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((Back when No was still Nous, Len Bailes did most of a parody
of Gilbert and Sullivan's "Gondoliers." It always seemed a pity
to me that he dldn't get round to finishing it. So, with apolo-
gles to Len, here 1s:))~,, = =

nghé ’gzvandoliéfs
Part II
by Ruth Berman

casts - : . . o

Roneo and Rex Rotary: faanish publishers

Serconio, Jophan, and Meyer: fakefans

Abscissa, Ditto, Tessa, and Fendetta: femmefans

‘Duke ‘of Fanheimstrasse: a BNF o -

Duchess of Fanheimstrasse: his wife

Obliterine: their daughter . o o

Grand Administrator: a Secret Master of Fandom -- the prevlious
TAFF winner : .

Chorus of Femmes and Fakefans

argument: A11 the Femmefans love Roneo and Rex Rotary, trufans
extraordinary. They decide to marry any two femmefans whose mss.
they can read, resulting in the engagements of Roneo and Fendetta,
Rex Rotary and Tessa. Enter the Duke and Duchess with lots of
stuff to huckster. ' Thelr ‘daughter is pledged to wed the TAFF
winner. The Grand Administrator tells them that the winner is
elither Rex or Roneo. Meanwhile, the two couples and chorus are
celcbrating.

song - Tessa .

TESSA: When a pretty femmefan's printed,
Sorrow breaks and Joy 1s splinted,
"Every typo turns to wit;
In their spaces, illos fit,
‘Editor and editee kilss,
"~ Find that they do both agree: bliss
- Is in marrlage that is meet
(He will crank and she'll slipsheet).
When you print a pretty femmefan
I assure you without flimilam
Ev'ry loc you may recelve
Is profound and also terse.
Ev'ry op'ning you may leave
Fills with 1ino or with verse.

CHORUS: Fear not critic's blast nor BEM
When you print a pretty femme!



REX: And now our fanning's going to begin in real earnest.
One editor can only do so much -- but two co-editors!
(Especially if one of them takes care of the
housework --

TESSA: We'll coedit the housework, darling.

RON: Fanac is whatever two fans do together. Why didn't we
- 8tart earlier?

FENDETTA: You were waiting for a woman with a cousin in envelope
manufaeturing.

(enter the Grand Administrator)

GRAND AD: Good morning.

REX: If this gentleman is going to tell us we can't sit
' here, it's a bad omen.

GRAND AD: I take 1t the Dum-dum is meeting here?

‘RON: No, they're down the hall. This is the engagement
: ..party.

GRAND AD: Someﬁody getting married{ eh?
REX, RON, TESSA, FENDETTA: Yes, we are!
GRAND ‘AD: But miroscoe! how extremely awkwerd.
FENDETTA: You don't mind, I suppose? |

TESSA ¢ You weren't thinking of either of us for a permanent co-

editor,I presume? Oh, Rex, look at him -- he was.
REX: My dear fellow, there are plenty of femmefans at the

con. You don't have to be a bnf or anything.
GRAND AD: I don't think you know who I am.

REX: No, but we're all very informal at Midwescons. None
of your silly Knights of St. Fantony rankings or
anything like that. '

RON' Unless you count the Anachronists;
FEX: No, they can't couht’past'l650. We're all equals here.

GRAND AD: One of you may’ be, but the other is thls year's TAFF
winner.



TESS & FEN: What!

REX & RON (drawing apart): Well, that's true, of course, but --

GRAND AD (as if leaving): But, of course, if you're all equals
" here -- o -

TESS & FEN: Don't go!

. REX: We are all equals’. Bﬁt some are more equal than
: others. I read it in a sclence fictionAbook.
RON: You did what? v
REX: " Well, not really sf. More an anti-Utopia, as you
: might say.

GRAND AD: Dystopla.

RON: Haven't read him. Anyway, a TAFF winner can doa
great deal of faanish good -- 1f he knows how to treat
others like equals. S

GRAND AD: Then we'll consider it settled. Now, as a nunber of
'111-advised neo's are running around claiming fraud in
‘the votlng, I think 1t advisable that you start act-
ing jointly as winner. -

RON¢ You mean like co-¢halrmen?

GRAND AD: More 11ke a hive mind.

. REX (linking himself arm over shoulder with Ron): Like thls? :
GRAND AD (dublousiy): Something llke that.

RONs And we'll sit at. .the head table at the banquet?_
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GRAND AD: Of course. You're the Fan Guest of Honor.
REX: I'm convinced!

TESSA: Wonderful! We can wear“our.best dresses --
FENDETTA: And get our names in‘éll'ﬁhé.con reports --

GRAND AD: I, ah, don't think there'll be room at the head table
for yeur ladies.

REX: What, and separate us!.:

GRAND AD (aside): This is very awkward! (aloud) Only for dinner.
There aren't that many chairs, I™m afraid. The Fan
Guest of Honor is not usually a two seater. And
afterwards.

RON, REX, FEN, TESS Yes, afterwards!

' song - quartet

FENDETTA: Then one of you will speak for TAFF
And fly to a foreign shore,
With lodging free
And a spot of tea .
From big-name-fans and more!
And with courtesy at our jokes they'll laugh,
Or at the least will smile;
That's only fair
-When guests come there,
Across so many a mile.
ALL: Oh, 'tis a glory by none denied
To be a Taffman's bride,
No common-law affair half-plied (No law affair half-
plied),

But a lucid, lady-like legal bride.

RON: We'll ride around on the Underground
' Take tea in the afternoon,
And we'!'ll have a blast
With the future and past
All under an English moon. :
It adds quite a fillip when you've found
Millenial history
Surrounding you
As you go through :
A fannish "Space. Odyssey.'
ALL: Oh, 'tis a glory by none denied (etc.)



TESSA:  We'll study the fannish foreign ways

And learn just how to snog. C
With handsome fans
And a-li-ans,

I'm sure I will be agog.

At flirting I'll win admiring praise

(For foreign flirting's best)
Already I know

: It's a lovely show

(When we go I'll learn the rest).

(The two fiances reoister alarm )

ALL:’ Oh ttis a glory ‘by none denied (etc )

REX: A Taffman's an ambassador
He brings with himself goodwill
If his wife 1s base
A dire disgrace
Humiliates all of his skill.
But if he and she know just how to score
With cross-cultured address,
Then sveryone N
W1ll say: What fun,
Their trek 1s a huge success.
ALL: Oh, 'tis a glory by none denied
.Tonbe a Taffman's bride, :
No common-law affair half-plied
But a lueid, lady-like legal bride.

 (Exeunt.)

(A change of scene to the hotel bar. Ron and Rex discovered in
one chair at one table, dozing Enter Grand Admin;ster.)

GRAND AD: Well, here you are.

RON & REX: Yes, here I am.

GRAND AD: May I ask what the devil you're doingo'

RON: A couple of neos wanted to buy the TAFFwinner a drink --
REX: So we let them. ' |

GRAND AD: A drink®? v o

RON: A drink -- but the sixth neo.

REX: Fans are hespieable to a féuit.
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- RON & ‘REX: And we have lots of'faulté,

GRAND AD: Ooog!

RON: - And then the con committee;was meeting in here for a
while to discuss what to do about the pro who can't
get here in time to head the panel he was going to, so
they want to ask one of the panel to head it, but 1if
they do that it might foend the others, so --

GRAND AD: Yes, yes. What's that got to do with you?

REX:  They thought we might be able to offer a suggestion --

‘RON:. .. -- being fannishly experienced, as a TAFFwinner must be

REX & RON: -- and we did!

~ GRAND ‘AD: You dide

REX: We did. We told them to invite you to lead the panel.

'GRAND AD: (sarcastically) Thank you. You”re*being helpful,
aren't youl : v

RON: of course.
REX: It's only fair. (sings.)

Rising early by con standards
We observe it's 12 o'clock.
‘Then we practice on our fan words
To be used to write a loc.

RON (aside): Loec.
GRAND AD (aside): Ellosee, idiot.

REX: We embark without delay
On the fanac:of the day.
First we sharpen up our peneils
And we dummy up some stencils
And make sure our corflu hasn't turned to crud.
Then we clean keys on our typer
And get nasty as a viper
As we read a zine that really was a dud.
Then we go review it for some other zines
(Locus, Granfalloon, and N3F's Tightbeams),
With the usual "lousy repro and itt's late!
It's not even worth the time it takes to hate."


time.it
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After that we're feeling cloddish
So we calm down with a Schottlsche
(Ethel Lindsay has a sanity that brightens up the soul),
Write some letters to the Glicksohns
Praising Anderson's and Dickson's
Earthman's Burden (how we wish they had new Hokas 1n
, ' - the hole).
Then we fear we are too fannish
. So we read sf to banish : :
Our anxiety of losing touch and getting out of date:
There's a Silverberg to swallow,
An anthology to follow
(Knight or Gerrold, Elwood, Ellison, they come out in
- S : : a spate).
Oh, we' fannishly declalm
That our fanac is the game,
That to read and publish faanish zines 1s measureles:ly
S ' great.
But although we feel 1like Ingve
To be truthful we must sing: we _ ‘
Really like to read anthologies that come out in a .
o . spate.
CHORUS OF DRUNKEN FANS FROM BEHIND THE BAR: Oh, we fannishly etc.

GRAND AD: Yes, yes, yes, that's all very well -- in moderation,
of course -- preferably in extreme moderation -- but
what's this about your introducing the entire audi-
torium at the Introduction of Notables?

RON: It's part of our belief that all fans are noteworthy.
REX: . Q.E.D. " ’ A | |
GRAND.AD: GesundheitlFTMy poor fellows, I respect your

1dealism, but it's been done before.
RON & REX: It has? o

GRAND AD: Certainly. You didn't think you were original, did
. -~ you? S Do
o : P song. - Grand Administrator, Rex & Ron
. GRAND AD: There lived a BNF I'm told T '
e In ‘the wonder-working days of old
When fans all s-t-f extelled
- And even read it, partly.
He had- - ne feuds in any club
Whene'er a fanzine he did pubdb
He charged the very lowest sub
And sent it out qulte smartly.
And when he got hls egoboo
It filled his heart with grief and grue
That crudzines could not be good, too,
Instead of being shoddy.
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-ing shoddy,vlnspead'of“being shoddy.

He wished all fans well known as he
(And he was well known as could be)
So at the top, he did decree
Polls should 1list ev'rybody.
RON:Now that's the BNF for me
He wished all fans well known as he,
So at the top he did decree
Polls should list ev'rybody.
The Hugo rockets came in droves,
Fen burbled like the borogoves.
Prize-winning costumes were plain clothes
The art shows had no losers.
Reviewers who dared criticize
A zine or fan he'd ostraclilze. _
He saild that all complainks were lies,
For fans were good straight through,.sirs
And pretty soon he lost his train-
(For all fans sometimes will complain
Of other fans and call them vain * :
Or dumb or vague or random).
REX:0r random, and call them vague or random...
And so by making friends of fen
He drove all women and all men
To gafiate in- flocks -- and then
We hadn't any fandom. : -
REX:Now that's a fact that we must grok:
They gafiated in a flock .
When one must praise and never knock,
Out goes the fun of fandom.

That seems an unduly cynical conclusion, sir.

You should talk. Do you read ydur own fanzine review
columns? : : L ‘

He makes Coulson sound kindly.

That wasn't a nice thing to say.:

Precisely! Now you apologize --

Sorry,

0ld fellow.

Quite all right.

(Exeunt Rex and Ron arm in arm, calling "Tessa," "Fendetta")

GRAND AD: -- and go off the best of friends. Isn't that so.
Oh. Come back! I haven't explained about your wife'
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Oh, dear, I can see this is going to be difficult. I
never should have agreed to Their Graces' bargain.
Still, I don't know if there'd've been enough votes to
send either of those idiots across the water on his
own without Their Graces' puffing the proceedlngs.

But here come Their Graces! (He starts to face up to
meeting them, then decides he just can't.) No, I'd
better tell her husband first.

(gg hur.ies off after Rex and Ron. Enter Duke, Duchess, Obli-
terine.)

OBLIT: Well, I still don't like the idea. My only hope 1s
that when my husband-to-be -- whoever he is -- finds
out what a bunch of talky little blaggards we are
he'11l disappear. (Aside) Literally, I hope.

DUKE: Little blaggard? Me? Young lady, I am a chip off the
old Bloch.

DUCHESS: Talky, maybe.

DUKE: My love!

(Hgfg} if desired, to cheer their daughter, they may put on
Eloch and Tucker masks and perform Bruce Pelz's version of

"Replying We Sing...As I Find I'm a King," from his rilksong
Manual #1.)

(Enter Grand Administrator, shepherding Ron and Rex. )

RON: But I don't want to
REX: Bt I can't possibly --

BOTH (seeing Obliterine): No offense, Obby.

OBLITERINE: None.
RON But the fact is --
REX: -- we're madly in love --

(Obliterine looks startled .)

RON: -- with Fendetta --
REX: = gnd Tessa.

OBLITERINE: Oh. Well, that's good.



RON & REX: It is?

OBLITERINE: Of course. I want that trip to Europe my parents
promised me, but I don't want to marry you. (turns SO
that her parents won't hear her) I have interests of
my own. after ail.

RON (sings): Here's a how-de-do. If I marry you --
RON (stopping_gjg):'Wrong operetta.
RON: Sorry. But what are we to do?

(A1l sigh, and glcom descends. Enter Tessa and Fendetta,
dragging the TELLER. )

TESSA & FENDETTA: We found him!
GRAND AD: Mighty Pthallo! Where was he? I looked in all the bars.

TESSA: He forgzot his name badge, and the guards wouldn't let
him into the convention.

FENDETTA: So then we scoured the bars and found a committee
member to make him a duplicate. Now, tell us, Teller--

FTESSA: Which of us goes to Europe?
RCN & REX: Yes, which one?

ALL: Which one?!

TELLER: Neither one.

AlL: What?!

TELLER: Neither one. The fannish vote split equally between
you, and the sercon vote, being opposed to you both
because you're ultra-faanish, and the First Fandom
vote being opposed to you because you don't come {rom
an ancient fannish family, and the women being opposed
to you as male chauvinists -- a write-in candidate
got the majority. (Consternatien. The Teller hushes
Fhem to announce:) Obliterine won.

(Obliterine flings out her arms, and the Teller runs to her.

T o7 embrace. RoX and Bon took suspiclous and start to object,

thin shrug and begin to sing.)
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REX & RON: Once more ultra fannish

With no wants Britainnish

We'll work on our annish,
Our sweethearts and we.

Obliterine thanking,

Our mimeo's we're cranking.

On next year we're banking.
Who wins then, we'!ll see.

ALL: So now dance a fandango (or some fannish measure )
And hope that our play gets revivals.
Obliterine goes off to England with pleasure,
And next year we'll re-play "The Rivals."
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VERRY'S Y JAEDEKER
by John Berry
(cont.)

Our holiday was dispersed with tours via coach to some of
the major areas of interest on this part of the Italian coast;
known as Romagna. The flrst trip was to:

SAN MARINO. The route was through the seaside resorts of
Cattolica, Riccione and Rimini -- the journey didn't take too
long, because San Marino 1is only about a dozen miles from Cat-
tolica. Of course, to a traveller like myself who has visited
many countries, it is merely of academic interest that San
Marino is actually a separate state. To my wife and daughter,
however, 1t was very thrilling, more so because our passports
were not stamped on ar.ival in Italy. but as soon as the frontier
was crossed the San Marino authorities (on payment of 100 lire)
duly embellished our passports with a rather garish rubber stamp.

The cocuntryside was clean, and plenty of houses and hotels
were in course of construction, denoting a healthy economic
situation -- and this is really remarkable considering the country
is so very small and has no heavy industry -- it is a classlc
example of a country almost entirely dependant on tourism, and
making 1t pay.

The road started to sweep upwards, with a few alarming bends,
because the town is situated on a serles of hills about 2,500
feet high, giving a magnificent view of the countryside, enabling
Yugoslavia (so we were told) to be seen on a clear day.

Several coach loads of tourists assembled ln a square, with
battlements behind, and we tourists were divided into our respec-
tive nationalities. About a hundred English people gathered in a
huddie, and we were introduced to our guide. He led us through
parc of the town, past enticing souvenir shops, which he assured
s we could patronize later. Eventually he came to a small érea,
gathered us round him intimately, and spoke to us, telling us
about San Marino. It was a speech he had obviously gilven hun-
dreds of times, and his English was impeccable. He was handsome,
tall, brocad and dark, and would appear sexually exclting to any
female present (or any male so inclined...he was getting glassy-
eyed stares from both sexes). Actually, his speech was a humor -
sus tour de force. Recause of his considerable practice, his
monclogue bore subtle pauses for effect, and coupled with clever
farizl expressions he quickly had his audience laughing at every -
tl.ing ha saic.: Principally, he spcke atout the part San Marino
had played in both World Wars. Twelve men went from the repubtlic
in WWI, and all came back After WWII, due to some cversight. San
Marinc was the only country that didn't sign a Peace Treaty with
the Cermans. Out gulde pointed out, with a grimace, a group Of
German tourists neardy.
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"We would be legally entitled," he said with a sneer, "to
shoot them where they stand -- but we need their money.'

He also made some scathing remarks about "those down there
-- the Ities," but he was pleased with the Americans. Their
ambassador had presented San Marino with the necessary flaance
to build the fine roads we had driven over -- France had built a
resevolr, enabling the populace to have clean drinking water.
And England? England had presented San Marino with twelve
barrel -loading flintlocks early in the reign of Queen Victoria
....these arms still representing the only offensive weapons the
republic possessed.

We were then escorted to the most sacred place in San Marino,
the chapel, in reality a facade built against the face of the
rock -- each rock having cut into it two recesses, which he
explained was the sleeping place of the original San Marino and
Friend. Our guide spoke in pious tones, stressing the utter
sanctity of the place, and then, suddenly, he whipp=d out some
First Day Covers of B8an Marino stemps and commenced to sell them
to the tourists. What perturbed me so much was that this mer-
cenary action seemed to profane the chapel, and even worse were
the huge lies he told about the great value and scarcity of San
Marino stamps. The First Day Covers he was selling were dated
1965, and he assured the tourists that no San Marino stamps had
been issued since that date, and in fact San Marino stamps were
so valuable that postmen all over the world peeled them off the
envelopes when they were delivering letters. Tourists started to
surge forward and buy the covers, pushing 1,000 lire notes into
his hands. It was on the tip of my tongue to harangue the crowd,
to tell them that San Marino stamps were the scourge of philately,
and were almost worthless, simply because the country issued
sets of stamps almost every other week. I stress again the
mercenary actions and outright lies of this man in the chapel to
bring into perspective the incongruity of his next actions. He
led us from the chapel to the cathedral next door, and whilst
usleiing us inside, he suddenly spotted my 17 year old daughter
attired in so called "hnt pants." The guide screamed hoarsely to
a minion who rushed forward with a long shapeless green smock
which he instructed my daughter to put on...he said that indecent
dress was a sin against the cathedral and a sin against San
Marino.

He took us into the "parliament" of San Marino, and told us
something of the economics of the place;, inciuding details of an
extremely clever income tax law...the pencion obtainable at old
age 1s dependant upon income tax receipts throughout l1life...if
you make a lot of money but don't declare income tax on it,
cnat'!s perfectly OX, you needn't declare anything, but many years
later the folly of your ways will become obvious. It also takes
45 years to become accepted as a San Marinolte; therefore you are

not allowed to vote until this time passes by....voting takes
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place every five years, and no matter where you are in the world,
the republic pays for your fare to the home country to vote and
back again to your permanent place of abode. We were then "let
loose" into the shopplng centre. The final qulp of our guide,
and the best one, was as we left the parliament buildings, where
one of the twelve San Marino soldiers was on duty in full plumage.
Masses of people were jostling to be photographed standing next
to him. "An," said our guide, "I see they've got the ugly one
on duty today." The soldier wasn't pleased.

The shops were all clean, the assistants polite and helpful,
the merchandlce competitiva both in price and variety. Natural-
ly, souvenirs took pride of place:; out my wife and daughter
purchased suede skirts and bandbags which they swore were only
one quarter of the price being charged in Belfast.

GRADARA. The classical fans amongst my readers will know of
the story of Francesca di Rimini, made famous by Dante, Lord
Byron, and Tchaikovsky, etc. Francesca was a beautiful girl who
married a deformed man named Gianciotta Malatesta in 1275, in
order to cement relations between two noble families. She scon
fell in love with Gianclotta's brother, a strapping youth called
Paclo, and whilst Paolo and Francesca were in a clinch, the
deformed husband perfected a successful coup de gras with a long
dagger, bringing. forth the hignhly theatrical and tragic comment
(according to English playwright Stephen Phillips) "They loved
i?Ch %ther against their will; against my will I have killed

RN -

This all happemed at Gradara Castle, which is about three
miles south of Cattolica. It is clearly visible from Cattolica,
a many-turreted castle on top of a hill, surrounded by trees....
extremely picturesque in every respect. For detalls of The
structure of tnis castle I can do no hetter than quote from the
guide-took I purchased at the site: "The Castle of Gradara today
rresents itself tc the visitor surrounded by a double enclosure
wilhott moat built around the fortress. The curtain-walls since
1200 have been crowned by Guelific battlements resting on light
corhels of blind arches with rectangular towers at intervals,
while the large entrance gate at the castle is flanksd with TwWO
pentlagonal towers. The second enclosure, like the first, 1s
attached to the fortress and has visible traces of recent
restoration.”

Inside the inner wall is a small village, and on each side
of the narrow main strecet are small shops, bustling for custom,
£211ing ssuvenlIs and assorted cheap jewelry. I purchased a
wooden plaque about six inches in diameter, with a leaf motif
round Lhe edge, with an embossed view of the battlements in the
middle.
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My wife, daughter and myself walked outside the walls, and
went to a tree-shaded cafe, where a middle-aged grey-haired man
had a stall, selling lemonade and ice cream. My wife fancied
coffee, and the man explained in broken English that he didn'®
have any coffee in the stall, then his eyes 1it up with sudden
realigation. He called and a girl about sixtTeen years of age came
from inside the cafe. FHe instructed her to go to thelr house
(she was obviously his daughter) and bring back coffee powder --
I could understand this from his acticns -- the girl gave us a
frown, and walked away uphill inside the castle precincts. The
reason why I've mentioned the girl is slimply this -- the was the
mos% beautiful girl I'd ever seen in my life. er hair was jet-
black, eyes brown and wide, her complexion olive with just a
delicate sallow suggestion underlying it -- she made Gina Lollo-
brigida and Sophia Loren look like rejects from the second row of
the chorus of a third rate music hall. She came back downhill
with a packet of coffee; her figure was magnificent, slender and
lithe, with just a show of temper in her eyes as she looked at
me, the cause of her journey. I must have been sitting gazing
at her, my eyes wide open...definitely my Jjaw was touching my
chest, and my lips were dry. I staggered back to reality as my
wife tugged my arm.

"We haven't time for coffee," she panted, "our coach is
leaving."

The girl was pouring the powdered coffee into the machine
...her fingers were long, and her eyelashes flicked up and down
as she studied her work.

T went over to her, and touched her arm gently. I got the
full impact of those eyes, innocent and yet confident.

"No coffee," I said in English, '"coach leaving."

The siren on the coach sounded loudly -- her father came
over, and I rcpeated myself. He held out his hands with a
"that's show biz" 1ook on his face. The girl's mouth closed 1n
a firm rou=, as she looked at me again. Her eyes flashed -- and
I've often seen that cliche in novels, and now I know what 1t
means. As the coach wheeled round, I had one last glance at
her, hands on hips, left toe lightly tapping the ground. Sie
turned her h=sad away with a swirl of black hair as our eyes met.

I wondered if her name was Francesca....

(to pe continued)
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& S from Harlan Ellison
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g o g The discussion on amateurism
-2 i s VS, prrofessionalism seems to
\\\w ﬁ R %' pe going well, and --
P e : ?f happily -- without rancor.
ﬁf% X\ j To the end of keeping it
¥ “ﬁ%:\ 74 going (because I think it's
e el an invaluable topic for dis-

j cussion and it's getting
b, i / ! discussed nowhere else atb
¥ T . / f the moment) here are a few
£ ¢ casual thoughts in response
] to the letters in No 14,

jj E.A. Arnason makes an
” interesting thec:zetical sup-
; i position, that writers are
b o 5\ / people who cannot express
r e o 4 themselves fluently or
; <o) self -satisfyingly any other
/ ff way. She may be correct,
o i but I think "express'" is the
™ Fi less operable word when
compared with the psy~hla -
e d tric term "communicate."
As refutation of the theory,
consider the following
extremely expressive (suc-
} cessful) sf writers: Silver-
fk?;KQW$ bverg, del Rey, McCaffrey,
e N 4 U Bester, Asimov, Disch, Spin-
rad, Sturgeon, Sccrtia,
Ellison, Knight, Blish,
Bradbury, Delaay, Bova,
Campbell, Harrison and Russ. And that's just the tlip of the
iceberg of writers who have no difficulty whatever in communi-
cating through various means other than writing.
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As validation of the theory, however, there are writers wnec
are shy and retiring, for any nymber of reasons ranging from
lack of ego-strength to speech impediments.

So. I think the theory proves invalid simply because 1t
cancels itcelfi out over the 1ong consideration of groups. There
are many of us who "eommunicate” in multifarious ways: verbally,
sexually, polibtically, literarily, artistically, etc. No, I
don't think amateurism vs. professionalism comes anywhere near
that consideration.

As to how I can tell who seems to me tv have professional
abilities as opposed to those who seem To me to be condemned
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forever to amateurism, I guess it's a kind of empathy-aum-body
language synched in with unconscious clues my mental computer
understands that I don't recognhize consciously. But many editors
have it. Silverberg, Carr, Harrison and Brian Kirby are four I
know for certain have it: I've seen it work.

Hochberg is dead right. To respond to Harry Warner's belief
that writers can be scared off, I contend that is a flaw in the
human, not the writer, which 1s a superimposed persona. If a
writer can be seared off that easily, he or she would very likely
never have had the staying power to learn what is needed to be
learned to become a professional. But I've seen even the most
timorous creatures fired with a desire to write, such a fire that
not even the White House Plumbers could have scared them off.

No, only dilettantes and hobbyists get scared off when the shit
comes down.

Denis ‘,uane's first paragraph capsulizes my feellng about
aiding those with talent and being less charitable with those
without. His first question, however, seems to be the draw-
sticking point for many of your correspondents: how can you tell
one from the other. I submit instinct and valid data based on
working in the medium for a long time are the criteria. One
simply knows! Oh, yeah, sure, occasionally you can be wrong,
but those occasions are few and far between. At least they have
been for me. I've come to trust my head and my gut. You could
lay ten manuscripts in front of me, minus bylines, and I could
tell you with readings of the first and last pages of each which
were the pros and which were the amateurs. W TlesE5s , 1 T lyou
played straight and didn't try any ringers; simply selected ten
scripts, pro and amateur, at random, and let me read them. )

((I think a wager like that would get away from the issue

- if "professional" in this context means a writer who's
already started selling. More to the point would be to

take five mss. by people who have been writing long enough

without success to be reasonably tagged "hopeless amateurs'

and five early, unsold, and unsellable mss. by professional
writers and see if an editor could spot which were the ones
with "promise." Judging by the fact that nearly all writers
go through a stage of plain printed reject notes before
developing enough skill to get the encouragement of the
scribbled "try again" notes, it seems to me that the

editor cannot teil promising from unpromising badness -- in

the early stages -- except by such cues as determination and

improvement-in-rewrites which show up in workshop situations,

Lut are not availlable otherwise. RB))

Quane's desire for an accounting of why ostensibly "good"
vocks were rejected by onz or another publisher is a red herring.
"ne reasons usually have nothing to do with whether the manu-
scripts were pro or amateur in execution.
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Campbell was hardly unique in his encouragement of new
writers. Hell, 1t's common practice. Done as a matter of
course. Dues paying. You Just remember the Campbell-Asimov
thing because it's a classic, outstanding example. No editor 1is
worth his or her salt without a string of writers!' names to the
credit sheet.

No, we haven't come to any resolution of the question yet.
But I suspect the people who have the answers are the ones who
won't even bother writing in. They understand already. They are
professionals, whether they know it or not. Mostly, amateurs
are the ones with the furrowed brows.

That's another way to spot them.

from Dave Hall, 202 Taylor Avenue, Crystal Clty MO 63019

Amateurs and "undiscovered" professionals...: Paula Marmor
- critic and poet -- and neither of them a "professional
nevertheless both make their point pretty well. "Amateur" and

"srofessional" mean nothing very much, beyond who did what to
whom and who got the five dollars.

I'm sure Indick has been unmanned by syntax; it certalnly
appears, however, that he 1is including Merritt, Chambers,
Blackwood and other writers "all the way back to Orpheus'” as
bveing in Lovecraft's Chthulhu "ocirele." Obviously, they were
progenitors, not pastichists. The "I,ovecraft Circle" was such
writers as Frank Belknap Long, Donald Wandrei, August Derleth,
Robert Bloch and etc. etc.

Fanzine as travelogue? Even by the celebrated John Berry
—— T have no comment. I love all these deeply involved literary
pieces, but for me a big trip 1s Poplar Bluff, Missouri. I'm
jealous of their Ireedom, but not at all interested.

from Bruce Tornley, 2323 Sibley Street, Alexandria VA 22311

Good stuff: notably the Berry travel stories. the Digby and
Rotsler things. The only qucstions that's 1eft in my mind is why
did the ancient Greeks (and ergo various people in the middle
ages) uce the Nabisco Trademark as the symbol for the earth?

I've already figured out why the Saxons knew all the angles.
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