
Vaudeville! Tell us about Zen Vaudevillel!" I stalled for time. Was it
even possible to communicate something as private as this old in-joke?
Especially since the friendship that it had been part of had long since
dissolved in the acid of jealousy? "Probably not" was the only sane answer
--but if it could be done at all, certainly this was the company it could
be’done in.; S0 I tried ‘telling.a“koan ‘i'n the Zeh 'Vaudeville manhnet’

But it had been a long time, hadn't it, and I was steeped in various in-
toxicants. My timing was off -- I couldn't make my toes go "clickety-tap!"
as in "The Night the VOID Boys Played the Palace" -- and the punch line of
the koan eluded me. Nor was there a Philistine in the audience to play
straight man. John Berry however did manage to recognize the koan and re-
toldN i ain: Sedcon SZeptash Toh £+ so at leastyit Wasn? tioas total lods . Herets
the version of it I like best:

The master Gutei made a practice of raising his finger whenever
he explained a question about Zen. A very young disciple began to
imitate him, and every time Gutei raised his finger when he
preached, ‘this boy would raise his finger too. Everybody laughed.

One day Gutei caught ‘him at it. He took the boy's hand, whipped
out a knife, cut off the finger and threw it away. The boy
walked off howling. ;

"Stop!l" shouted Gutei. The boy stopped, and looked at the
master through his tears. Gutei raised his finger. The boy
raised his finger. Then suddenly he realized it wasn't there.
He hesitated a moment:

Then he bowed.: - ' £



Zen and fandom have a lot in common.

-- Tom Perry --
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Someone recently sent me some very crudely drawn artwork without a return
address or name. The art was signed SKhRg eyt andiNtite refore,. . I..can only
assume that some fugghead thought he could imitate Jay Kinney's art and
pabsAltr o i ol e P Eandi et e faneds). This'is a ridiculous assumption

on his/her part because the humor has no punch at all and the drawings
are so poorly done that no one would ever use them. The work, of course,
does not look at all like Jay's; the signature is .the PRAYs ‘Thingsthat
comes anywhere near it. The envelope was postmarked "Crawfordsville, IN"
but no one on my mailing list has such an address. This "Kinney"™ art
stunt and the written contribution I received from "Randy Fecker" have
convinced that the fuggheads are out in force. Unfortunately, they have
my address. ;
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Once, lohg ago, a lonely fan lived in New Jersey. He was young. He had
pimples. Girls didn't like him.

"Well, ahahaha!" cried the young fan. "I don't care about girls. It just
leaves me more time for f*a*n*a*c!" And so saying he sat down to draw a
cartoon series about another New Jersey fan who sold ice cream for a liv-
ing. The young fan: liked to poke fun at older, more sedate fans. It

made up for the emptiness in his own life, and might even distract others
from noticing it. Hhd

“Oh, boy!" the young fan said, as he began the third panel of his cartoon
strip. "This is really fun!" ' The third panel showed his cartoon charac-
ter ("Uncle Ned") getting a Good Humorous bar shoved in his ear. "This
will set all: fandom on- fire!" the young fan chortled. "Maybe it'll even
start a new c*a*t*c*h*p*h*r*a*s*e -- maybe in a few months everyone in
fandom will be picking up on my punchllne and saying 'Stick it in your
ear!'!t" %

He was right. In exactly four months and three days, he overheard a fat
woman in a purple pokadot dress telling another woman at that year's
Lunacon, "Stick it in your ear!" He felt fulfilled. "Fame is mine!" he
chortled to himself. "Maybe I'll even get a Hugo nomination!" (He knew
he wouldn't win the Hugo for Best New Fanphrase -- this was, after all,
the same year in which another fan had coined "I have a piece of chlcken
stuck in my teeth" -- but just getting on the ballot and having his name
read among the nominees at the Annual Hugo Awards Banquet would be egoboo
enough.)

By then he had his "Uncle Ned" cartoon strip running in two Hugo-award-
winning fanzines and one up-and-comer. He drew the strip with a light-
blue ballpoint pen (one with'a thick line) which was impossible to see (to
trace) beneath a blue. stencil, and invisible to an electro-stencil machine.
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In later years he liked to say, mod-
estly, that he figured he'd been
instrumental in causing fandom's
conversion to green stencils. (On°
fan editor who happened to overhea
that remark said, later, that l_ght
blue ball-point pen lines were ncar-
ly as hard to see through a green
stencil, especially if your drawing
plate wasn't crystal clean. But
those who heard him put hic state-
ment down as sour-grapes; he‘'d been
caught with ten quires of blue sten-
cils on hand when the chang=s to
green stencils was mandated by the
N3F -- whose Mss. Bureau refused

to send out pieces to faneds who
didn't use green stencils.)

The young fan's success was over-
whelming. So overwhelming, in fact,
that he found himself overwhelmed
by it. And then, suddenly, the

real Uncle Ned died.

With his source of inspiration dead,
‘and the continuation of his cartoon
strip rejected by his editors as
‘hadstaste bvlliod d wanted: to do:;
"Uncle Ned Goes ‘To Heaven" and have
Uncle Ned selllng ice cream to F.T.
Laney...), the young fan entecred a
period of deep depression. - He
‘'spent most of his time locked in-
side a closet, under the door of
which his mother slipped him cold
TV dinners. He said later that he
developed quite 'a fondness for cold
TV dinners during this period. He
especially liked to lick them when
they were fresh from the freezer
and  covered with tiny ice crystals.
“Once in a while my tongue would
stick to the metal -- you know,
freezing to it for a moment. That
was when I first began to experlence
true emotlonal MaturiEy

Coming out of his closet after six
years of self-imposed confinement,
the young fan began a new- careey:
for himself. ‘He became a mu51c1an

"I discovered that each TV dlnner
P - “"tray has a sllghtly dlfferent reson-
o EG S s et i ded B S T i G espec1ally if you leave bits
: el B b S 8 of old food in some of the' compart—
¢ SR AT attie "ments.. I found that Swanson's
trays had, when rubbed with leather,



an amazingly genuine woodwind sound, while Morton's trays could be struck
together tc  recreate the brass sound of Guy Lombardo's magnific.nt orches-
tra. When the Hungry ¥an Dinners came out, myv orchestra was complete, and
I began meaorizing all of Pat Boone's old hits and performing thewm on my
collection of trays at such exciting Village botes as Max's Kansas Kondom,
the Village Gatehouse,. and Gem's Spax."

IFame beckoned.

For a time £fandom was-fdrgotten and he found himself caught up in the glit-
tering whirl of superstardom. Apgp:arances on Ed Sullivan's show, then
Lawrence wWelk's band made room for him as a soloist after Pete Fountain
left. ' '

But the big time took its toll. The heavy pace was demanding. He fell back
on an old:habit: < drugs:

As a neofen he'd sniffed corflu, and, when he could, the just-run pages
from a Ditto machine. Later, as a hobby, he'd collected the butts of men-
tholated cigarets from ashirays and gutters and boiled the butts in chicken
broth. "It really wires me up, man," he told one friend during this per-
iod. Alas, it came to an unhappy end when he was collected by a street-
sweeping machine while crawling the gutters of Manhattan's 52nd St.

During his recuperation and drying-out period at the City Dump he had time
to reflect upon the many turns his life had taken and the sense of loss
he felt when he'd left fandom behind for the bright lights of Broadway.

It was time to return to fandom! Yes, and perhaps they'd even remember
him. He was, after all, the one who'd coined that famous fannish phrase,
rSE ik MRt yonr  SiREn "

He found a battered page from a recent KARASS at the Dump, and checked the
listings of conventions. Yes, there was one in New York City this very
weekend! He'd go, and startle all his old friends with his return!

#

A shambling figure lurched into the lobby of the once-magnificent Statler-
Hilton and looked around with satisfaction. Winos dozed on the lounges.
He felt immediately at home.

"Hey, man," he said, accosting the nearest person. "Where's the con?" He
winked, a knowing wink.

The nearest person was an adolescent wearing pointed ears and shaved eye-
brows. He pointed something that looked like a transister radio at the
shambling figure and said in a cracking vgice, "Zap? Zap? Goshwowboyoboy! "
Then he pointed in the direction of the régistration area.

The no-longer-young fan grinned, exposing his pitted, bleeding toothless
gums. "Hey, thanks, kid," he said. "Stick it in yer ear, heh heh."

The next two hours were a heady experience for him. Almost immediately

he ran into several of his old croneys; they were selling dirty 8-pagers
in the huckster room to twelve-year-old girls wearing "I Like Spock" but-
tons. They greeted him with cries of delight and immediately pressed him
- for stories about his days as a musician.
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. truck,

"Uh, yeah," he said, "I've hobbed
and I've nobbed with the great and
the near-great, as well as a few
you've never heard of." And he
proceded to tell them more than
they'd ever wanted to know about
the great, the near-great, and the
few they‘d never heard of. '

After an hour of this, one of them
led him out to the street and
pushed. him in front of a truck
which hit and killed him.

"It was a Swanson's TV Dinner
" the o0ld croney S, G T
thought it was poetic justice."

+ the phabulous phantom +
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Lee Hoffman sends her thanks
to those of you who have written
to her in response to the issue
of SCIENCE FICTION FIVE YEARLY
we published last November.
She sends her apologies for not
being skle to reply to all of
those notes. I really enjoyed
working on the fanzine with
LeeH and I am eagerly awaiting
the next issue, which according
schedule will be out in 1981,
Bob Silverberg has already sent
Pns RS FceitrIbwti'on for that
~seventh issue.

.



The universe is either a confusion, and a mutual involution of
things, and a dispersion; or it is unity and order and providence.
If then it is the former, why do I desire to tarry in a fortuitous
combination of things and such a disorder? ;

~- Marcus Aurelius

Having done what men could, they suffered what men must.
S MREY.C V' des

1 have purposedly avoided weighting down my essary with theory,
for which reason many things must remain obscure and unexplained.
== 'Carl*Jung

This all happened the year before the Night of Terrible Gilbert on which I
discoursed in .these pages 2)4 years ago. Most of it takes place in 1966
and a little of it in 1965 and, for those of the younger set who lacked the
singular good fortune and misery to stride into (supposed) adulthood then,
much needs explaining. (Actually, I have never strode into anything. I
tend to lurch blindly ahead, reeling from side to side. Several times I
have crawled. Of late, I keep perfectly still, with my head down.)

Things were different then. Take, for instance, dormitories. Probably no-
body in college now (unless he goes to Harding College or Bob Jones Univer-
sity) lives under such circumstances. Just the other day I learned that
the University of Missouri is contemplating a coed dormitory. Ten years
ago, the University would have been more likely to have announced that it
was seriously considering the establishment of a College of Criminal Insan-
ity.and Interracial Buggerypokery.

27



TuE O8TH USE There we were, most of

TE e S fJNgU;}K?, us away from home for

7 P A GRS et time Sledh Tl
e rated, bored, scared,

' horney and with an aver-

age IQ of 44, with the

awful peasant cunning of

the undergraduate deter-

mined to avoid as much

R S AR G S Y - S honest work as possible.
ﬂwfiﬁ“bwf“ﬁ R T i We were housed in an old
PR P R e Rl iy stone barn that looked
Ry by o ksl T AT s like miles and miles of

R‘_:’—.J ' A ! DBl St L0 the Men's john in the
Tl e ' R i SR e i Cincinnati bus station,

with horrible shit-color-

cd'walls that resisted

the most determined ef-
torts to decorate, with noisy leaking radiators and showers without curtains
and toilet stools covered with barf, with a cafeteria that took the left-
over vegetables and put them in jello and served them up as something we
called "the Crawling Mystery Salad" and which had 27 uses for hamburger.
The only legitimate amusements possible inside the dorm were television,
masturbation and endless discussions of whether or not somebody, anybody,
anywhere in the whole wide world, was getting laid, not even regularly, but
at all. We were a fumbling, ludicrous, misfitted, misbegotten, despicable,
depraved garrison in an immense fort on the very farthest frontiers of Ab-
surdity, mercenaries in reverse since we were paying for the privilege.

Ah, but I want you to know that there were illegitimate amusements in plen-
ty! I had a reputation as a practical joker which I will elaborate on some
other time, except to continue to deny that it was I who put the honey on
the toilet seat. We could insult the House Queer (and every house -- dorm
tloors were called houses -- had one regardless of his predelictions in
that area. Somebody wanting a Masters Degree in Headshrinking ought to
check into what factors determine who becomes the House Queer. I always
thought that, to be fair, it ought to be done on rotation but failed to set
an example by volunteering.) And we could get drunk. -

"We could get drunk." What memories those four simple words recall! There
were so many ways to do it. There were a couple of bars on campus that were
not known for adhering closely to the laws on underage drinking. One of
them, the Shack (Remember a song from the Fifties called "The Green DopE-2
It was about the Shack and, yes, it's still on the jukebox and, yes, the
green door ¥s still “thepely) “still: dxists under new management and I go there
a couple of times a year to meditate<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>