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"8i11 ig something of an enigma in fanaive fandom."
--PAUL A' FLORES, on OW33, in the BASFAN Newsfetter 3

", ..conaidering your skewed tastes and contacts..."
---TERRY CARR, in a IoC dated 9/13/83

", .gtrangely, I floated--not in a daze (for a change)
-= but as if I existed something like 5 or 10 seconds
out of kilter with everyone else~-flashing into synch/
reality occasionally, then phasing out again.”
---BILL BOWERS, Xenofith Two, 2/79

"yell hip hip hooray! Bill Bowers hae finally
remembered how to pub a decent Bill Bowers zine....
by keeping Bill Bowers to a minimum and letting those
who can write do the writing. % Yeah Baby! AHa Boy!
Go for it, Bill!...and other inane American phrases.”
--=-DAVID ROWE - 9/26/83

"Now the yeare are rolling by me ... I am older than

I once was and younger than I'lLl be ... that's not
wnusual, ...
"After changes upon changee ...we are more or Pelicome to the 35th Issne of the enigmatic, slightly
leaes the same." ---PAUL SIMON skewed ... and totally out-of-synch fansine...
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...when 1 entered the room, after a night of relent-
less convention partying, it was probably close to
seven in the morning...and I attempted stealth and
quiet.

Quiet...because there were several others sleep-
ing in the room.

Stealth because even though it was my room, it
wasn't my room.

Perhaps I should explain that.

Over the past few years, she'd come out to a few
conventions in my neck of the fannish woods. At my
instigation. The '‘deal" was that I'd reciprocate,
and show up at a convention or two in her home area.

Well, I'd had good intentions--had even made
plane reservations one year before cancelling out.
But this vear 1 said the hell with fiscal responsi-
bility, guaranteed the plane tickets, had a friend
drive me to Cincinnati International at an unreason-
ably early hour, spent the better part of a day
tracing a "2"-shape (up-and-down) across the country
...only to find when 1 arrived that the airline had
lost one of my two pieces of luggage. 1

Naturally it was the one containing the latest
issue of my fanzinc: the product of much sweat and
many late nights to get out in time to take with me.

But I had made it.

And not out of a sense of obligation. It had
been a long time since I had seen her.

Now, two and a half days later, 1 maneuvered my
way across the darkened room to my bed, pulled back
the covers, and...

A note fluttered from the pillow to the floor.

1 retraced my steps back to the door, took a
right, closed the door to the john...turned on the
iight, and read:

"] see mqre of you at conventions across the o
country..."

Turn off light, open john door, retrace steps to

.

bed.

Ah, well.

To sleep.
+++$+4¢+++&&4+#+#$++&$¢J-#++#+&#J&$#$$+$&$++$4$¢$+¢4#++$

. .. THE SAME [a tenth anniversary fiction] BUT IN R
TIME--NEXT BEEE R RETNE
VEQR =~ by, BILL BOWERS B CE
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The first time we stayed up all Worldcon-Saturday-
night was at Midamericon. Little did I know that it
would turn into a 'tradition".

Big Mac. Kansas City. 1976.

A strange convention, that, in several ways.

I was sharing a room with Ro and Lin; they had
the bed and I a rollaway...and it was physically im-
possible for all three of us to be in the room, ver-
tical, at any one time (unless one was in the john).
At the time I was "involved" with several members of
" APA-50, who picked that particular convention to have
a general freakout and consciousness-raising session;
it was interesting and traumatic, even to one on the
outskirts. And, at that convention, I found out (much
to my astonishment) that I was to be Fan GoH at the
Worldcon, then two years hence. There were other
diversions such as hippotophers, saying farewell to
someone 1 haven't seen since, and reminiscing about
the days, nearly a decade earlier, when ! had come
down to the strip joints in the area surrounding the
Mhulbach.

Friday night I spent running around with someone
who was very short and very affectionate--someone who
ahsolutely did not know me when I saw her next...

Saturday afternoon, I linked up with...

...and we became totally inseparable, which was
really strange, considering our previous history.

She convincingly displayed the engaging quality
of totally alienating all of my best friends five
minutes after they'd met her, and we ran around wreck-
ing havoc on the Ultimate Worldcon: At one point, as I
was trailing her down a hallway, we burst through a
cluster of people gathered at the elevator--a cluster
that, it registered on me moments later, included
Jerry Pournelle introducing Heinlein to andrew offutt
...who was then President of SFWA.

Fortunately, it seemed that none of them had
recognized me (well, I never have met Pournelle; only
received long phone calls from him). ...and so it
went, through the night...

...and¢ early Sunday morning, we walked a couple
of blocks through a Kansas City thunderstorm, just to
look through the stained glass windows of a church.

Later, at breakfast, she was showing me her
collection of credit cards, and as I kiddingly asked
her age, she showed me her driver's license complete-
with-birthdate.

I blanched. (This being before my reputation.)

It was reassuring that she had a driver's license,
though.

Actually, I met her the previous year, at the 1975
Westercon.

Well, T was perhaps more in the company of her
late brother and his friends...but when you've only
seen someone f¢f eleven times in ten years, you tend
to count every encounter.

Correction: I tend to count every meeting.

A Yyear or more preceding Boston and Noreascon II, I
happened to mention in the pages of a fanzine this
Worldcon "tradition" of all-night-Saturday-night-
partying-followed-by-dawn-Sunday-morning-walks-to-
churchs-with-stained-glass-windows--and asked for
suggestions of appropriate churchs within walking
distance of the Boston-Sheraton.

Several were offered--my readership knows all--
but when Saturday night arrived there, all else having
gone according to rote...but we never made it to a
church.

(Well, not then; Saturday- or Sunday-afternoon,
we went to one located in a shopping center. Don't
ask.)

--instead, late into the night, as we waited in
the depths of the Sheraton for the car to be brought
up, she explained the meaning of synergy to me. Later,
when the car finally arrived, we drove out to Walden's

L S

Pond, and wandered its shores in the mists of dawn's
early light...before discovering an ancient cemetery,
furtively climbing a fence (I'm always the coward in
these things: "Do you think we should be doing this?"
I asked. 'Yes," she said, and that was that...) to
meander among tombstones older than I.

Hey, so what do you do at your Worldcons?

Go to programming?

T he precisely every-other-year rotation of meetings
actually lasted only three cycles: Kansas City, 1976;
Phoenix, 1978; Boston, 1980. If géénéd Ignder/

Later, comparatively much more frequent encounters. In
fact, it's now been four Worldcons in a row, with two
regionals thrown in for good measure. This is nice...
but I'm not sure I can handle the pace at my age!

Then there was the visit here:

She travels a lot, and 1 get strange, vaguely
decipherable postcards from around the globe. Our
contacts--correspondence and phone calls--in between
encounters is not prolific, but I have accumulated a
rather extensive collection of these colorful exotic
scenes, backed with scrawled insults about my ability
to keep up my end of the "exchange visit" agreement.

...and once, after one of her European jaunts,
she showed up at Cincinnati International (yes, really.
The fact it's located in Kentucky may have something
to do with that)}. For three or four days. It was...
different. One night T had a small party for her down
at Cavin's apartment (I always have my parties at
Cavin's; yes, you may ask...); it seemed to go
relatively well.

Later, Bill told me that after we had left, one
of the other attendees, impressed, had inquired, "low
does Bowers meet women like that...?7"

Well, I'm about to tell you.

Corcon I1; 1973,

T was innocently standing in the lobby of the
Royal York, probably minding my own business, when I
was angrily attacked by twin miniature tornadoes.

1 found out later that they were not twins. I
found out much later that, surprisingly, he was older
than she...but that was after he was dead and married.

Even then, she was the most outspoken...and quite
possibly the most obnaxious.

I was much shyer then, and not at all used to
handling such displays of public admiration...so I was
a bit flustered by it all, No, I don't recall the
exact cause for this assualt on my integrity and
parentage, but I think it had something to do with the
fact that I wouldn't trade with their abysmal fanzine.

Ah, well.

Whatever.

The last time we stayed up all night Saturday night/
went out early Sunday morning, was at Boston. So much
for a five-year, three-part tradition.

Perhaps it was the shock of seeing her two years
in a row that did in the routine at Denver. Perhaps
that is why, although she was definitely there, I can
recall no specific instances from Denvention II to
contribute toward the mythos.

Undoubtedly the fault of the rarefied air.

Phoenix. 1978,
Iguanacon 1I.
Hot. Traumatic. The Worldcon Of My Being Honored.

The first half of my extended stay there was
relatively pesceful... Then came Friday night...a
face sighted across the room in the crowded Boston
party...and I said, ""Oh, shit!"

Foward: Saturday night (just to maintain the
image, you understand), I ended up following this
strange person around, from party to party, up and
down. stairwells, trying to lose her (even more) in-
sufferable brother. ...when she wasn't following me
around, from party to party, etc., trying to find her
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insufferable brother.

And early Sunday morning, in e Pinto more decrepit
than either of mine had ever been (we won't discuss
the Mustang), we drove through the already intolerable
Phoenix heat to a nearby church...to look through the
stained glass windows.

Saturday night...Sunday morning; Phoenix.

The Sunday morning 1 was scheduled on an eleven
a.m. panel...and I was to attend the banquet that
afternoon.

Not to mention that--that very evening--1.was to
stand caftan-clad before a multitude of fans (and
Harlan)...and deliver a Guest of Honor speech.

1 would like to take this opportunity to thank my
former friend for helping me go into that unimportant
day in my life well rested and totally prepared.

(It certainly wasn't my fault.)

ears later, there is still a note taped to the wall
ahove my telephone.

1 called off sick on the Monday of her visit

but went to work on the Tuesday of her departure
pick her up and take

here,
--having arranged for a friend to
her to the airport.

1 made a wake-up call from work, we said our
good-byes...and when I got home that evening, I found
that my normally immaculate apartment had turned into
a blizgerd of scrawled notes. Most of them were
attached to implements for disposal of the waste
' product of my cigarettes.

1 still have them all, and someday, when Ouf-
wonlds regains its former hefty page-count, I shall
probably reproduce facsimiles of them.

' In the meantime, the one that remains attached
to its original abode reads:
ANV
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...which, translated, goes:

"1 think T found every ASHTRAY .in the place (at
teast 1'm tirved of Looking] -- 1§ 1 didn't gind them
alk, 1'm sure you'll forgive my faux pas ---- (And (f
1 did gind them afl--1'm sure you'£€ foraive me--at
LeasdT you'kl have time to)---"

Cute. ...so very cutel

e IO IS 5 5, T LB
Now then, when...after having rented this apart-
ment, but before 1 moved down to Cincinnati, I called
ahead to order a telephone--having been informed that
you can do this...collect. 'How big is your apartment?"
the service rep asked. "Three rooms," I replied. "And
bath."

" ..well," she said, "we recommend three slim-
line, touch-tone..."

"Wrong," I held my ground. "I'll take one
standard, basic black, dial-tone,..with a long cord."

You simply have to learn to be firm with the type
of person who works for the Bell System...or they'll
walk all over youl

Certainly I have more ashtrays than I have tele-
phoges. There are, after all, three rooms here. And
bath.
But not that many.
No matter what she says.
Non-smoking friends can be so aggravating...

The stories about the speed with which I eat are, by
now, legend.

...and provide gist for a lot of would-be
comedians.

It is true that somc of my best friends hesitate
to go out to a restaurant with me...

(vI'11 go to the bar with you...but...never...
another meal,Y she said. A different she, this, and
years later she recanted. ..or forgot!)

...but I suspect this has more to do with their
reluctance to engage in witty verbal repartee with me,
while 1 am choking, than it does with the specd of my
ingestion.

Perhaps it is so that she will have me in a place
where I won't go flitting off...

Maybe it's because no onc else will go out with
her...

1 chose to believe it's simply that she enjoys
my company...

...but my friend and I usually end up going out
to at least one extended meal during the course of a
convention.

More than likely, Mexican.

w/drinks.

The Ultimate in this particular Tradition happen-
cd one night during Chicon 1V, when we went out, and
returned.. .hours...later, after paying a bill that
totalled well over five times the cost of the food
we'd consumed.

And she wonders why 1 can't afford to see her
more often?

Ah, well. At lcast I remember that night.

But by far the most memorable meai occured during the
one Midwestern regional she attended.

Saturday night...and she was determined to have
Mexican food. -

Check the Yellow pages...make phone calls. The
only place open that met specifications was something
like fifteen miles outside of town. Into the car and
off we went.

Did I forget to mention that it was winter?

The further we went, the narrower the roads be-
came...and the higher the drifts of snow paralleling
the roads loomed.

"Do you renlly want to do this?'" 1 eventually
asked.

Yy e'stl

Finally a turn down something labelled a road,
but which seemed more like a farm lane with very
modest aspirations. A mile. Two.

The neon sign at last. Pause. Back up, get a
running start, and ram the car through the ridges of
jcesnow the snowplow had carefully deposited across
the entranceway. :

Into the restaurant: A large open room with a
bar at one end, and a few small tables scattered abou’
the remaining expanse. Basic decor: Formica.
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The specialty of the house was Velvetta cheese.
Half melted.

Scrumptious.

Eventually we dug the car out of the snowbank in
the parking lot, negotiated the rutted ridge to the
"'road", and returned to the warmth of the convention.

Say there...oh expert on worldwide cuisine...you
don't suppose that the next time we're both at that
convention--whenever that might be--we can find that
place again?

...and you don't happen to remember the name of
it, do you? >

All I remember is the snow falling over a scene
that Currier and Ives might have depicted from the
Twilight Zone:

...in the middle of nowhere, a nondescript build-
ing, three or four cars, restaurant and all identified
by a flickering neon sign, eerily announcing...PABST
BLUE RIBBON.

One of her cuter habits is the occasional cards I
receive--that have been signed by all of the people in
the office where she works. None of whom I have met,
nor am likely to.

I just about returned the favor, by sending her a
sympathy card after ConStellation, signed by all the
people I work with. I probably would have too, but it
would have required too much in the way of explanation
...and T do try to maintain a low profile at work re-
garding how I spend my wild weekends in hotel rooms
coast-to-coast. (This is not as simple as it sounds..
or as it used to be: 1 work with another fan, one who
has recently discovered conventions and is disgustingly
goshwow about the things. ...and vocal at work. "But,
and-this-is-yet-another...she said, "I've read all your
fanzines and am just trying to follow your advice on
fannish relationships..." Not as cute as my friend,
this mere acquaintance, and certainly not in my league,
but there does seem to be some possibilities here...)

Back to the Subject.

Oh, yes, she wae in Baltimore.

Although you probably didn't see her there.

One aspect of The Game is seeing how long it takes
her to track me down at each succeceding convention.
She's getting quite adept at it.

Early Friday evening, as I was trying to relax in
my room after a long day at the huckster tahle, the
phone rang.

"Get over herel"

(A while back 1 was involved with someone why, by
every criteria I might set down on paper, was perfect
for me. Well, she was a blonde, but otherwise...
Eventually, when it ended--and it lasted several times
three months; I even accepted the kids--friends asked,
being curious, "what' had happened. I thought aboutit,
. and finally responded, "I guess I'm just not equipped
to deal with a subservient woman." Knowing a bit of
my track record...they nodded sagely.)

Ne," I said.

One has to keep up appearances, after

Her hotel being sowe distance away, I
we meet at an intermediate restaurant. We

"Okay, 1'll be over in half an hour."

I hung up the phone, and turned to my

"Well...that was Destiny."

"Yes," she said (this being the first
"1'd figured that out."

She smiled.

I wonder why?

(err...about that T-shirt, Leah?)

all.
suggested
negotiated.

rogmmate.

When 1 finally got to her hotel, found her room
(fortunately in the North Tower)...it took a while
for her to come to the door.

As T waited, 1 couldd't help wondering what sort
of dread disease she had, that she wouldn't come out
in public.

"'other" she),

-v-.-.-a‘-oﬂoﬁo.--b-‘.t.--.Q...

When at last the door opened...I'nm sorry; I
really couldn't help myself...1 laughed out loud.

James Watt also would have laughed at the sight
of her on crutches.,

Naturally she had a perfectly innocuous cover-
story prepared and rehearsed to explain the swollen
state of her ankle. She delivered it well, and 1 even
bought it...for most of the convention.

It takes me a while to figure these things out--
not as long as it takes me to eat, but close--still,
eventually 1 get there. And so it was that T ration-
alized the truth of the matter:

The reason she stumbled coming across that park-
ing lot on the way to boarding the plane to Baltimore
was not because of any awkwardness or clumsiness o
her part. Not at all; that same foot had earlier
transformed a would-be mugger into a soprano for life.

No, it was simply that after, lo these many
months, she was so eager to see me that she was blind
to any obstacle in her course.

So, you think you have problems?

I tell you, it's really a heavy rap to know that
you inspire this sort of total admiration in somecne
who otherwise conducts her 1ife in a totally ratjonal
manuer. Still, I'm not unfamiliar with the condition
(God knows "she" is not alone)...and if, on rare
occasion I sometimes wonder if I'm worthy of such
single-minded devotion, well, you'll have to excuse me.

Oh course I am.

...1f only for the total discretion 1 bring to
every relationship.

fiiven that, even after all these years, it is with a
bit of calculation that 1 realize that 1 have known
her longer than all but one other (he being short and
hairy) that I call Friend (as opposed, excuse me,
apart from those I call friends, Lovers, lovers, Mere
Acquaintances...and the rest of you).

And that i{s the crux of the matter.

You see,by any set of standards set forth for
Friendship, no matter the milieu, we have absolutely,
unequivocally, nothing in common. She and I.

Only in fandom could such a relationship not
only develop, but endure.

Despite the fact that she will tell you to your
face, vehemently, that she is not a fan. -

And that is perhaps the final proof of my total
discretion, despite scoffers of hometown and local
origin.

You see, after all these pages of ‘in-depth
analysis and instant replays, I have not mentioned
once those she is personally brought into fandom...
nor how she inadvertantly named a Worldcon, one digit
earlier.

(Nor that I remember the days she wore jeans...)

I mean, when you tell me not to bring some
sensitive subject up, you can rest assured that I
won't, Until later.

F riendship.

Clever innuendoes, riffs, and cute asides not
withstanding, therc's no way I can put down in mimeo-
print why such is present here...but not thare. Logic,
rationality, reality--none have a bearing here.

It would make more sense...as well as a more
cohesive recanting, if it did.

The hell with it.

Hey, you!

Yes, you...the sunny disposition, the one with
the ferocious critter that cowers under beds, the
instigator of scrawled communications--written and
telephonic:

Yes, you.

This:

Thanks for being a part of my life for the past
ten years...ond my Friend for most of them.:...

You can leave notes taped to my ashtrays anytime
you likel
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Denartment of $elf-Preservation:

If you know me at all, then you know who '"she' is.
But the intent of this was to in no way embarass

her (although I probably have); so, if you have any
tact at all--a trait all my friends sharel--you won't
walk up to her and say something inane such as: ''0Oh,
I see Bowers is making you famous, tool" Filgf Fgp
KIX] £AY 1& ROREERing VELIALAAY TAXELIL YOK{ nifé 16
RERY POMLLLILS LHLE YonE LXLEY £PRLLLTY

Thank you, fellow fans of discretion.

The first time was when, while drunk®in Heathrow air-
port, waiting to board a flight to only She knew
where...she wrote me a strange and wonderous letter.

I printed it.

YT .with the exception of a few who will walk up to
you, saying, "Hi...I'm a friend of Bill's...want to

BiLL Breiding
1 received Outwonlds, The Eclectic Fanzine, yesterday.
That was fssue 34, Remember? The Brad Foster cover...
the Patty Peters loc... The WORLDCON tssue. Well, I
haven't read it yet, except for the Patty Peters loc
and your own various editorial comments in between
Jetter-and-article. I was hungry to read more about
you; well, you know, 31, 32, 33 were so...full of you.
Do not fear, however, I will read Outwonlds 34. 1 just
wanted to write you a loc before I read 1t, while I
was inspired to do 1t. Now this 15 not a comment on
the quality of material you publish; it merely means
that 1f I wait a few days I won't be as likely to
write you a loc as 1 am now. Though strictly speaking
this is not a loc, since I've only read Patty's leter.
I think that George RR Martin's comment about OW
being "different" was a bit premature; this issue {34)
{even without reading 1t I can tell...) has taken a
different turn, a turn more towards the Out Worlds of
elder days (I think J started with 1ssue 13, though 1
wouldn't bet you on {t. Do you keep those type of
f1les? When did I start getting Outwonfds?); though
craphically speaking, you're more of a traditional
fanzine than you used to be {Let's face 1t Bill,
Outworfds was never traditional. Of course, there is
a reason for that: You fight it every inch of the way).
That parenthetical thought leads me to my major
comment about the last 3 issues of Outwontds. The
main thing that struck me about those issues s huw
much you struggle agairst being traditional. The way
you pull against the grain of your upbringing and The
Comfortable Life is so self-conscious that 1t does, on
occasion, make me feel uncomfortable to watch you.
This is not a negative comment; ft's admirable, but
things that are admirabie are not always comfortable.
This letter has been written to the sound of
PRINCE, whom old double-digit turned me on to at
Westercon. .. 9/4/83
222 Brighton Ave., San Francisco, CA 94112

There never was an OW 13--a slight detour ensued after
OF Eight...until O¥ 16. The firat one you got was #16
~-I suspect that you were one of thoee wha reeponded
to reviews of H15...which rapidly went out of print.

.. .80 how did your vacation go?

Richard Brandt
Finally got back from vacation. Went up to Baltimore;
found some old fossil who was stil1 hawking 7-year-old
copies -of Outvortds. .. :
Reading through WODF #8, was amused to see the
same subject being given earnest discussion as copped
up in Outivonlds: how the cancerous growth of convention
activity 1s giving the slow death to fanzine fandom.

@054 rastoatsesicansatnesaseian, Tereescsvananans

“zines in my own first editorial.
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"I wish you hadn't done that," she informed me,
at our next meeting. :

The second time was when, in a convention TepoRt,
1 used her name.

"I wish you hadn't done that," she next-meetingly
said, a tad more strongly.

The third time...this..

I'm learning.

Yes, yes, I know you'll wish that I hadn't done
this either, ' '

TEngn.

. Maybe you'll cool down by the next time I see

you? 1If not, please be gentle in extracting your
revenge.

-..you see, T have this commitment that I'd really
like to live to fulfill.

It's for this same time...

s EXTNY ea R HST A

1
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DobBiLe Bowens; 10/1/§3
A Production of Adoxography, Inky XENOLITH Subdivision
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What's most amusing 1s that this subject is discussed
only in fanzines, where one sees a hell of a lot of ft.

I myself noted the demise of a few prominent fan-
That was ten years
ago. Most of the familiar names are still publishing
today, and Ghu knows enough new faces have joined the
fracas. (Some Pgring ¢7¢ f£4rfg are even reviving their
old titles. Picking up new issues of Outwornlds and
Energumen--thought 1 was at the wrong Worldcon--maybe
Minneapolis in '737)

STAR WARS and all {ts bastard offspring have, I
feel, given rise to essentially separate subfandoms,
who have fairly 1ittle interaction with "traditional®
fanzine fans (or Trufandom, as we prefer o call it...}
While fanzine fans have a right to feel outnumbered, !
doubt that our ranks have diminshed perceptibly.

Which brings us back to Bowers and the new edition
of Outwortds, which certainly has more editorial matter,
more personal nature than I recall from ye Olde days
(1ssues from which helped me pass the time during my
recent hospital stay quite nicely, thank you). But
unless my experiences have been similar, where do I
find comment hooks? :

I swear, even pefore you and Brad Foster bitching
ebout how 1ittle feedback fanartists get, I was very
taken with his Space Trucker cover and his cartoon
for Locke's column. :

Who 1s this Alex Krislov, anyway, because his
piece had me giggling fiftfully, at least until he
started inflicting his adolescent writings on us (and
even those were of interest)}? (Who gave him the idea
of digging up old unpublished stuff, anywho?)

Stephen Lefgh's memoir, considering the ultimate
mundanity of the subject matter, was fascinating read-
ing, and 1 hope to God 1 never have occasion to write
& similar piece. (A dog, a cat, and two willows in the
back yard are enough of a hinderance to a Labor Day
vacation...)

Dave Locke's column, being more serfous than usual,
leaves me with no response except the occasional nod of
agreement. Since apa activity has occupied most of my
fannish time the past year or so, I have to agree that
apahacking has 1ts worthwhile moments.

Have met Ratlroad briefly a couple of times, after
he had attained his floppy-hat-and-facial-hair status,
so I got a blast out of his speech. (It's about time
for me to remember to say that, since my congoing
activity has been restricted of late, I for one have
enjoyed the hell out of the con speeches you've re-
printed. 1'd say "Keep it up", but OW is going to re-
flect whatever your aims are at the moment, and that's
8s it should be.)

Damn; that's a hell of a good closing comment, why
did 1 put 1t in parentheses? 9/14/83

322 Limonite Circle, E1 Paso, TX 79932
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BEARD MUTTERINGS
columm, by BOB TUCKER .

Be of stout heart, Dave Iocke, this is not a convention report. It is an elevator re-
port, which will doubtlessly educate you no end and will assist you in choosing elevators
the next time you attend the Midwestcon.

This elevator research took place in Baltimore during the recent Worldcon but the
results are also applicable to the Midwestcon elevators. Experts tell me that all such
machines travel in the same directions, and if one moves up and down in a Baltimore
elevator (mostly down) one will also move up and down while in a similar machine in
Cincinnati. (Note: the only sideways-elevator known to man, woman, or beast, is that
peculiar underground car that travels from the main hotel in the valley up to the con
suite hotel on the mountain, at Ken Moore's Nashville convention. Ken Moore is known
for his unusual conventions and the peculiar car is to be expected; some fans have taken
to calling it an underground railrocad, not realizing the significance of that term.)

The Baltimore Worldcon was held in a cavernous convention hall, plus numerous hotels
scattered about the city. A hundred or maybe two hundred parties were scheduled in those
hotels, and as soon as the word and the room numbers got around, six thousand maddened
fans stormed the elevators bent on getting a drink. Five thousand fans went dry because
the elevators exhibited a disheartening tendency to sink to the basement. As soon as the
doors were pried open the same five thousand spilled out and rushed to the next elevator,
to have the same experience again. It has often been said that fans are slans, are more
intelligent than the norm. Claude Degler would have been sorely disappointed in those
five thousand fans. It required nearly two days to convince them that one elevator could
not hold their number without sinking into the basement. (But the mundanes learned much
more quickly.)

I suspect that the management of the Hilton also needed two days to learn the lesson.

The Hilton hotel had two towers, which was warning enough to veteran convention-
goers. Most of the popular parties were held in what I called the south tower, and it
was the elevators in that tower that frustrated the thirsty fans and agitated the manage-
ment. The wiser, more experienced fans made their way to the north tower where the
parties were fewer, and where the elevators responded nimbly and did not sink into the
basement. I met some fans (always young, always hale and hearty) who climbed the twenty-
two flights of the south tower, and then worked their way down again floor by floor,
party by party, to the main lobby. I would always find these fans sprawled semi-con-
gcious on the lobby fiocor about sunrise, as I made my way to bed. They weren't able to
answer my questions about the states of their health. Hilton hotel towers are not noted
for successful conventions or parties.

By contrast, the elevators at the Hyatt seldom, if ever, rebelled against over-
crowding. Only once did I find a balky machine at the Hyatt, and that was because Jim
Frenkel and Joan Vinge were hosting a Bluejay Books party there. Several hundred
thirsty pros can be as cantankerous as an equal number of fans in the scramble for free
booze. Maybe even more so. A goodly number of fans have manners. And again, by even
sharper contrast, the elevators in the two towers of the Holiday Inn were never known to
balk. Some quiet parties were held there, including a Sunday midnight spaghetti dinner
hosted by two St. Louis ladies, and the always-cordial Cincinnati-Midwestcon parties held
in their own suite. I give the Cincinnati parties the highest marks because they were
calm, relaxed, uncrowded, and held in the coolest and most spacious suite in town. And
no one had to come down to the basement to pry open the doors to rescue you.

End of elevator report.

I spent nearly a week returning home after the convention and that week was much more
rewarding, much more enjoyable than the convention had been. I rode home in a leisurely
manner with Tom and Lynette Meserole, and their son Rob, of Lenexa, Kansas. They were
ending a long vacation and wanted to spend that final week exploring historic places. We
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visited Gettysburg, and some prehistoric Indian mounds in Ohio, and finally some Indiana
canyons carved out by the last ice sheet to invade the midwest.

Note to Dave Locke: this is not a travel report. Rather, it is a report revealing
the depths of my ignorance.

I'm one of those dullards who paid little attention to American history in school.
I thought I already knew everything worth knowing, and so spent my ¢lic.s time reading a
copy of Science Wonden Stonies artfully concealed behind the history books. Of course,
I did know that the North had won the war between the states, and I remembered that Lee
Hoffman frequently told me to keep my Confederate money because the South would rise
again, but not until I explored Gettysburg did I realize the truth of that old saw: The
victor writes the histories. A visitor will search long and hard to find a monument or
a marker commemorating any Souther brigade or company or battalion that fought and fell
there. There are scores of such monuments and markers scattered over the battlefields
marking the spots dedicated to Northern troops; there were so many dedicated to New York
state troops alone that the number beggars the imagination. A few Southern markers may
be found, but only after a determined search. The victors didn't bother to mark
Confedarate sites,

I hadn't knowlthat the traditional geographical battlelines were reversed at
Gettysburg. The Confederates swooped down from the northwest and fought the Yankees who
rushed up from the south. The Confederate troops were trying to make a sneak attack on
Harrisburg to chop up the rail lines, and were northwest of Gettysburg when they were
discovered. The very surprised Yankees were supposed to be defending Washington several
miles to the south of the town, and rushed northward to meet the Confederates. If the
park ranger and my battle maps are accurate, the three-day battle was fought along those
geographical lines: the Confederates in the north and west with the Yankees in the south
and east,

One large monument lists thousands of names of casualties, and the Meseroles found
a kinsman listed among the New York state dead. They said that there are only ab-ut
three hundred Meseroles in the United States, and all are presumed to be distantly
related. On those same casualty lists I found a Shadrach Tarpenny, who may have been a
muleskinner for the New York troops. And finally, I learned of two women who died
there, both noncombatants.

One was a civilian nurse who was shot while tending the wounded New York troops,
and the other was a Gettysburg teenager who stepped out the kitchen door to get firewood
for the stove. Snipers killed them both. The Yankees, being the victors who wrote the
histories, blamed both killings on the Confederates.

---Bob Tucker, 9/20/83
dionama +~ twenty yeans ago: Then there was the DisCon. It's rather difficult to remem-
ber it too clearly--seems as if it were many, many moons ago.
In a minor sort of way, it was two anniversaries. One for me (since ChiCon III was my
first con); and, in addition to this belated Ist Annish, one for D-B--it was on the ride
back from Chicago that this creation was thought up...a day history shall never remember
...and we will never forget. -—-Bill Bowers, Doubfe:Bill 7, October, 1963

dionama + ten yeans ago: (on Torcon II) Probably the primary reason I was much more at
ease, and thus able to enjoy myself more, was that this was
the first Worldcon I'd been to since St. Louis ('69), where I was still be introduced as
"the guy who helps Mallardi with D:B."” This time I was there as Mean Ole Bill Bowers,
who does that Outwonfds thing...and thus accepted (or not) on my own. 1 (staying at
Glicksohn's afterwards) Bruce Gillespie was also in residence that last two days we were
there, and as Big Name Faneds are wont to do, we:discussed the Ultimate Fanzine...
agreeing that at least one of us would probably achieve it. The withdrawal obviously
not yet complete, Michael would naturally attempt to interject some observation on how
the reproduction is the medium, or somesuch nonsense, but Bruce and I told him to clam
up...since quitters don't count. ---Bill Bowers, Outwotlds 1§ October, 1973

mmmmmoommooonmcommmmmoommoommmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm
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Tan Covell
Thank you for another copy of Oufworfds(33)-~a magazine
almost as complex as {ts cover (you 1ike Escher? Those
quys on the statrcases...).

"I used to qo to 16 cons...but I‘m down to six."
You've no idea the puzzlement that braided my brow at
Hanfa Wojtowicz's 1ine. I've been to three cons 1n my
life, 1 for a day visit, and the last seven years agal
I love Conventions... The question 1s: are US fass just
richer than UK fans or are the frivolous things like
transport and accomodation cheaper in the Coioniec?

(At my only real Con, 1 lu:ted after a 'glitter queen’
1f that's a general term, and spent some hours hoping
her sword would drag sufffciently hard to... but 1t
didn't. Best advert for S&S storias 1 ecver saw.)}

Having never forgotten my Xzero birthday, and
having seen my last acknowledged grandparent die at
exactly age efghty, I suspect this matter o7 decades
has to do with a terrifying countdoun--so many iore
Christmases, so many surmers, When you have an exact
number of years, you (1) find yourself neglecting the
spare days. A single day, though, can last farever in
certatn instances...

Don D'Ammassa as per usual manages to say a lat
in a few paragraphs. (Khy did I think ‘only 377' and
{s that an fnsult or just a recognition of how mature
and reasonable he has scunded for years?) (Hav: you
noticed that our adolescent years seem to be creeping
into our 20s?) It depends on what you mean by 'close
friesd® 1 suppose.

Locke's article (for all its humour) does make
sense; I am lousy at interviews, & find myself unwill-
irn really to belicve that thirty minutes spent asking
sgmeane why hse wants the job really elicits either the
trutls or the personality. That, of course, is why I
fail intervicws. Sanme as the Driving Test, [ suppose,
or exams in gencral--what does any such test prove?

Terry Carr: ...'heash'? sheesh! Car I make a plea
that hef’she be ahbreviated as 'hse' (see gbove)? Be--
cause: a} it's nu longer than the longest alternative;
b) it looks outre erough to become recognisable after
a few times; c) 12's easy tu say {I think)--a sort of
breathy zatch in the voice, then a satisfying hiss of
breath,..hm, I don't think I'm talking about hse any
Torger... (“Hir' fo- 'his/her' and 'hse' for ‘he/she';
I'm having trouble withk *him/her’, but when that's
soived...)

He's also right abaut some things being nc better
than they can be, that was the 'defence' 1 heard a US
executive give about soap operas and US TV proarammes
in general--"For what they are, they're good". What we
are talking about is depsh, and I have never been a
real advocate of excessive dopth (as in the 'New Wave!,
which delighted in hiding what 1t was about; as in, it
seems--though I won't read it--the Gene Wolfe TORTUREE
tetralogy); make something bright eonough, speedy
enough, and it doesn't really mattcr what it's about.
Maybe that's the secret of scap operzs too...

Isn't it strange? Reading Wolfenbarner's letter
made me suddenly aware that somewhere else there's an
st fan with a bookcase who has a smat! chiid* he 11fts
up to see the pretty books, and her hand reachas out...
There are 4 000 030 000 pecple on this speck of matte;
how many others live as I 1ive, or--at any given moment
--perform the same actions? (And why do I find that
possible relation samewhat Pleastng? ! am one of those
who, finding himself standing alongside perfect
strangers all looking at the same bookrack, immediately
turns away until the small group has dissipated. I
don't IZke being part of an informal group...)

Neal Wilgus's Made In Medurim 1s fairly good.
Obviously it wasn't mean as morc than it i1s {see above)
but he gets across the plot.

Another moment of satori. To hear Marry Warner's
comment on Kornbluth, and quite suddenly be aware that
*Not my son or daughter. There'll never be any such.

CMK was not only a writer who produced some brilliant,
as well as excessively bitter, fiction, but was also
once a man who sometimes over-reacted, and made mis-
takes, and wrote poems about people he knew... The sad
thing about this world 1s death, and the smaller death,
sequestration, and the bitterest death, loneliness. So
many thousands of people we should know, and don't;

who were around, and now are not; who thought, and
wrote, and loved, and talked, and at the end became
one of the unending mi1lions... I met a girl on a bus,
we exchanged a few words by accident, she was beautd-
ful, she was charming, she was smart--and I never knew
her name, I never will because 1'11 never see her again.

Your rcmarks about anticipation and regret don't
agree with mine, but 1 had to think hard to know why...
Let's see... You feel regret, you don't learn from jt--
what [ was saying was that gtill feeling emotion about
past mistakes 1s a waste of time; I grant you the
ability to learn from mistakes and passed opportunities
...but don't spend effort continuing to feel about
them, 1.e. regret. As for anticipation: I could say
it's wasted because 1f what you anticipate doea happen,
you are on the downward curve of satisfaction at the
time ('It 1s better to travel than to arrive'} and {1f
it does not you feel disappointment, pain...and of
course, regret. ['ve never been one myself to live
mostly in the present, but I do advocate 1t as the best
way to live. What, by the way. is 'Hope'? An aspect of
anticipation, or another word for it, or something be-
yond emotion, a meta-language? (If this is a convoluted
sentence, ft's because I'm a Tittle uncertain of what
you, and others, think of when you try to picture (?)
remember (?) anticipation, or regret.)

Leah Zeldes' letter is one of the most aggravit-
ing I've ever read... Why don't I ever meet people
11ke that? (I'm not sure whether I mean people like
that, in the sense of strange humans, or meet pecile
1ike that, meaning h<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>