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AVENUE

Dismal

as anywhere

anywhen

in the rain

it somehow seemed easy

to see how thirsty

the women were

and oh how hungry

like they always wanted something
for nothing

and not careing much

how they got it

or from whom

they were a dismal lot

when the rain turned everything brown
and brought up the garbage aroma
from underneath streets

past sewers and the

final bite of the law

Well, you could smell
the raw earth underneath that

Caught in the downpour

in a strange city

I'd lived in for centuries

with centuries of feeling

for the mind and heart

if they didn't suck your soul first °
or lay the blame on you

because the rain

dcomed hope

ezpecially the hope of the women
in their hunger

and their thirst

Farther down

the smokers inside dwellings  —~ -
gazing at the rain (431
feeling their lives shudder 3

as rain flooded windows

and all you wanted was somewhere
inside :

somewhere

with a cup of coffee
a joint a pillow.

a blanket

a woman you love,

Y i

B Ly Wolfenbargen
Harrisburg, Oregon
December 17th, 1983




...welcome to Outworlds 1984:
l

4:05 pm, January, 26, 1984...the last page to stencil.

I started with the page facing this, the evening of January 3rd...

Two days off work last week because of Twonk's Disease (thanks, Dr. Bob!), and
this, a vacation day I really didn't want to take: over half the pages remain to be
runoff...and I really should be at ConFusion by this time tomorrow.

With substantial help from Dave & Jackie...just maybe.

Is it a good issue?

I'm much too tired, and much too close to it...but I'd have to say that it's the
best single issue of any fanzine I've seen thus far in 1984.

.. but the final verdict is yours.

Editorial Policy...
courtesy of DAVE LOCKE, writing in Camena Obscura 7 (responding to
a member of the zpa it's distributed through) :

"One of the interesting things about the fanzine OQutwonlds is that one issue
hardly bears resemblance to another. Bill varies his approach to content,
format, and tc approach itself, and a collection of (Oufwonfds bears intellectual
resemblance to a fruit salad. 1In effect, change is the only constant. I can't
tell you that you won't appreciate an issue for its own merits, but what I found
was that several issues brought an added level of appreciation, mainly because
every fanzine develops a syntality or personality to you over a period of time.
There are still interesting fanzines around these days, and a Bill Bowers fanzine
is never mistakable for any other interesting fanzine..."

That's the idea: to have fun, to surprise you...and never to be confused with any
other fan...or faned.

...and to do all of this fairly freguently.

I admire the hell out of big & fancy fanzines, but getting them only once a year,
or getting them nine months after publication because the faneditor couldn't afford to
mail them out...well, it's rough identifying with, or responding to something like that.

This is by far the biggest single issue I've published since 1976, but it comes
only a month after the previous issue. And, in a month, or three, I'll be back, in the
12- or 24-page 'first class'’ format, four or five more times this year.

In the meantime, he said not at all modestly, you have a treat ahead of you...

onoo BiLE Bowens
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Dave Locke’s ‘

a, chat with

Walt Willis

For those who know of Walt Willis, what follows is simply an interview/dialog by corres-
pondence, initiated by me in secarch of material to lay before you here.

For those who don't know of Walt, much background is revealed in the dialog. Going
in, what you need to know is that Walt lives in Northern Ireland, got into fandnm in
1947, and has been highly regarded for his writing and for being the person that he is.

In the "Fanwriter Sympoe<um" published in Outworlds #28/29 in 1976, thirty of
fandom's best fanwriters were asked: "Who are your three all-time favorite famriters?"
Five names stood out like beacons, and first place was a landslide.

I'm going to speak to that gentleman now.

Fhetest
Pave: I wondered if there weren't some way I could tweak your interest in an idea.
Faneditors like Bill Bowers keep asking me to come up with something for the next
issue. Forgive me if I've become unduly creative in casting about for suitable fan
material, but it occurred to me there's nothing I'd like better than ‘to have an informal
interview and discussion with you, if you have the time and inclination.

Waft: wWhat a very good idea. I'1l he happy with such an interview/discussion by mail.
Dave: Now that you're retired, how are you and Madeleine Spending your time these days?

Walt: 1 read the London Times thoroughly every day and two more local papers, play golf,
work in the house and garden, read books and watch tv. James White and George

Charters call irreqularly. Bob Shaw was here last Sunday. as for Madeleine, her time

is is occupied in much the same way as mine, except that she reads fawer newspapers and

takes an interest in the affairs of the gold club (she's Lady Captain this year).

There have been distractions other than the warm weather. One of them was that
my.son Bryan had his pagsport stolen from his car just before he was to go to the States,
so I had to drive into Belfast nearly every day for a week to get a new passport and
visa for him. All of which was very time-consuming, but curiously nostalgic. For
instance I had to produce evidence of the reason for his visit, and it took the form of
a sort of fanzine. He is taking part in the World Championship of the GP14 Class of
Sailing Dinghy, at Cape May, New Jdersey, B8-13 August; which sounds guite impressive, but
in fact there are only a few hundred people in the world in these sailing dinghy fandoms
and they seem to be confined to the US, the UK and Australia. The World Championships
(every 2 years) are their equivalent of the Worldcons. In some ways attendance is more
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difficult for them because they have to arrange transportation of their boats (there's a
sort of TAFF fund for this) but on the other hand they tend to be more rugged types than
sf fans and go to more outdoors places. Bryan packed a tent and sleeping bag in his boat
and sent all off in the container months ahead, leaving here with all his gear in an air-
line bag including a 7 lb. lead weight (to bring his boat up to standard weight) which
will worry the Customs people no end. The reason he left in July was to take part in

the US National Championships held the last weekend.

Dave: Are you still in touch with Arthur Thomson? Highly recommended reading, if you
haven't seen it: Dave Langford's TWLL DDU #20, with its full page of little
ATom-illos.

Walt: Yes, I thought the ATom cartoons in TID were great: especially after being so
worried when Arthur had his coronory. (He's fine now, back at work and every-
thing; though as he says he has had to give up the group sex and shark wrestling.)

Dave: When a person fades away from fandom for a period of years there are usually still
threads of contact. During such periods, what were those threads for you, and

what kind of a picture did you get as to what might be going on?

(Jalt: I don't seem to be able to answer this question properly, for much the same reason
that an amnesiac cannot say just what it is that he's forgotten. Letters, fan-

zines, conversations get overlaid and forgotten under the stress of the events which

caused the gafia. If I tried now to set out what I do remember of them I fear I would

miss some that were of immense value to me at the time.

However I had one constant contact throughout the period, namely James "hite, who
regularly attended conventions and kept me informed. It was he, and especially his
Exorcists of IF (published by Terry Hughes)--to my mind the best piece of fannish fiction
ever written--that preserved in my mind the comforting feeling that I had not really left
fandom, that I knew where all my friends were and I was not entirely forgotten, anil that
I could and would always be a part of fandom.

It's important to remember that in my case gafia was not caused by being jaded or
disillusioned with fandom in any way. There were only two reasons, one congenital hyper-
tension diagnosed in the mid-sixties which made me reduce my activities (I seem to re-
member in my retirement message from FAPA that I commented that I had a medical certifi-
cate for gafia) and then the problems of Northern Ireland, of which you may have heard.
Now that I have retired from work I would like to be active in fandom again but I have
to take what they call Beta-blocking drugs whose function is to defeat adrenalin, or as
we call it, inspiration. This is why my part in fandom today is not only less than I
would like, but more erratic; whether or not I reply to a letter or comment on a fan-
zine depends less on their merit or interest than on whether or not the drugs have the
upper hand, and I worry a bit about this.

As to the picture I got of what was going on, well the one of American fandom was
vague but it seemed much the same as ever, except more diffuse. As for British fandom I
went to the Manchester Convention in 1976, partly as a result of the urgings of James
White and partly because of my admiration for Chris Priest's INVERTED WORLD, and re-
ceived some contemporary fanzines. I have a carbon of a letter of comment I sent to
Greg Pickersgill in June 1976 which begins:

Thanks for sending me STD 3. I enjoyed it all, but it made me feel like some
Japanese soldier of World War II who emerges hopefully after 30 years in the jungle,
only to find the war is still on. I can hear the bullets whizzing past me in all
directions, and am only glad that my name is not yet likely to be on any of them.

Dave: When congenital hypertension and vocational obligations kept you 'away from it
all', it sounds more like you were forced away rather than intentionally getting

away. We can expunge your record of all gafia charges. Charges of fafia are never

logged anyway, as it serves no purpose to keep track of something that happens to most
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everyone.

Yes, it happens that I have heard of the problems of Northern Ireland. Word
occasionally filters through, and from diverse sources. The last time of consequence
was just a few months ago when Al Currv brought a jar of poteen to a local party. He
told me all about it, and the story lasted as long as the jar did. At least, when the
jar was empty he looked alarmed and then wandered off.

Now that you're retired from professional Nudgist activities, which is how you've
described senior civil servant duties in dealing with the problems of Northern Ireland,
do you have any idea where all of this might end?

Possibly my question is naive and requires massaging. You may, forinstance,
believe that the problems will keep evolving; that they may eventually have a quite
different appearance but that they will still be a set of problems. The thrust here is
this: now that you're a retired soldier, how do you view the battle?

Walt: I don't want to write at length about the NI question. To try and penetrate to

the truth is like peeling an onion: there's always another layer underneath, and
it makes you cry. However to me at the moment the irreducible core is the geographical
fact that N. Ireland is only a few miles from Scotland, and the rest of it isn't. This
was so before there were any Catholics or Protestants or Englishmen on the scene, and
the history of Ireland before them, stretching back into myth, is one of conflicts be-
tween Ulster and the South. (Cf the Cuchulain Saga: it was the hordes of Leinster whom
this Ulster warrior fought.) On this interpretation Irish separatism is a major histor-
ical error.

Dave: In your vocational life have you ever been able to draw upon the fan side of your
experience? Perhaps some skills have _their roots in fandom, or matured there.
Your experience with the written sidg/pf/fénac and with the in-person side, which in-
cludes two journeys from Northern Iréland to the U.S.A., might have generated or honed
something useful in anothetfconféxt where you weren't wearing the propeller beanie.

Wlalt: The vocational side of my life may have been helped to some extent by experiences
in fandom, but my overall impression is of the care I took to make sure that
neither aspect of my life impinged on the other. The two compartments remained com=
pletely waterproof for nearly 30 years, during which I became quite a senior civil
servant. (My equivalent rank in the British Army was Brigadier General.) Then one day
I-was walking along a corridor with my boss on the way to an important meeting when he
" said, quite casually, "By the way, Walter, are you Ghod? With an 'h'?" It emerged that
he had just read Brian Aldiss's autobiography, in which fandom and me are mentioned.
This leak could not be repaired. A year or so later, as a result of the Burgess
& Mclean defections, there was introduced the system called "positive vetting" for
senicr civil servants and eventually this reached me. It was carried out by one of the
intelligence agencies, and they were interested not only in your political opinions, but
in your sex life and hobbies, looking for something that might make you vulnerable to
blackmail. T answered all their gquestions truthfully, but without volunteering any
additional information, and the man left apparently satisfied. But in three weeks he
was back, regarding me with sorrow rather than anger. “You didn't tell me you'd
written a book," he said. "And what's this science fiction fandom thing?"
I've often wondered since if there's now a file about fandom in the recesses of
M18%.

Dave: I'd be curious as to the investigator's reaction, if any, about the nature of
THE IMPROBABLE IRISH and the fact it was published under a pseudonym.
As for "And what's this science fiction fandom thing?", I think we've all had to

___deal with that gquestion. How did you approach it, and were you able to keep his eyes

from crossitig ot glaZing over?

(lalt: The investigator regarded it as quite normal for me to use a pseudonym; in fact
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that is approved practice here for civil servants indulging in extra-mural activities
which might attract attention. It is of course also easier for the writer, who can say
what he wants without having to worry about the reactions of people other than those he
is addressing.

I can't remember how I explained fandom, but I recall he wasn't surprised; he said
something to the effect that it seemed a quite sensible hobby compared to some he had
come across, and I got the impression that the private life of some of my colleagues was
bizarre in the extreme.

Dave: It's a familiar scenario that a person gets into fandom through science fiction,

believing them to be the same interest. Later he observes the two becoming sepa-
rate interests, which bump up against each other with warm regards. Still later...well,
that varies. I think I've just described a scenario for you as well as for me and a few
hundred others. What does science fiction mean to you these days?

Walt: It means something I used to find in Campbell's Astounding/Analog before it sank

in a cesspool of Dianetics and duckshit: it means books I occasionally come
across in the public library, like Tiptree's UP THE WALLS OF THE WORLD or Priest's IN-
VERTED WORLD or the latest Bob Shaw or a Terry Carr anthology, or even a Ben Bova
anthology with a Fred Pohl story, which reassure me that I am still a science fiction
fan. It also unhappily means long lists of Hugo and Nebula nominations of stories and
authors I never heard of.

Dave: What in particular appealed to you about the two books you named?

Walt: wWhat appealed to me about those two books was I think they had interesting
philosophic or scientific ideas and that they were well written.

Dave: This is one of those questions that either intrigue you or make your face pinch
up. If you could commission any science fiction writer from any point in his or
her lifetime to write a sf novel to order, who & when, and what would you say to him?

Walt: If I could commission a sf novel to order it would be from AE VanVogt before he
lay down with the Dianeticists; and it would be a condition that he send the ms
to Ted Sturgeon for a rewrite.

Dave: It is reasonably safe to advance the perception that the purpose of fandom can be
stated only in terms of the person who stops to consider the question. Perhaps

to examine it, with idiotic care. Broader pronouncements seem only to prove that reality

is an elusive vision, and to further complicate things it seems true that the purpose is

not always a constant within the universe. There's a question in here someplace. T&ll

me, Wait, have you ever been inspired to envision the purpose of fandom? An answer of

“no"” will leave us standing around with our bare faces hanging out, wondering what to

do with our hands.

Walt: No. But, I hasten to add, only because the word 'purpose'’ implies a conscious aim
and fandom as a whole does not have that. It certainly has its uses, which are
different for different people, and sometimes I think it might be quite important. It is
to my mind an influential example of what you might call the horizontal organisation.
Most of the organisations we recognise as such--nations, political parties, trade unions,
companies, churches--are vertical in character, located in one place and hierarchically
constructed, like tower blocks in the form of ziggurats. They are regarded as the organ-
isations by the media, which are themselves vertically organised. But in practice, to
the average person the really important organisations are those which are horizontally
structured, like the family, the neighbourhood, the factory or office workmate ingroup,
the pub or club. This is where his real life is lived, and from his point of view the
role of the vertical organisations is to supply essential services, like sewage. The
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only author I know of who has realised the importance of the horizontal is NMevil shute,
whose novels convey vividly a world of interlocking human relationships, periodically
disrupted by the blundering activities of nation states and similar vertical inter-
lopers. In TRUSTEE FROM THE TOOLROOM hec actually presents a fandom based on model
engineering, and the plot of the book is just a sort of TAFF trip.

Bearing in mind that the commerce of fandom is ideas, who is to say that in the
long run it is not more important than, say, General Motors?

Dave: I bobbled a moment at the notion that the commerce of fandom is ideas, but the

Lexicon Webster bears you out: "idea: a thought, conception, or notion; an im-
pression; a conviction or opinion; a plan of action; an intention or design; a mental
picture, sometimes merely imagined without corresponding reality; vague knowledge; ink-
ling; a fleeting thought or whim." Now I don't bobble anymore. The commerce of fandom
is mental pictures, sometimes merely imagined without corresponding reality...

Good point, though. Vertical and horizontal, or formal and informal. A mix of
people with a common interest and no specific program is one of the similarities that
applies to much of fandom, and to my taste is one of the better things that it offers.

Walt: Many years ago Sid Coleman was invited to a conference of physicists in Istanbul.

His ticket allowed for one stopover so he called on us, planted a willow tree and
left us a salad bowl. He also told us the classic Jewish joke, which may be summarised
as follows:

A Jewish merchant and a Prussian officer ware in the same railway carriage
on a very long journey in Eastern Europe. Eventually sheer boredom induces the
Prussian officer to make conversation. "You Jews," he says, "how is it you're
so smart?"

"Tt's the fish we eat," said the merchant.

113 heard about the fish," said the officer, "but Gentiles eat fish too.".

"Yes," said the merchant, "but you don't eat the heads, and that's where
the virtue of the fish as brainfood is concentrated.”

"That sounds reasonable," said the Prussian officer and at the next stop he
bought half a dozen dried fish from a vendor on the platform and ate the heads,
discarding the rest to the merchant.

So it went on for the next three days of the long journey, until suddenly
the Prussian officer exclaimed: "Here, fellow. For three days now I've been
paying good money for fish heads and you've been getting the best of the fish
for nothing. %here's the justice in that?"

"You see?" said the Jew, "It's working already.”

Last year Bertie McAvoy visited us and I told her the joke. After she had
laughed she said reflectively, "Of course he was right. There's nothing like injustice
for sharpening your wits."

So you see, first a New York Jew comes and tells me a story, and then a Polish-
Irish girl comes from California to explain it. Can General Motors do as much?

Dave: I'm not certain, but I don't think so. They seem to spend their time and money
crying on the government'’'s shoulder because, in the face of international compe-
tition, it is no longer possible to successfully market shit. Injustice, apparently, is
seen everywhere, and might only be good for sharpening wits when there's an edge to work
with.
You've already given one example. When you stop and reflect on the good that
came from an association with fandom, what other images immediately jump up?

“Walt: There are too many of them to list. If I had to offer one sentence it would be
"Fandom is a correspondence course in getting along with people, with yearly
viva voce examinations." (Hypen 17.)

Dave: The two Chicago Worldcons and your travellings in the U.S.A. were back in '52 and
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'62. Memories go through a settling process, and some wind up farther down than others.
Certain -jewels -remain on top, though some may be unpolished or even uncut. What lies on
top in your memory grab-bag of those experiences after twenty and thirty years of
settling?

Walt: I no longer seem to have memories of these events in the usual sense. When I read

my two trip reports in Wh28 much of them was quite unfamiliar, and I could think
of nothing that was not included. I think that what has happened is that having recorded
as completely as I could everything I remembered at the time, I have then subconsciously
told my memory that the tapes can now be wiped.

I remember reading an account of a similar phenomenon in the life story of a man
who had a photographic memory and perfect retention. He used to earn his living by dis-
playing these gifts, but after several years he got worried at the idea of all this use-
less information cluttering up his brain. But how to get rid of it, if you have a photo-
graphic memory and perfect retention? What he did was visualise each page of information
being pinned to an enormous blackboard, and then the whole lot being set fire to and
consumed by flames. Whether the information was really destroyed, or merely hidden, in
fact the man could no longer remember it in the usual way.

Dave: Aall right, enough of this great mystery. Even I read the incident about Jim
Webbert and the ashtray, but I don't remember where, either. I would guess, but
right or wrong it would still be a guess. Come clean, now, where did it appear?

"aft: I can however answer questions when I have documentary evidence to consult, as

in this case...

In October 1952 (there is no date on the carbon, but it's clear it was written
shortly after I returned from the trip described in THE HARP STATESIDE) I wrote to
Shelby Vick:

From what little I've heard of reactions to me at the con it seems that I was
quiet. Well I was of course, but not just as quiet as all that. I must have been :alk-
ing to the wrong people. Since it's in all our interests to make out that I not only
enjoyed myself (which of course I did) but that I occasionally said something I have
screened my memory banks for remarks above the "duhhhh" level that you might like to
quote as fillers or something. I know this would sound pretty egotistical to an out-
sider but I guess we know each other well enough to understand. I don't want people to
think you went to all that trouble to bring over a wet blanket.

There followed a dozen or so snatches of dialogue with various people, including
the following:

In Bloch's room. ..

BeaM. '"You want an ashtray?"

WAV, tossing his ash out over Chicago, "No, thanks, this one isn't full yet."

It's interesting to notice how time has changed this simple little joke into a
sort of legend. Ten years later I was astounded to be told by Terry Carr that it had
become part of the repertoire of raconteur Randy Garrett, and alarmed as well as sur-
prised to discover even later that the current version of the story was of a put-down by
me of some unidentified neofan. Now, in the most recent version as published in a fan-
zine only a few months ago, the neofan has become Jim “ebbert. Well, one can understand
how that came about, but the truth is that it was not a put-down at all (obviously no
one would put down Bea Mahaffey whom we all loved) except of the city of Chicago itself.
You have to.remember that Chicago in September--at least in September 1952--was a very
hot and dusty place, in which every now and then the wind would blow the litter along
the streets. It was for me exactly like the inside of an ashtray, especially the kind
with a whirling 1id on the top which were common in those days.

Dave: I haven't seen that recent fanzine you refer to, but I did read the story and T
would have bet money that Jim Webbert was a part of it. Hard to believe that
Bea Mahaffey lives just a few miles from me, and I had to write to Northern Ireland to
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learn the truth...
Walt: Do give her my love and tell her everyone here thinks of her fondly.

Dave: You got it.

I feel that Warhoon #28, the collection of your writings, is the best single
document fanzine fandom could offer up if suddenly pressed to show that it had ever pro-
duced anything worthwhile. Let's accept that it is one of the very best of all fan pub-
lications and that Richard Bergeron did a fine job in putting it together, and then let's
zip off to an alternate universe where we can play "what if" without worry that we would
disturb anyone. In this other universe a paste-up of Marthoon #28 is handed to you and
your whimsy is solicited: given your druthers, what might you add to or delete from the
publication?

(Jalt: My reaction to 'Th28 is so subjective that it led me into a reflection on the

relationship between a writer and his past work which it would take me far too
long to explore. At times it seems I dislike everything in ¥h28 except the bits I have
totally forgotten.

Dave: In the minds of many you are the all-time #1 fan as well as the all-time #1 fan-

writer, and most of those who disagree don't do so by much. You've handled this
regard well, which in itself has reinforced it. ~Naturally, to some social morons, the
iconoc lasts without critical faculties, all this automatically makes you a target.
Everyone's a critic, but some people are nicer about it than others. Most are at least
civilized, and some of those are also witty. A few play criticism like an abandoned
moment in a Dungeons & Dragons skirmish. Let's go behind how you deal outwardly with
that. In general, what are your reactions when something in print refers to you in a
way that makes your eyes bug out?

"aft: I don't think I'm different from anyone else. I great praise with a willing if
transitory suspension of disbelief. ™hen abused, I believe it and cry a little
inside.

Dave: Going back to that 1976 letter of comment to Greg Pickersgill, your next two
paragraphs might shed some light on the subject:

"It oceurs to me, as it evidently has to John Ingham, that the English have a
unique gift, if you can call it that, for being offhandedly rude. It's not just a
fannish thing, because I've noticed it at mundane conferences in the remarks of speakers
from the floor. Possibly it's one of those ruling class characteristies which have
permeated down through the population: a lady was supposed never to show her underwear
unintentionally, nor a gentleman to be unintentionally rude. Whereas of course the non-
Wasp Americans and Irish lack the necessary self-assurance, for historical reasons.
Americans tend to insult one another in public only in the heat of emotion, and the
Irish only when they have thought of something particularly clever to say.

‘Maleom Edwards' Mancon report is a case in point, not only the report itself
but your editorial reaction to it. I thought it well written, perceptive and full of
interest, and I agreed to some extent with most of the gemeralisations he makes or
quotes, but it would not have been natural for me to say anything to hurt the feelings
of people who have worked hard to give pleasure to others; unless of course I'd thought
of some insult so clever I couldn't bear not to use it.”

Would you like to see more in your mailbox, given the understanding that the
load coming in could far exceed the load going out?

Mlaft: Yes. I always liked getting mail, except for one stressful period which passed,
but was a Terrible Warning. I have always been curious about fandom and even the
worst fanzine has some interest for me because it is generally a sincere message from
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the soul of another human being and should be treated with reverence. Sorry to sound so
pretentious.

Dave: That doesn't sound pretentious at all. To me it sounds warm, and reflects maturi-

ty and understanding. After finishing Warhoon #2§ I decided that WAW stood for
Warmth & Wit, and I hope this observation doesn't serve to make your ass pucker up.
Everyone is "pretentious" on occasion, but the word describes you less than it does most
everyone else I know. For example, in THE STAk KING Jack Vance was describing many fans -
we both know when he mused: 'There are also those who ... ensconce themselves on a
thunderous crag of ommiscience and, with protestations of humility which are either un-
convincing or totally absent, assume the obligation of appraisal, commendation, deroga-
tion or denunciation of their contemporaries.'” I sense that you know yourself too well
to fall into such horse's-ass posturing.

Let's stick with the subject of pretentious for a minute, and move in directions
I don't think you've heard before.

I wrote an editorial for Gallimaufny t#1, September 1983, which includes the
following about an 18-year-old me attending his first convention, the 1962 Chicon III:

I met Willis at that one. I must say that Walt made about as favorable a first
impression as I've run across. He was, in my mind, the kind of person who chose to
sparkle rather than dazzle, given that I viewed him as capable of making the choice. I
viewed his choice as a byproduct of his relaxed ebergy, his patience, and his interest
in people. In a situation where he was with a teenager who wished to tilt the conver-
sation toward wordplay, he chose to give-and-take rather than overshadow. One thing
that pleasantly surprised me, and as a teenager I watched for it like a hawk, was that
his demeanor showed no discomfort in shucking around at a level far below his capabil-
ities. Twenty-one years later, and the lasting impression he made has not resulted in
the performance that I might desire in my own dealings with pubescent youngies. I have
a tendency to stay in the bars, where they can't get in.

The second major impression you made on me took place when I finished MWarhoon #28.
You might call it a reinforcement of the first impression. The aspects of warmth,
humility, and emotional balance struck me harder than they should have because they
opened a window on some of my past sins, and the view hadn't been that clear before.
while I appreciated your writings for all the usual reasons, to me they also had impact
on a personal level. It was a matter of style and approach, and to be succinct about it
I suddenly became aware of how much horse's-ass was in my makeup. Essentially, tYarhoon
#28& is the story of one fan's odyssey through fandom, and I was impressed with the way
you comported yourself. As a consequence of reading it I've slowly--too slowly--been
making changes in my own comportment. They were, and still are, overdue.

Of those who expressed admiration for larhoon #2§&, I wonder if I'm the only one
who benefitted in this particular regard? If so, it's a shame, as there are many of
my contemporaries who could use such a benefit...

As I said, I don't think you've heard this before. It must be disconcerting to
stand accused of being a good example.

Jalt: I feel awed and a little frightened by what you say here, but that sort of thing
is a great comfort and pleasure to hear at my time of life. Thanks.

Dave : The last time I frightened anyone was the first time I publicly agreed with some-
thing Ted White said. The last time I awed anybody was after I saw the FAAN
Award award and wrote Buck Coulson that it looked like the end result of a robot horse-
fucking two pounds of playdough, and he published the remark. When I next have cause to
refer to the last time either type of thing took place, I can point to the same incident
for both ("oh yes, I awed and frightened Walt at the same time. No, it wasn't easy.
In fact, it wasn't even intentional."”).
How a person feels about his writing is always subject to time and place and
inclination and whether he thinks it's in his blood. Are you nebulating on any writing
for the future, such as articles or another book?
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Walt: Mot really. I did once for a few minutes centemplate writing the Great Ulster

Novel, but the foolishness soon passed. The piece of grit which gave rise to
this conception was excreted as the little piece A Kind Of Immortality in the current
M{crowave (Terry Hill). I thought about the difficulty I would have in writing a novel
and identified one aspect of it as the impossibility of visualising the readership. I
first noticed this phenomenon when I was mailing out the second issue of my first fan-
zine. I found that my attitude to the just-produced fanzine depended on whose issue I
was reading, so that I could be depressed or pleased depending on whose reaction I was
anticipating. ILater, when writing columns or articles, I found myself mentally scanning
all the potential readers I knew before settling on a word or phrase which would have
the maximum appeal to them and was staggered by the complexity of what the mind was
capable of in a millisecond. WNowadays with personal computers and all, the concept is
commonplace, but the fact remains that as Delndorfer points out fan writing is an
exceedingly complex mode of communication.

Dave: Right, it doesn't take long in fandom to realize that you are no longer just

writing for yourself. The more you know your audience, the more you write to
share what it is that you're writing. Whatever is to be communicated or shared is
better executed if you make use of what you know about your readership.

The enjoyment of written material is an interaction between reader and writer.
It's easier to engage reader interest in fandom because generally you know more of and
more about the readership, and can work or play with it more effectively. Forewarned is
forearmed, knowledge is power, and all like that. Perhaps it's a touch uncomfortable to
go back to when you didn't know who was reading what you wrote, but whether the medium .
is book or fanzine you could at least count on visualizing the same core readership. The
difference is in the relative size of the core compared to the whole onion...

Wrenching ourselves back to the subject of time and place and inclination, but
not to the possibility that you would write another book, it seems obvious that you will
now play fanwriting by ear. With specific regard to articles, how much is Walt Willis
motivated by inspiration and how much by the editorial weapons of plying, wheedling, and
cajoling? It remains a little-known truth in fandom that the best writers are seldom
asked to write. Would you occasionally entertain a request for an article, or would you
prefer to generate articles as your own spirit moves you?

Malt: I have hardly ever been Zmoved by my own spirit® to write an article; usually
they are painfully extracted by a request or commitment. I meant it when I said
somewhere that I wasn't really a writer. I used to wonder if that would change when I
retired from my job, which involved quite a lot of writing, but there's not much sign of
it yet. 1Indeed for the first few years of my retirement I felt such a revulsion from my
job (which I had thought I quite liked) that I found it almost impossible to write any-
thing. However I think that I can detect signs that this is wearing off, and indeed a
couple of months ago I actually wrote something (the LoC in St{f£ Tt Moves 4) which I
didn't have to, which formed itself in my head first, and which I liked. I can't
remember when that happened last. And the little piece in f{{crowave 5 had some of
those characteristics too, so maybe I'll turn into a writer yet.

Dave: Perhaps it's a vanity that I consider myself a writer, though an amateur, and I

use 'amateur' in the original French meaning of someone who pursues a subject
solely for the love of it. I'm also a tennis player, though no one ever told me I had
to be good to be interested, and a chess player ("of course you've never seen that
response before. I just invented it."). And to approach the subject from yet another
direction, while flying on gossamer wings, we both know deep in our vanity that we have
written better than some of the things people get paid for, and for that matter we've
each been paid for some of the things we've written. The New Herriam-Webster (arqument
from authority...) says a writer is one who writes, especially as a business or occupa-
tion, but not necessarily so. What is it you feel is missing, that you don't consider
yourself a writer amongst all the other labels that might befall you?
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Was James Fenimore Cooper a writer, and Walter A. Willis is not? The mind
bobbles . ;

Walt: I don't consider myself a real wxiter because I so very seldom feel the sponta-
neous urge to write something: whereas, as I understand it, your natural born
real writer is never happy except when scribbling away like a Gibbon.

Dave: If this is so, Walt, what motivated your relatively large output of fanwriting in
the Fifties?

Basically, writing is one of my interests and I indulge it when I'm moved to and
able to. If I'm moved to, I'm usually kicked-off by something and usually that's either
a request or an idea. When it's an idea, I need a format and a market. When it's a
request, I need an idea.

Robert Moore Williams had "the spontaneous urge to write". One of the things he
wrote was: ‘Writing seems to be in my blood. Words appear to stew out of me. There is
really nothing I can do about this except direct them at a typewriter and hope they will
emerge in the form of stories or books." As David Hulan put it: "Yes, and he did it
without the intervention of a brain anywhere along the'way."” Whether that made Williams
a "natural born real writer" is a question that would make us both pause, but he was
obviously a writer. And, generally, a bad one. Even bad writers are writers.

I suspect that how much or how little you write, or are urged or motivated to do
it, speaks only of degree and not of kind. Degree fluctuates; kind is a constant. If
you do write, you're a writer, and if you write well then you're a good writer. Matters
financial and motivational and numerical and locational and so on are relegated to
secondary and tertiary information. If it looks like a duck...

A writer you are, sir, and a fine one. You deserve the label more than most.

Speaking of your writing, somewhere in the late-'50s/early-'60s I remember & mild
surprise when I tumbled across a quotation by you in an issue of Reader's Digest. How
did that come about?

alt: wWhat happened was that Rotsler asked me for quotes to send to Readenr's Digest,

etc., and eventually they began to appear in various places. (Bob Shaw found ones
of his remarks translated into Spanish in a Mexican edition of Cofonet.) I asked WR
what about the money and he replied by pointing out that he had secured us immortality.
Hence the Hyphen bacover quote, “AFTER IMMORTALITY, WHAT?".

Dave: Indeed. And now we're almost after this dialog. Any last thoughts or retrofits?

(lalt: 1've no improvements to suggest to the interview: it seems to me to read quite
well, and certainly from my point of view it was one of the most painless, indeed
pleasant forms of fanac I've come across yet.

Dave: I've enjoyed having this correspondence with you, and I'll continue looking
forward to encountering your typeface elsewhere in fanzine fandom.

As of this moment it's been 21 years since the last time you and I spoke directly
to each other. Now that we're seeing more activity by you in fanzine fandom, hopefully
less time will pass before it happens again.

aooo 9/22/83 -- ikLis & Locke
" S ST U RS T T N R N S S T S R N T S ST MR T S S A N O P R S A A

"T know the audience and the audience knows me; I am not writing for strangers who
don't give a dam who I am. My fan friends know when I'm being serious and when I'm
being facetious, and they refer to me as myself--like, that was rather clever, Brazier,
not, that was a clever piece by someone there on page 14-16."
000 DONN BRAZIER
...in Dave Locke's THE FANWRITER SYMPOSIUM, Oufworlds 28/29
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.. Lt gcemg that I had more input than pages, laat time
-=go let's ace what we can do about rectifying thie
intidy situation. ..

ROGER WEDDALL (...on OW34): 1've managed to write

79 Belf Strcet a whole page without actually
Fitzroy mentioning what I thought of Owt-
Victornia 3065 wontds .

Aus tratbia One reason faor.this is-that,

well, umi, 1 really don't have, 1
mean, I don't really know what to say about it. Yes,
1t was readable. Very.

The j1lustrations weren't bad, either.

The thing that came across most easily and most
firmly was: here we have this nfce little community
of people who most of them know each other pretty
well, and all of Outworlds--even down to the artwork
--is a product of this melting pot of people, mixed
and stirred effortlessly by Bi11.

As someone 1qnorant of the general "lay of the
land" of fandom in America, much of 1% meant Tittie
to me. It was a little 1ike when, at Bruce & Flaine's
place--minding their cats while they were away--I read
Pong for the first time.

It meant nothing to me, but from Pong 1 7! qget
the sense that, whatever it was that was goina on
there, 1t was "at the centre” of somethiing. It was a
fast and furiocus something that 1t was the centre of
{certainly not free of its fair share of pretersion'),

Reading Oulworfds, well, as I say 1t was well
written--I imagine that anyone who is a part of this
little soctal scene would find 4t quite engaging. To
me, an ordinary outsider, its impact was considerably
Tessened. Sleepy old (complacent) B111 with another
Issue of Good 01' Qufwonlds .

It wasn't until 1'd finished reading it that 1
realised I had absolutely nothing to say about {t--
except to say how Tittle [ had to say about 1t. Like
an archaeologist 1istening to a couple of nuclear
physicists discussing esoteric aspects of their work.
Like that archaeologist might, I can appreciate that
vhat people are talking about does make enough sense
for those talking, but most of 1t simply doesn't re-
fate to me 1n any way,

Don't get me wrong, Bi1l, it's not that I'm un-
sympethetic, but what color dats people have on their
badges at Rivercon--which I've never even heard of be-
fore--and hearing Dave Locke talk about how fanwriting
shoutd be fun--well, maybe this s an issue in America.
but 1t's all pretty uninspiring, Stephen Leigh's
"Guilty Dystander" bit gave me some common ground of
experience to relate to, although I'm more used to
seeing things from the other side of the table, when
1t comes to people in hospitals (all thegse bloody
"patients" and visitors and so on), while Alex Kris-
Tov's piece just didn't connect with me at all. How
old <o Aiex? Maybe I'm too close to the period of
life he describes {in it, more iikelv}, but "when I
was...(insert age here)...", I never wanted io he Any-
one, I was me. I still am. The me that I am changes
around a bit, too, hut ft doesn't fnclude being Tike
someone else, [ don't know--maybe I should write you
an article about how when I was in first grade 1n
school some si1ly teacher asked me what I wanted to be
and all I could do was think what a stupid question it
was, fully cognizant of the fact that it was cus tomary
to answer that I wanted to be a fireman or a policeman
or something 1ike that. Honestly, [ ask you.

So Alex Krislov's pfece was yet another that I
have nothing to say about except that it does not
relate to me, I suppose it would be better 1f at some
stage you had someone or something you wanted to be.

I also suppose [ can't say this without sounding both
facile and facetious, but all I've ever wanted to do

vas to enjoy/"get something out of" life, and just be
ne,
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