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The last time I wrote a book review was when I cut e SstEn s oY the
very first issue of MOTA. At the time 1 felt that I had importent things
to say about some books and that first issue seemed like an excellent
place to make some revelations. The main revelation turned out to be

that I could write a book review column that was every bit«as dreadful as
those that can be found in most first issue fanzines. (This is something
I try to bear in mind as I read the fresh new fanzines that reach me. I
know that one day those fanzine editors will be every bit as embarrassed
about such early efforts as I am.) By the time I was working. on my second
issue, I had already decided that my opinions on books would seem consid-
erably more profound if I kept them to myself, because as long as I kept
my mouth shut there was very little chance of SN Do tvicaGeiit = 1 nf- it
I learned from my expériences and no longer discuss books. Nowadays I
just express my not-so-profound thoughts on fanzines like the two recent
fanthologies. '

Before I delve into the topic, however, I should admit to being prejudiced
in favor of fanthologies in general. I consider the idea of an anthology
of the best fan writing of a given year to be worthwhile to both the fans
of the time and to those who will .encounter fanzine fandom later. When
you consider that most fanzines have small circulation figures and that
readership overlap between different fanzines frequently can be minimal
(particularly with regard to fanzines from different SOn e itaes e S §
i1s obvious that such a collection .may well contain sicIslEE 0171 Y wr it en
material that went unseen or unread by most .of fandom. A fanthology gives
everyone another chance and serves as a showcase for the many gifted
writers in fandom. Yet there have been few of them actually published
because in addition to being a great idea, fanthologies are also a great
deal of work. On top of all the usual drudgery associated with doing a
big, thick fanzine, the fanthologist has 1t otgosbackthrohdh the fanzines
published during the year under consideration aned select the material

to be reprinted. Ah yes, selecting the material. The editor can be
assured of winning the affection of the fans whose material is included
and angering the many fans who didn't make it but who niesghtsthey “shbuld
have. Producing a fanthology is no easy undertaking and anyone who does
it deserves a pat on the beanie.

Amazingly, 1977 saw the publication of two fanthologies: Bruce D. Arthurs
came out with FANTHOLOGY 75 in the summer and Victoria Vayne published
FANTHOLOGY 76 in the fall. Comparing fanthologies covering two consecu-
tive years i1s more of a temptation than I can-resist, but when I got down
to the business of actually comparing them there were far fewer similar-
ities than I had expected. The most startling fact about these two
fanthologies is that no fan writer appears in both of them.
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FANTHOLOGY 7% has reprinted material by Dainis Bisenieks, John Kusske
(twice), John Brosnan, Dave Jenrette (twice), Mike Glicksohn, Donn Brazier,
Jeff Schalles, Dave Locke (twice), Gene Wolfe, Mike O'Brien, Dave Hulan,
Robert Bloch, D. Carol Roberts (art), Bill Fesselmeyer, Susan Wood, David
Miller, Henry Holtzmann, Ed Cagle, James White, Phil Foglio (art), Bruce

D. Arthurs (!), and Alexis Gilliland (new art). FANTHOLOGY 76 features

Bob  Shaw, " Jam  Barkers(3pt )i,  1J. (PMSarare!; Taral Wayne MacDorald -(art),
Mark M. Keller, Harry Warner, Jr., Reed Waller (art), Linda Bushyager,

Leroy Kettle (twice), Mae Strelkov, Lou Stathis, Aljo Svoboda, D. H. Carter,
Bob Tucker, Dan Steffan (art), Don D'Ammassa, Tom Perry, Grant Canfield
(text and art), Bob Wilson, David Emerson, Lee Hoffman, and Alexis Gilliland
(8 Btk 7 T S CE S e e Tipress versBMEsesas “fane Vet 135, yiou “cah see, only
Alexis Gilliland is present in both volumes, each time as an artist -- the
FANTHOLOGY 75 material was new while the FANTHOLOGY 76 art was reprinted.
Most writers had only one piece chosen, although three times Bruce D.
Arthursiselected two oDieces by chel personr. and Viétoria Vayne did so once.

That no writer appears in bcth volumes does not mean that fan writers who
were chosen failed to preoduce worthwhile pieces for the other year, instead
it serves to show without decukbt that Bruce D. Arthurs and Victoria V yne
have differing ideas as to what constitutes the best fan Wni iR getias 'given
year. It 1s quite pcssible that they could have both covered the same year
andvhattyrielatinv ey tew  duip it a fHioRst 0t it les., 20t all boils down' to a
matter of personal taste. I know that both collections failed to include
pieces and writers that I would have selected and both containe% pieces

thaits Th Wewld: have..omitted. Anyone would probably have a similar teeling
unless s/he was the editor of the tanthology. For the most part though, I
found the selections commendable. Both volumes contain a great deal of
highly enjoyable reading material. The selections are heavily slanted
toward the humorous and faanish, which is how I think it should be. I
should point out that Victoria did include some serious articles, such as

a discussion of the history and biology of a Poul Anderson novel and a
review of .a Reifenstal movie. Expect to laugh when you read these volumes'
and don't be disappointed that they are not made up of the best book reviewsg
from the first issues published each year. '

While no writer is represented in both collections, there is some duplica-

tion when it :comes to sources. Both FANTHOLOGY 75 and FANTHOLOGY 76 .chose

material that originally appeared in RUNE, MYTHOLOGIES, XENIUM, KRATOPHANY,
SIMULACRUM, KARASS/FALSE KARASS, and #OTA. The remaining pieces were from
separate sources for each volume.

The majority of the selections first appeared in fanzines published in the
United States, but fanzines' from Canada.and the United Kingdom are well
Tepresented. I was more than a little surprised that nothing was chosen
from an Australian fanzine., I don't know if this was because Bruce and/or
Victoria didn't get many fanzines from there or if either or - %oth of them
decided that nothing published in an Australian fanzine warranted reprint-
ing, “Wbespite this Australian’ ovezdsight,has 'a delightful international
flavor (and flavour). ' ' s

1t is worth noting that each collection contained a piece concerning Mike
Glicksohn, written by someone other than Mike Glicksohn. In addieion;MtheTe
was a story in each about Bob Tucker, again written by someone other than
Mike Glicksohn (or Bob -Tucker). If any of you have your sights set on ap-
pearing in future fanthologies, you might want to bear this in mind. (A
piece about both iike and Bob could be a potential shoe-in.)

The difference in editorial tastes between Bruce D. Arthurs and Victoria
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Vayne as evidenced by the total lack of duplication in writer selection
is clearly shown by the physical appearance of the two famtholpgiesy  “The
gl il a-c @hte it ot g tanthology is what matters, but while the physical
appearance is of relatively minor importance, it is worth mentioning be-
cause of the dramatic difference between the two. Each is on 8K%x11 paper,
each has heavy weight geversdock’ yand ‘each'-has roughly 100 pages, but the
similarity in packaging ends there, Victoria has done hers in a tlashy,
magazine-like style, while Bruce's is moré conservative and book-1like.
Each page of FANTHOLOGY 76 is in a box (a border on all four sides), giving
a8 controlled/contained feel. Bruce did not bother with such borders.

For a contents page, Victoria had several small boxes GemRadning titles
and authors floating on a double page spread before a background of
"FANTHOLOGY 76"'s. FANTHOLOGY 75 had a simple hand-stencilled contents
heading and a straight listing of contents. While Bruce had an Alexis
Gilliland cartoon for a cover, Victoria simply had FANTHULOGY 76 with two
BT ack  biars tikad Tran along the right hand edge, creating an.effect that
reminded me of nothing s0 much as of a high school yearbook. These dif-
ferences are intrinsic parts of each fanthology, reflecting the interests
od “theieditor.

FANTHOLOGY 76 stresses variety by using a number of different presstype
styles and point sizes.. 1n contrast, FANTHOLOGY 75 tried for a feeling

of consistency by having the same presstype style and layout for cach
heading in the volume. To further this feeling, Bruce had one fan artist,
Alexis Gilliland, do all the artwork for FANTHELEGEY . o it th TiHe exception
of two cne-page comic strips (one by Phil Foglio and the other bys D Cano]l
Roberts) which were reprinted. By using this method, Bruce was able to
have néw illustrations done specifically for pEaigtasee Ty “evcmyE Slae.ta oni,
When it came to choosing one artist to do all the illustrations for his
fanthology, Bruce made an excellent choice in Alexis Gilliland. Alexis
has one of the quickest and most agile wits of any fan artist and he turns
out a phenominal number of cartoon gems - each. year=u:His-hlimorods i1 lus=
trations .give FANTHOLOGY 75 a feeling of continuity and completeness within
itself.

Takin. the opposite track, Victoria Vayne reprinted the original illustra-
tions tor the written material, when those illustrations were done spe-
CifTaadalsy SO Lie- Pretes. 1 This practice gives the impression of a truly
complete reprint as well as furnishing the fanthology with a variety of
arit¥istydes -\ PEodifs'o’ soff ers artwork headings instead of just presstype
BlRess: Wihe Sartdetesreprinted :== Jim Barker, Grant Canfield, Alexis
Gilliland, Dan Steffan, and Reed Waller -- all have very distinct styles
and each is a gifted fan artist. 1In keeping with the variety theme, each
artist appears on only one written piece. (Also reprinted was a full page
drawing, complete in itself, by Taral Wayne MacDonald that Victoria used
as an effective frontispiece for FANTHOLOGY 76m2)52 The  notions: ot reprinting
the original art along with the text is an excellent emey Wt 1 e dhe
major drawback: comparatively few fanzines have artwork done expressly

to illustrate a written piece. Only 5 of the piece in this collection-are
illustrated and these 5 are from just 3 fanzines. (MAYA, SCIENCE EIGTION
FIVE-YEARLY, and MOTA), which means that the rest appear without illus-
PEaRDI S MO Bl RE € e, i N DT necessarily a bad thing, since any writ-
ten contribution chosen for a fanthology (or any fanzine for that matter)
should be strong enough to stand alone, without the support of artwork.

This technique of Victoria's gave me an idea. Fanthologies are geared to
present the best fan writing of a given year, but given today's access to
“electrostencilling there is no reason why a fan art section could not be

included. This way the excellent art that does not illustrate a top notch
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article, or any article, can be included in addition to those pleces of
art that do go with good pieces of writing. Afterall, FANTHOLOGY 76 did
not include any art by William Rotsler, -Steve Stiles, Jay Kinney, Joe
Statmgeted 4 (Tt certadn lyivE s ol e thing to come up with tnese
suggestions, knowing full well that I will never have to do the work of
implementing them.)

The major physical flaw with FANTHULOGY 75 is that Bruce D. Arthurs failed
to number the pages of the issue. It would not have taken long to have
done- so ~- particularly in comparison with the time involved in doing the
rest of the issue -- and it would have been a great aid to readers wishing
to refer to particular selections. As a fanzine e or; W -also wishhe
had listed the addresses for the fanzines that originally printed the
material so that interested readers could contact the editors.

One strong advantage that FANTHULOGY 75 had over Victorias Vayne's publica-
tion is the inclusion of Bruce's recommerded reading section in which he
listed a number of written pieces that he felt deserved mention even though
they weren't included in the final selection. I also wish Victoria Vayne
had numbered each copy like Bruce did -- this wouldn’t have been too much
work since each volume had a limited first jopialtl Rt )

On the dbalance, :kilfaye: to say that FINLHOLOGY “76 fi's: the more ‘attractive
collection. 1Its appearance invites the reader to dip into the material.
In addition, its reproduction is flawless. (At times I believe that all
Canadian fanzines have perfect reproduction. . .but then I remember about
Garth Danfelson.’) ' FANTHOLOGY 75.is no® as flashy, but it is still a fine
publication and one that Bruce should be VERY “orgudsot . (If I were to ever
do one, mine would look moré¢ like Bruce's than Victoria's. I wouldn't be
willing to invest the extra time, effort, and money she obviously did.)
While both have truly excellent ipdividual articles, I would rate  the:
content of FANTHOLOGY 76 slightly ahead that of EANTHOLOGY 75. O cougEse:,
this. ls al"strictly personai preference and you would have to read both to
make your own choice. I highly recommend both publications to you.

F ANTHOLGEYAeR0% . 53 WS4 50 overseas, from Victoria Vayne, P.0O. Box 156 -
Station D, Toronto, Ontario, Canada M6P 3J8. (Victoria says that all
profits after costs will go to TAFF, DUFF, and the FAAN awards.) Print
run s 2008

FANTHOLOGY 75, $2, from Bruce D. Arthurs, 4522 E. Bowker, Phoenix, Arizona,
United States 85050. (Bruce does not indicate what he will do with the

P O SR S I S (0 St b e L may donate the money to fan funds or he may use

it to buy a whoopie cushion.) Print run: 250.

While you are spending money, you should also check oul theec rther special
tan publications:

A WEALTH OF FABLE is Harry Warner, Jr.'s Ni-Siosssad e aid o m: nst h'ev 1950 s,
This d's -a major piece of work that deserves a LenEithvi review  (atda. later
date), but for now here is the ordering information. The 233 page, three
volume, mimeographed publication is available from Joe D. o 0 = e e 4TS g
98 Lane, Coral Springs, Florida, United States 33065. 1L gm Mo S ules it
the current price - I would assume around $8.00 -- so please contact Joe
petore you send any money.

WARHOON is being revived by Richard Bergerons S EUSA8L ST i New: York, New
York, United States '10021. The first revived issue will be the long-awaited -
special Willis issue. This massive publication is- available for $20.00
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Bhisime machines_evér become: a ‘reality; -one!l ofgthes fidst ‘pradiical* uses. for
them would be that of facilitating travel between England and the Contin-
ent. I can see all the tour operators -- against savage opposition from
airlines and shipping companies -- combining to set up .a communal time
machine on each side of the Channel, switching travellers back to an era
before the Channel existed, allowing them to drive across, and then click-
ing them back into the present. It would certainly beat hell out of any
ofsour..exlsting .methods of+smaking that particulaw %trip.

In September, for instance, my wife and I were going to the Belgian con-
vention in Ghent, and we arranged to travel as a party with Ken and Joyce
Slater and their daughter Sue, crossing on the overnight ferry from Felix-
stowe to Zeebrugge. There was a shortage of accommodations on the ship,
so Ken, Joyce, Sadie and I found ourselves sharing.a four-berth cabin. I
had not expected this sort of arrangement -- especially as, soon after
boarding, I had overheard the chief steward telling one of his men to give
me a wide berth, and had been childishly pleased at the prospect.of VIP
treatment. ;

Another thing on my mind was that when I'm slumbering the sound of my
gentle, regular breathing tends to irritate other people who don't work
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as hardit:asiJido: and ‘therefpore. don"tws leep c'o wel L4 "Curiously; their guilt
over not being as justifiably tired as 1 am seems to induce a morbid sen-
sitivity and, especially at conventions, these people can sometimes hear
my gentle, regular breathing two or three rooms away. I mentioned this

to Sadie one morning at the last Eastercon and she -- looking strangely
tense for one who had just had a night's sleep -- said, "It's a good job
you don't live near London airport -- the Concorde pilots would be com-
plaining about the noise you make in your bedroom." For a few seconds it
almost seemed she was hinting that I snore. I quickly dismissed the
notion, but it must have lingered in my sukiconscious because, on the night
we sailed for Zeebrugge, I was concerned in case I would prevent the other
people in the cabin from sleeping properly.

I needn't have worried,

Joyeg : SFat eds "It tlrmedt out. thatemen ety g ~and »cant:t sleep on boats any-
way. I had dozed off almost at once, soon emulated by Sadie and Ken, but
Joyce was unable tc sleep and apparently the night which stretched before
her seemed unendurable. Now, some people would have just lain there and
sutfered, others would have gone up and paced the deck -- but Joyce, being
a femme fan of some distinction, hit on a truly original solution to her
problem.

At about three in the morning, at a time when the captain had barely got
the ship into top gear, she jumped up and announced in a loud, cheerful
voice that we were arriving in Zeebrugge and were in danger of missing

our breakfasts if we stayed in bed a moment longer. I don't want to ex-
aggerate what happened, but somehow -- without actually saying so -- Joyce
managed to suggest that we could easily miss the chance to disembark al-
together and find ourselves on the way back to England. The ensuing panic
was so great, with bodies blundering about in the dimness, that I didn't
think of looking at my watch, threw on my clothes and charged up onto the
deck to find the ship peacefully chugging along on the open sea in the
middle of the night. ;

Swiftly taking my bearings from the stars (they were no use to Vel Ol 1ET
didn't see why "the stars should keep them) I dashed below again and said
that in my opinion, far from being in Belgian waters, we were just off
Clacton-on-sea. " Unperturbed, Joyce agreed that was a strong possibility --
but that she had got us up for our own good because it would have been

bad for us to rush through our breakfasts. She carried the whole thing

off beautifully.

a
When we finally rolled off the ferry in the Slater van a Belgian customs:
official, his suspicions aroused by the sight of five pairs of red-rimmed
eyes, tried to quiz us about the great heaps 0f SF books under our lug-
gage, but Ken brandished a convention programme booklet in his face and
Arove on at top speed. I was reminded of Steve McQueen bluffing his way
past the Gestapo with a handful of forged documents, and it dawned on me
that my previous trips to overseas conventions had been altogether too
sedate and unadventurous. Perhaps 1'll start trying it without a passport.

We stopped in Bruges an hour later for coffee and a bit of sight-seeing.
It was the first time I had walked around a Flemish town and I was im-
mediately impressed by the fact that the bricks of the buildings had been
laid in Flemish bond -- alternate headers and stretchers in each row --
just as 1 had been taught they would in constructional engineering classes. -
Perhaps those textbooks I had rarely opened as a youth had had some con-
nection with reality, after all. 1In the afternoon we pressed on to Ghent,
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Foundi the university halls of residence where the convention was being held,
were greeted by Andre de Rycke and Lou Grauwels.

Andre is a brewery engineer, very proud of the immense vasbiesy of Belgian
beers, and on a previous meeting in Liege I had rumpled his teelings some-
what by criticising the local brews. ostung into patriotic action, he had

obtained fifteen very different beews '~ - olt e -G a5 | o - =5 Sand
had them waiting at the con bar to teach me a lesson. Always willing to
develop my mind, I began having a glass or so of each -- light beers, dark

beers, cidery Geuse, doube and triple strength beers brewed by Trappist
monks, beers that had been lagered with cherries, wheat ceers, Duval (which
means devil), export beers..

I developed my mind o much that evening that next mcrning there didn‘t

Seem to be enough room for it inside my head -- and the first item on the
programme was a talk by me. My ohilosoohy about convention talks is quite
a simple one, based on the fact that since my first con in 1951 I must have
spent hundreds of hours Bistening to serious talks O BTG ES == andican it
remember any of them! This doesn't stop me having a deep admiration for

people who can keep on thinking up peneirating things to say about the
field and developing them into one-hour lectures, but my mind doesn't seem
to work that way, and so I prefer to keep it light and frothy when I have
to go on to the platform. It usually works out all right, but on the Con-
tinent people take their SF more seriously and, like Guinness, my type of
humour doesn't travel very well.

That Saturday morning I was faced with a serious, constructive, trilingual
audience, but -- in an effort to be true to my ~own’ 1¥ghts’ - -“Tsled off by
ignoring SF and concentrating on a description of my various headaches,

the idea Being to lead up to an awful pun about how they brought the good
booze and gave me aches in Ghent. Halfway through the build-up my nerve
tailed because I could see that the French contingent, who are the most
serious of ‘the lot, were already growing restless, and I abandoned the pun.
Next I fell back on my jokes about the very bad SF I used to read in the
poys' papers, then it dawned on me that the only people present who would
appreciate them -- amiable eccentrics like Martin Hoare, Brian Hampton and
Vernc.. Brown -- had already heard them at least six times over. Now: if
full a.sarray, I mumbled some stuff about how SF transcends national bar-
riers and also conditions our minds to the accelerating pace ©0f changey not
believing a single word of what I was saying, and eventually retreated to
the bar. The only comforting thing about it was that I had got my contri-
bution over very early in the proceedings and could relax for the rest of
the convention.

And a good convention it groved, 1o be, with i Tlenore ~tyan <2005 At -
tendance. Ken Slater bought some rum, I bought extra Scotch, the girls
miraculously rustled up a spread of foodstuffs,. and on the Saturday night

we held a joint room party which, through sheer force of numbers -- I think
there were a little more than 200 in attendance —- developed into a corridor
andStafr sparty. - What with sight-seeing, eating, nattering to tans, drink-
ing a wide range of beers to demonstrate my hard-won expertise, and taking
occasional naps to keep up my stamina, the rest of the convention flitted
past as quickly and effortlessly as Mike Glicksohn writing a loc.

Suddenly it was Sunday night and almost time for e Al Gy 0 TS B Qe € 67,
described in the programme as the Galactic Ball of the Aliens. Brian
Hampton, who had no costume with him, buttonholed me near his ropm and said-.
‘he would buy me a drink if I would suggest a humourous outfit he could rig
Qs .ol Hh & Splptr. 1 R aeie e d- #t.o: Sehie deal, pondered for a while, and said,
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"Make up a big“iing out of tinfoil, walk up and down the room twirling
it round your finger, and announce yourself as RING-WHIRLED."

He c¢tared at me strickenly for a moment, then his gaze shifted to the
ceibing.edtthertSwas asliong ysi lemeetttandhen - he: said; ="' I's s that -it? . ‘Have
Ieto “buy “yeuia drink fior that

"I 7.5 eemspad geods S ddipine N A st et ol T emd e M And ™ T, don Tt “wsually
work-as cheaply as one drink."

With an unbecoming show of reluctance on his pEsEES = We Tse ot £ fiorsthe-bar;
where 1 was approached by #artin tHoare -- all shining with gzniality the
way he does -~ who asked if I could think up a funny costume idea for him.
Pleased at having found a properiy receptive audience, I told him the
Ringworld idea, but oddly enough he failed to 'respond as I had expected.
It might have been comsthing to do with the foreign food, but it seemed

to me: that ‘he. was lcokirc.slightly off icolour .as *he hurried away towards
his roaom. This bothered me 3 little because I nhate to see a fellow member
of the Society of Persons of Average Girth in distrese, but I deduced he
had been anxious to get to work constructing a tinfcil ring in the few
minutes- that were left before the ball. ;

The dance itself was an enjoyable business, with Eddy G. Bertin doing a
brilliant job as disk jockey. The only thing that marred the occasion

for me was that when Martin appeared in the parade I saw he had not bother=
ed to make a Ringworld, and had contented himself with doing his corny

old BAREFOOT IN THE HEAD bit -- complete with cardboard foot apparently
sunk:into his cranium -- that he does at nearly every convention. 1 don't
know! 1If you can't trust a Person of Average Girth, who can you trust?

Next morning the Slaters and Shaws had a last walk around Ghent, drove
to the coast and sdiled back to England in the late afternoon. We were
-due in at Felixstowe at nine, but there was a union dispute among the
dockers which meant that nobody wanted to handle our ship, and we were
forced to drop anchor and wait outside the harbour till nearly midnight.
By that time we were too tired even to do any Is-there-a-docker-in-the-
house? jokes, and our spirits flagged even further when Ken discovered
we hadn't enough petrol to get back to his place in Wisbech. 1In Ipswich
we found two service stations with all-night facilities, but the pay-in
machines had apparently been vandalised in each case, and they were sur-
rounded by people we recognised from the ferry trip, all bemoaning their
fate and vainly trying to stuff pounds notes into inert and uncaring

Lok 0L »islDit's . waliphwas iaeid t i ful S G

There were no more large towns between there and Wisbech, which meant

there would be no more all-night service stations, so it was in a mood

of acute apprehension that we set out into the darkness of the East

Anglian landscape, wondering how far we would get before hearing the
dreadful coughing that signifies fuel starvation, wondering.how Teong: i<t ,
would be before the engine began to cough as well, wondering if we ‘could
survive the cold of the night in an unheated van, wondering if we would
ever see our homes and loved ones again. :

At that point there came one of those twists of fate without which most
adventure story writers would be forced to pack it in .and take up a
proper job. Unknown to us, we were following the same trail as the phan-
‘tom service station vandals and were, in fact, catching up on .them! This
fact manifested itself when, just as the fuel indicator needle was sink-
ing past EMPTY, miles out in the dark and deserted countryside, we saw

10)



Fights: svEl 11t and péople. still ‘around at altiny; single-pump service
station. As it was nearly two in the morning -- and unfrequented places ’
like that always close around six in the evening ~- the brightly-1lit scene
seemed like a mirage. We could hardly believe our eyes, but it was all
true =~ succour was at hand!

Hi ya, succour, 1 breathed to myself as Ken drove up to the petrol pump
under the watchful gaze of the ownsr and a policeman. It turned out that
the vandals had got there shortly before us, and had been scared off by a
police patrol car, and that the psliice had phoned the owner so:that he
could come and inspect the demage. Embittered though ne was, he obligingly
sold Ken a tankful of petrol and in a matter of seconds we were on our

way again, feeling happy and secure, contented in the knowledge that Ghu
has numbered the hairs on our heads {which in some cases isn't very dif-
et and ot RE, = =as cach Spadrow fdlisantetiiat: ne sl k always come
tozthe Tesclie .of ArUelfen in their hour of trEElNation:

A few minutes later the van's engine blew up and we were all sericusly
injured.

st el 15 EhT R e At iGeUTrse, san  out righEPEeeR SSEAH TEGS Dty Mt 10 O
dramatic irony. In fact, .we got home without further incident, and we
alE Trveds app il Sever-af 1ex)  which. T2 suppescawalsippetan - Putiay rif 'Ghu;,
instead of watching over us, was spending all his time birdwatching and
counting people's hairs. Sometimes I get a little worried about Ghu...

+ Bob' Shaw +
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Mike Glicksohn is known to fans for many reasons. He is known as 3 faned,
a fan writer RasloCsmith and ‘a5 a’f Ik about con, but fandom doesn't really
know Glicksohn the desperate man.

Another well known facet of Mike's fannish personality is his expertise
at imbibing copious amounts of alcoholic beverages. From Beams Choice
.0 Spayed Cerbils, Mike is the drinking fan's Herecles. Much of this
reputation is legend: WMike can only consume a fifth or so a day. And
he does...

The question that is always being brandied about by his friends is: How
much of this is fannish bravado and how much does iike really need the
booze? This question was laid to rest at Marcon this year.

The 1977 version of the Columbus catastrophe was a pleasant surprise.

The facilities (aside from the closing of the pinball machines at 3 a.m.,
an indecently early time) were excellent and the committee stayed out of
the way and made it an easy con to enjoy. Unfortunately there was one
problem -~ the location; it was too far from the necessities of life:
cheap food and a good liquor store. The last named almost did Mike in.
Due to this unfortunate lack of planning on the part of “the committee,
Sunday morning was a dry one for a certain short Canadian. Then came
his salvation and the answer to just how much of a sot Glicksohn really is.

Things™came to a head "#f=the auction for DUEFF. like was there early and
seemed. to™he- g bit.pervous. He kept shifting about in his seat and was
constantly wringing his hands as if he was frisking them for a concealed
glass of Spayed gerbil. His nose kept wrinkling up, making him look like
a bush-hatted bunny. When I asked him what was wrong, he only muttered,
"Bheer! I smell Bheer!" I tried to console him with some vintage puns
("Whatsa MOTA my friend? 1Is something AWRY? Are you in a QUANDRY? Don't
CRY! I know you're in a DILEMWMA but its RESOLUTION is Sneary. The WRRst
is yet to come!" I QUIPped.) but to no avail.

Suddenly, Mike stood up and stared around wildly as Rusty Hevelin an-
nounced, "Here's one for our Canadian friend: an eight pack of baby
Coors."
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Yes, Mike's nose was correct, there was bheer in the auction room and, -
HEt e s el kL SR huae S oo Tau c tilon . :

Rusty continued, "The minimum bid on this is..."

"TEN DOLLARS," shouted sike Glicksohn, trying to deter any other bids so
he could get to the alcohol promised by the word 'Coors'.

"Fifteen," came from the back of the room.

‘. ..a dollar fifty," finished nusty. "I see we don't have to bother with
the minimum."

"THIRIY," roared Glicksohn, still trying to discourage anyone from bid-
ding against him.

AAEhinty -~ five. WBER om ascouple (0f seats tooilikeds Ledt . Thiec Bidhes was
favored with a glare that would make Sam Moskowitz whisper, as Mike upped
Sl il PF T

Fesbids ST artedtc opines fast. dnd! furifously.

"Fifty-fivé."
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"SIXTY-NINE!"

"Sixty-nine sixty-nine."

"SEVENTY-FIVE!™"

RER gty v

"ONE HUNDRED FOUL AMERICAN DOLLARSI!!® e s HE

"One hundred and ten deflated Canadian dollars, or only one hundred and
eight dollars and seventy cents American."

"ONE HUNDRED AND- TEN DOLLARS FCR THAT LOUSY. EIGHT PACK!"
"One  fifteen."

Glicksohn then stood on his chair to add tall timbre to his voice as he
shouted, "ONE HUNDRED AND SIXTEEN DOLLARS!!i11n

Maybe it was -the amount and maybe it was the lcok of anguish on Mike's
face, but the result was a deafening silence. Rusty broke it to try for
more money, "We can't let this eight pack of Coors go for a measly one-
hundred-and-sixteen-dollars, can we?"

Silence.

"All right, going once, going twice, three times. Sold to the man in_the
hat. Make sure he pays for it before he drinks it." ¥
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Mike's victory at the auction was an illuminating . one -- he proved just
how desperate he can get over booze (even American bheer), and gave me an
opportunity to take a twenty dollar swig of bheer!
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BOB TUCKER i g LiSTHE GG Y Ol
34 Greenbriar Dr. W e et e
Jacksonville, to believe this,
D=6 76,50 but I have just

uncovered a

siarc ks “nva 141
- that was delivered to me the closing
3 ; WEEHE o I ULy, and Hgie ss’ what, brilliant
—_ tanzine was in that stack? Unopened,
Bt lh ed' S ip el stinle s virginal, lacking
SRR R A ISEPSE Vel o Yo'f - O TiSies; . it /s Wa'S
MOTA 22.

Tt Sson ey everyidayisthat 1/ pick: p "a
stack of typewriter paper, searching
BomNa s Shie S0 carbon, .paper that I
know is somewhere on the desk, and
find an unopened fanzine and several
Bgpeneds letvre. ~“Nos - Aot revery. days
It only happens on Deeember 12th, in
fact. I would be far more more unhappy than I am at this moment if a bige:
fat check from a publisher had been included in that - Te st thold be
very unhappy to realize that all these past five months while I scrimped,
wore threadbare shirts, concocted tasty supper from canned dog food, did
without booze and cigars, a check for five RIS RRERERF SRS Y s % ' dguies
rested unseen under a pack of typing paper. Damn good thing a check
wasn't there. .

It wouldn't have been a small check for two or three figures, naturally.
I read Locus and the better fanzines and I know that all writers now re-
ceive nothing but fat checks for five or six Eeglines. s .~ They 'akl-lsay. so
when they report their fortunes to Locus and the better tanzines, and
writers wouldn't lie' about a thipg 13 Kke that.

And I've made a note that Peter Roberts wants a carrot named after him.
Well and good. That will require some extraordinary plotting as_ well as
some sly footwork to slip the matter past an editor's sharp eyes (editors
eat carrots) but I'm confident that I can do it. Only a few days ago I

had a letter from Jay Kay Klein (his letter was not buried since last July,
but was a fresh one) saying that Analog apparently intends to publish the
*Chuch Harris* story in April 1978 issue. . ir. Klein wanted information

to run on the biographical page, and if only I'd found and read MOTA 22

in time I could have slipped a carrot named Peter Roberts into my bio-
data.

"Wilson Bob Tucker, noted author ISR gt e deeon i 4 1e = T 11 duied T ud Ly
plants a victory garden every Spring to help the War Effort. Mr. Tucker
told this inquiring reporter that he always plants at least three rows of
the superior Peter Roberts carrot, a carrot noted for its perspicuity and
ambidexterity. Three times the carrot has won blue ribbons at the county
et i
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What a thrill it would be, to have Roberts and Harris and a horse all in
the same issue of Analogl

JIM MEADOWS III I think the one thing that stuck in my mind most

3L :Apple Ct. from the latest MOTA is John Bansund's limes in

Park Forest, IL 60466 his loc concerning Tom Rer gyl taihe < 30 F 0 ke g

' : VETY perSonal: - from* el gets the feeling that 1I
: know this man (whereas Jim lurner, in a much more
specifically autobiographical article, remains something of a mystery --
and I can't work out why; Jim is one of my favorite writers, as. I've in-
dicated, but I don't feel that I know him)."

I:found-the/pieceiinteresting for its observation of Turner. Perhaps John
is joking. But if he is really coming on straight with bhd sy hell's -amde
an uncanny observation.

I really admire you, Terry. Iot only are you evidently perpetuating a
hoax with a great deal of success, but you are perpetuating a hoax which
was confessed in a fanzine five Years,ago .  HITSEl sremarwe Iows s rand T

wonder how long you will get away with it.

I don't know if you'll print this or not, but I might as well explain the
whole thing, .in case you do. I first came across Jim Turner in your fan-
zine back in the early 70s, when you and a few others made up a strong
coterie of fans in Columbia, Missouri. I thought Jim Turner was a funny
and fascinating writer. - In a letter I got from you, you told me stories
about him that were funnier and more fascinat inghs# vl RRhankS =B awihis) ctbff
in print for about a year and a half (sad to say, I never saw his fanzine,
GODFREY DANIEL). Then, as Columbia fandom was succombing to terminal
moveout, I received a one shot, called THE LAST SEOM 8 “Eamewe I T5 60" Corlaim=
bia fandom. Jim Turner had an article in it, entitled "I Am A Crock",

but it wasn't the usual Turner. 1In the piece, Turner revealed that he
didn't exist, that he was a fiction from the minds of Hank Luttrell and
David Hall, buttressed by the writing efforts of other Columbia fans, and
impersonated at conventions by one Junior Lee -Hinkle, @ hospitalsjanitor.
The article ended with "Ha Ha, fandumb! We really’ put one over on you."
and with threats to return again. The byline attributed the piece to

you, the Luttrells, Doug Carroll, Roger Vanous-and. Chris Cbuch.

The. account of Jim Turner-“as a hoax was about as fantastic as Jim Turner
as a real person, so there have been times when I have been EPSENNE"35 "t D
whether Turner was a hoax or not. Things were made more confusing with
the revival of Jim Turner in fanzines recently. As a joke, I got into
the thing. ‘I forget which fanzine it was that printed my loc in which I
sald I had met Jim Turner in Crrbondale (my college town) and that me and
~another fan had gone out to a bar on the strip. I do remember getting a
postcard from Jim Turner, where he casually threatened to waste me or
somesuch if he ever saw me, denying the whole incident. He also said: he
had gotten a job as part of Gary. Gilmdre's firing" squad:;

SiEr- e ten Tk ouls it E- SRS S ne al S or S0ty < Hi s Daeit F Lo S5h MOTA gives  a
Washington address, and I could guess that a former Columbia fan is

picking up his mail for him. I do know however that Turner himself (can
youes LIt mse T Sabout-sal potential nonentity?) has revealed himself as

a hoax, and that he is now back, and no one seems to notice the possibility
Chane Smight ~mpt e neal .+ Like I said, Terry, I really admire you.

((When temptation comes in as inviting a package as .this it is difficult
to resist, but that's what I will do in an attempt to present the 'rhine--
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stone studded truth to Jim Meadows III and the others who have written
with guestifns, as - -FoiJimeTulner "s:iresltys: - Yesy fim Jurner 15" a walking,
talking, breathing Real Person. Jim is in many ways a larger than life
figure for he delights in the outrageous. When readers in the early '70s
expressed doubt as to his existence, Jim*relished the notion and decided
to agree with them. Hence the article in THE LAST SHOT. However, that
tale of Jim-Turner-as-hoax has been exposed as false several times. Jim
Turner truly is a talented writer, gifted storyteller, and a good friend.
He's just never had much respect for reality.

Fandom almost had vicual proof of his existence. As those of you who at-
tended it may recall, MicimeriConfs hucksters room contained a booth for
Laser Books that was conducting a contest. Fans would register and later
one name would be drawn. “he winner's face would be featured in the
Kelly Freas cover ‘painting for an upcoming Laser Book. Of course, Jim
Turner won. After a good deal cf debate with himself, Jim. sent off an
actual picture of himself to Laser Books, whc would forward the photograph

to Kelly Freas. After receiving Jim's photograph, Laser Bouks went out

of business. The book was never issued and 1 don't know if the painting
was ever done. Laser Books may no longer exist, but Jim Turner still
does’, 19

JOHN BROSNAN So you met Pete Weston at the Suncon, did you? Must
23 Lushington Rd. have been an experience for you encountering a Bir-
London, KWW 10 mingham accent for the first time (I presume you were
United Kingdom a. Brermungham. . aceemt WiEgify [ it s one ofrthe few

accents in the world that sounds worst than an

Australian one. Yes, I am running the film programme
at the 79 Worldcon providing my liver and eyesight hold together (I have
these spots in my eyes, you see...but, no, I won't go into another medi-
cal story...and I don't want to alarm Harry Warner again...by the way, I
loved his comment: "It could have been nothing worse than an infection,
like the one that scared dreadfully another member of my family..."
Member, get it! Nudge, nudge. He's'a'sly one, that Harry.- But I digress
..oufeTe amcl?. What amal:idoeing dnside thiese brackets?) .That's better.
Yeas, Fthe fhdm - progfamme. 7 L'l e Suln80¢" 2 ~tight. shipph-s ‘No tallking,
smoking or fidgeting when the films are on, and questions will be asked
after each one. I'm not going to show some of my favourite films to
people who might fall asleep during them. And I intend to have a film
panel consisting of Stanley Kubrick, George Lucas and Gene Roddenberry.
The subject for discussion will be: "Where did Space 1999 ‘go wrong?"

Speaking of movies (do you have trouble starting new paragraphs o072 )4 F
recently spent two terrible weeks at a fantasy film festival in Belgium.
Consisted of 40 of the worst films ever made. I was one of the judges
and I almost gave the grand prize to a Godzilla movie, that's how bad it
was. On the final night the police raided the cinema to claim money to
paynputstandrngsbirl 15 +&bm #iac " ae s Ntie s titadetaifh rhatd s |the: sort of . -filfh
festival that has me as a judge.

HARRY WARNER, . JR. Colleen Brown's trick of covering complicated
423 Summit Ave. events in a sentence or so took -a little getting
Hagerstown, MD 21740 WisCdisbvsa taseraiie Bt vafter T récognized that
: this wasn't going to be one of those leisurely

- trip reports, I relaxed and enjoyed her article
immensely.. It-reminds me a“little.of Susan Wood .at her best. Colleen
has the same trick of making the reader feel as if he knew perfect
strangers after writing only a few dozen words about each of them, and a
similar habit of shifting occasionally into poetic word-painting for a
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tfew lines, a modern version of the purple passages which our ancestors
were so fond of writing and reading.

1 feel sympathy for Alan Bostick. It seems improbably that anyone else
should have the terrible luck to look anything at all like me. But several
times, I've found myself in trouble because someone mistook me for someone
else '0r vice versa. Once at the Hagerstown Fair I almost had- to call the
CEVE T UTaTy Sfot e ablsiTd ~redson: that «a grounds employee was convinced
that I had asked him to make arrangements for me to visit the model
railroad display during a time when it wasn't opem to=the. ‘gubliicn. He

grew furious when I insisted that I hadn't made such a request, and I was
out there because of my job, I didn't have time to quiet him down by going
along with him to look at the little trains, and he threatened to become
violent. Then there was the time I was in the hospital for a couple of
months with a broken hip and I started to get daily visits from this fellow
who thought 1 was a boyhood chum of his. He i alpughft*the Yaceident. had
damaged my memories and kept trying to restore my amnesia with reminders
of the places we'd gone together (where 1'd never been), how kind my
sister had always been to him (I was an only child), and all sorts of
joyous reminiscences. Eventually 1 began to feel rather neglected to know
I hadn't done these things in boyhood. lle became pretty good friends from
this unpromising start and as far as I know, he is still expecting my
memory to come back soon, because I see him a couple of times a week and
he always has an expectant look on his face as if expecting that this will
Ser R et ROTIC S Ralily  Pemembe rs % ‘al 14

GARY DEINDORFER Harry Bell's cover is a good idea very well

447 Bellevue Ave., #9-B executed. I would have to name Harry Bell and

Trenton, NJ 08618 Dan Steffan as two of my.favorite fan-artists
(humor category)...and I'll throw in Steve

Stiles~as; the :thigdirlaBstemaybe Sas  asthirdiyand
a half Alexis Gilliland. :

1 thought "All These widnights Look Alike" was a nice pirce of writing.

I liked the loose but at the same time precise way Jeff Schalles got
around to the culminating quotation of the song. And I think it is a.
gooa song. I'd like to hear it sung by somebody who has talent and with
a fitting melody. - Perhaps. this Mike Wood fellow could do a good job with
it arAs-font-BeT songaitsc 1 £, Uit 'hasPeignant R emei emaiiDns: oL mes ol
Wwasebonmr in=Pennsylyandia. and. - spent: my ‘first 18 iyears therey, yand-still have
a warm feeling for it that I don't for wew Jersey. (But then,.whd ever
heard of anyone with a warm feeling for New Jersey?) And I have lived on
the West Coast and knew a Girl there who I was. crazy about for a while.
Ah, it's all so beautifully tragic and sad and mixed up and....whoops,
I'm getting carried away. Anyway, you get the pickure that the song has
fantasiti esPoignagt-"esffecir for ‘me.=. . by damps \F e Wielilced “thignarticle:

MIKE GLICKSOHIy Much as it causes me to blush, I have to admit
141 High Park Ave. that . Davis. ishiarGEaEr <Firmeits oo rsD - b ssueges t
Tho%ion tio, 20nt = MEP:. 253 that I ought to try my hand at writing for :fanh-
Canada Zines orfeven ‘at pulgliEEEhE A OWNE ZAmct )

wasn't going to let this little sec¥et opuf.just
yet but faced with Ray's insightful suggestion
(Hciiie Bt fhie Raye-Davis whollsed' to.bie.one- ot thesiGiak eyt Sohe 2 alé he-is,
I used to havz his picture on my wall when I was a teenager and now here
he i1s saying nice things.about me! .I think I'1]l -put-on my shortie Beatle-
wig, go picket the American Embassy and listen to "A Dedicated Follower :
of Fashion" so I can wax nostalgic about sixties hip radical) I'guess I
can spring my little surprise on fandom. So many people encouraged me to
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do a fanzine (both.of them) that I decided to ARGl RP Bt ] vdidn™t " wamt
to venture forth naked and unadorned into the arena where such giants as
Pete Presford, Keith Wallikersand Bassl Bridget theld” court so I made up a
hoax fan just to test the water and see what sort of reaction I'd get.
For over a year now I've been publishing a fanzine called BOOWAIT under
the pseudorfym 'Garth Danielson' and I'm starting to Gl 2.5 IR Sl .y
positive egoboo for my work. I guess 1 can forget about the maildrop in
Winnipeg now and start standing on my own two feet, letting my talent
speak £orime:i Tt Ray would like™to: get a subscription, 1'd be happy to
sell: him‘.one. . .

CALVIN DEMMOIN He Shlirrsceisfioss sniecsh hiss  Work becaiises he
‘10503 Western Ave., +#201 AN oRaUBROEsE YO ol SEhier sc'ell-l'ar, out of the
Downey, CA 90241 darkness and back into the world. This was

e oS tREsE St Re WoEld s *he " thought . ‘These

chickens, this hot water, these scattered
feathers and dank walls, he must hurry and et eSS ot itd et iwwoe T 1d
meant work too, but his while life was associated with work, and eEvery-
thing he knew he learned indirectly through work by noticing current good

and bad effects on business. For instance, there were still a great many
people unemployed -- that was bad because there was less buying power and
prices were low. Hitler declared war on Russia -- that was good; we would

teed England and the price of food would go up again.
Othersthan that, evéEything “is fine REesee BT Dt Rlesifio recth e fanzi nes

P.S. ; “Eouget:thait Spartuabolt s HitTer s ol BHERK 4t was Roosevelt anyway.
e - wa'sy InLS Saw e "R

((I also recéived letters from Jay Kinney, Grant Canfield, Dave Rowe,
Eric Lindsay, Dick Bergeron, Ed Chambers, M. K. Digre, iMichael Dobson,
Jodie Offutt, Nancy Goeke, Judy Renee Pope, Ben Zuhl, Tom Perry, Alan
Bostick, Marc Ortlieb, Sarah Prince, David Travis, Victoria Vayne, Taral,
J. Owen Hanner, Sam Long, Mary Long, Dean Blakely, Robert Blioehs Harry
J.N. Andrushek, John Purcell, iarty Helgesen, Glenn Claairett t ad” ojehe s

Now: £ am L het B H 2Ge Flec for sl Tt a VEE e -See by on /~— ¢ 55.a. '

Johtw D&t Bettimas, s 12Q8a 18 th JAve’. ~Easita M6cattic ;. ‘WA~ 98112

Al an B@istaiicky™ ‘¢ /o AT thbes:, Y522 B iiBewites'st . = Phoenix, AZ 85040
David Bridges, 130 Valley Rd., Meersbrdok, Sheffield S8 9GA, U.K.
Charles Burbee, 9781 Acacia, #8, Garden Grove, CA 92641

Greggs Calkinsy. 5691 ;Chelton: Pyl Okl aness CAY: 94611

Graham &' PatrCharnotle,” 41 Fletcher. Roe% flpnden W4, U, K.
KeviiyiEasthitpey 118" Abbey R4,/ Erdingten,yBirmingham B23 7QQ, UK.
Dave 'Locke, 3650 Newton-St., #15," Torrzapce,. Ca 90505

Tanv Maule e Fowti 1] sivd el i6 S8 Gam alfeRaia@Sid . ;" SUtthon, Sbrrey’ SMl' 4NG,. U.K.
DarzpolideRorRardogs 88isaind SimMibint SS i hat#e) " Live rpopd: 155 U.K,
Jett Behalil esy, $684 05 AlNeler ot P BSeting RPN~ 15282

Joé & Hilazd'el Staton., ~L30 ‘Esopinss AVE s, v King ST Oy «NY

Leah Zeldes, 4438 Markley Butler, Ann Arbor, MI 48109
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«(continued)

« (a flyer for this Willis issue should be included with this dissue if Dick
gets them to me). This should be published soon.

THE HAT GOES HOME is the title of iike .Glicksohn's account of the 1975
Worldcon in Australia. Sales of this have raised PIRINET OO a8 DUBE- “Biutsa
few copies are still available for $1.50 from him at .141 High Park Ave.,
Toxonte, IORFaEEo, ~Canada’ MEP=2S 3. g

If you are in a serious sf frame of mind, then I recommend JOHN W. CAMPBELL;
AN AUSTRALIAN TRIBUTE, a few copies of which are still available from

John Bangsund, P.0O. Box 434, Norwood, South Australia 5067, Australia, for
A$5.00. John also publishes what I consider to be the best personalzine
going: PARERGON PAPERS. Issues can be obtained for A$10.0C per annum or
for whatever "the usual" is in Australia. Those of BT A DwAlstraltia are
urged to buy John a drink for every typo you find in this issue because

John is MOTA's Down Under associate.

Those of you in Britain should buy drinks for Pat Charnock, MOTA's Over
There associate. While you at it, ask her how YoOuE Wie SRt =@k teia elop Vo T The
Astral Leauge Tape, which features music that is a cross between Bob Dylan
and the Bay City Rollers as filtered through the mind of Graham Charnock.
Write to Pat Charnock, 4 Fletcher Rd., London W4, United Kingdom, to find
out how to get on the mailing list for the. excellent. WRINKLED SHREW.

Tom Perry used to be MOTA's British agent but ‘he now lives. at P Box (2184,
Boca Raton, Florida. 33432, United States, and publishes a.fanzine Jevoted
Loy The SNBC SES6eries QUARK. “Tom's fanzine is full of® information 30N R R
sure to delight fans of STAR TREK and SPACE 1999. Tell him the Force is
with you. A AR

+ : Te rrstnehices.
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WOTA {24 Jdarch 1978

VOTA is a faulty premises publica-
tion of Terry Hughes, 4739 Washing-
TormBlwgite: ML I ngtonsVsrginia
22205 ‘Uniffed States:: Contents

Co - BTy FErry  Hughes, all -rights
agsigmed #o-icoantraBint 585, . "Copdies
are available for contributions of
Peigh” o Fariiy:t et tiewse g f Somments,
most fanzines in trade, or "the
unusual" as long as it is very
linterdstingt . - Sample:issue: $4-00
or equivalent. (iNote: we no longer
accept empty soft drink bottles.)
The editor is always interested in
fine old faanish fanzines (hint).
Electrostencils: by Linda Bushyager
and jokes by Boy's Life. Woo Woo.
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