L]

- PrRoFANiIry 6

: AUCYSI 1959

JoeLee Sanders

DON

Paul Len

Turner Moffatt ?@@@

:@Ian Bodd E:.@@ 7’444 ‘

{



.'ﬂ- H..I e
B
1——

: . BN
o = il ,~ I,.g_

I } It :I i i 'l o I : 4
¢ 4 - L i i
Sy A
' 1
IH “v‘ 1 II‘“'
iz
H”w
A f r"h i
i L ':i, o
. Sl Tty i L=

H:gp]. i ‘|I' |
a L '-"l"\- é"-;‘rﬂ."dl -;_.. i

T

-

o



EDITORIAL
MUT TERINGS

Well, here is ancther installment of the editorial
column with no editorial personaligy. Oh, well, 'editorial personality'! seems to be
graded according to the mumber of feuds the editor is in, anyway. Who needs it?

You'll notice that the title has changed again, as has the title for the book
review column, Yes, they're still Gilbert and Sullivan, and No, I'm not going to be
bothered explaining them. If yéu don'$ undersiand them or like them, just aceept the
fact that they're there. To each his own, ete, Hell, I don't understand vhy OOPSLA's
editorial should be zalled "In a glass of water,® (in French, yet), either. So what?

And while welre on the subject of matters about which I don't particularly care
whether or not you like them, let's mention the thrse main compiaints that have been
made about ProF (with good Justification) since it starteds lousy repro, unimaginative
layouts, cruddy artwork. In that crders

The repro thish is an improvement, but it's far from being very good, However, I
am aware of the fact that there arse splotches, strike-overs, ste. But every page is
legible without strain, and if you want to waste your typer ribbon (or stencils, in
the case of reviews) go ahead and complain, I assure I know about the poor spots, and
will completely ignore any such complaints.

In the laycut department, the acquisition of a few more lettering guides sheuld
provide some variety this time, and the elimination of interillos, except for headings,
is another change from the usual. Howsver, I am no expert at this sort of thing,® and
suggestions will be welecomed from those who are more expert than T am —~- meaning most
anybody. I intend to econtinue the headings-only policy for a few issues, unless there
is a lot of screaming about it, T don't really see the point of interillos, except to
break the monotony of the printed page, and unless one is running s long article or
story, there isn't that much need to break any monotony.,

Finally, the artwork. This issue has artwork by Dowling, Juanita Coulson, Roger
Horrocks, and Joe Lee Sanders. There is also, borrowing a term from SAPS used to de-
scribe the 3lles of I, Garcone, art-owrk by Dee in the lettercol. I'l1l take the blame
for stencilling everything but Sanders® heading, and in the case of the art-owrk, I'11
also admit to demanding such-and-such an i1lo to it such-and-such a space, and no lat-
er than tomorrow, etc. I happen to 1like the artwork and and art-owrk, or I wouldn'+
have used it (and my thenks to Juanita and Joe for their response to my pleas for head-
ings,) If you don't 1ike them, however, there are only two solutionss send me some you
do like, or stop bothering with the illos in ProF at all. In the first case, headings




for the regular departments are needed, along with headings for special material, if
someone would voluntesr to be sort of "on call" for illes.

And, speaking of illos, does anyone kncw the present whereabouts of R, H., Mosso?
His copy of PrcF 5 was returned from Boylieston, Mass, saying he'd moved, I'd like to
be able to send him that copy —~-—- and get more of his illos, too, of course.

Epats e §

The TAFF race this year was a rather difficult one nn whieh to vote, for me at
least. When it started I knew very little about any of the three candidates from
their own writings, and I'm not particularly happy deciding from second=hand infore
mation. Since the start of the race, I've read what I can get my hands ong Terry
Carr's stuff is all over the placs these days, Bjo's in SAPS and NIAPA, Don's in
OMPA. Having read the zines, though, the preblem was st31l unsclved, as I enjoyed
reading all three. From thers it btecame & question, not only of who had writtmm what,
but of who had done what., The final result of all cogitations, for what it may be
worth besides my own vote, is like it says on the zovers ProFANity supports DON FORD

FOR TAFF !
FOR IAFE b

I'd 1ike to point out a coupls things about the lettercolumn this time, Tt was
typed and run off first, and in re-reading, I note that opinions expressed therein
occasionally differ from those &g expressed in other fanzines bty the same psopls,
Therefore, please note that the letters here are dated according to when they were
written, and judge the opinions in that light.

The come-on editorial remark last tims, concerning the stranded time travelier,
did quite well in pulling letter commen*, S0000.,... lotls try another cne., This
time the idea is borrowed from the story"Five Years in the Marmslade," by Geoff St.
Reynard [[Robert W. Krepps|] (FA July, 1949). The story conesrned a vehicle that enabled
the traveler to visit any land = even fictional ones 9 So long @y the author believed
in his creatjon. Assuming that your visit would have to last at least five FE[YS ==
more if you wanted, Ymt no less — what fietional world or worlds would you like to
see, and why? Further information for those who haven't read the storys the vehicle
automatically adjusts your size to the standard of the world you visit, as well as
any other physiological change necessary, such as breathing other gases than DXy gen,
elc. In a case where more than one type of standard exists you could éhoose ons or
the other,

Shesgy 6
DEPARTMENT OF NEGATIVE HUXTERING: Fanzines wanted, likes

TNNUENDO 6 APORRHETA 1,2,3,4 MOOR PARK PLOY 1,2,8
VERITAS 1 SPECTRE 1 THE AMERICAN JOURNAL OF OCULENTERATOLOGY
A BAS 1-9 HYPHEN 1,2,3,4,5,8 DISJECTA MEMBRA 2 YANDRO 1-50

OOPSLA 121 INSIDE 1,253,545 THE ENCHANTED DUPLICATOR

SATA 1,2,304,5  TWIG 1,2,3,4,5,6,7,12  THE FANSCIENT 1,2,3,5,11

CAMBER 1=7 TRIODE 1=11, 13 VARIOSO 1-12, 14,15

SAPS mailingse 1-20, 24, 40,41,42 FAPA mailingss 1=53,58-66

plus & ridiculously large number of other zines, What have you got?
§ 5 3

It seems to me that any fan interested in meeting osthers who may be travelling through
« his area should make known, besides his address, his phone pumber. Ron Bennett?s 1953
. [contimiad on bacover]
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Y Ldgar Allen Pogo

Au item by Peter Skeberdis in MAMMON #2, relating anu axperiment with Bull Durham
smoking tobacco, set me thinking (not an easy task, either,) The qudry that rose in my
mind was this: With our present tendency to revive the past (particularly the growing
tendency for men'to sport beards, sideburms, waistcoats, and other paraphernaiia of the
19th century), what will become of chewing tobacco? Will it, 1like the afrementioned
beards, etc., stage a come-back? Will Mail Poush intrude upon the salss figurss of
Chesterfields? '

Because, all you beatniks, there are few symbols of non—corformity and all-aroun
naniiness to compare with a good chaw of tobacﬁp bulging your cheek. Al of your wispy
beards rolled into one gigantic mattress are less effective than one good plug of tobaceo,
used judiciously. (I stress the word Judiciously, because there are, after all, drawbacks.
For one.thing, there is the matter of spitting, Tobaceo is not, aftter all, quite like
chewing gum....to those peoplw inclined to swallow rathar absent~mindedly, I ean only say,
DON'T, At any rate, you will have to squip your own pad with gpittoons, and be quite care-
tful about where you use the tobacco in your frisnds! layoutg — 1f you want to keep your
friends. :

For the beginning tobacco~chewer, there are a few points to remember. Chewing o=
bacco comes ir two typess serap and plug, Scrap 1s exactly what the name {mplies — %the
material that is left after the naturally lighter, mflder tcbaeco has been taken for cig-
arettes, the big outer leaves have been rolled into cigars, and everything else that looks
faintly vaiuable has been packaged for pipe smokers., Piug is roughly the same quality as
scrap, but a binding agent, such as library paste or yubbsr cement (the exact agent varies
from brand to brand) has been added, and the stuff is sold in one reck-hard Jump, while
scrap ig packaged loose.

Hardened chewers will argue bitterly over the relativel quality of these two types.
Personally, though, I had one overwhelming argument in favor of scrap — weak teeth., (You
think I'm kidding —- recently one of my teeth broke off at the gum lins from the exertion
of masticating a Milky Way bar. One or two good chaws of plug would leave me gumming things
with George Charters.) I would recommend scrap for beginners, as it requires less work for
The same effect.

Chewing tobacco, while fading in popularity, can still be obtained (at least, here
in the Midwest,) The supermarkets still carry small stocks of Mail Pouch, Red Man, and
. 7arious lesser brands, Now, while there is stiil time, let's bring the manly art back
into prominenee, Away with your pipes and cigarettes ! They are, at best, a weak and ef-
feminate method of extracting your daily nicotine requirements, Chewing tobacco is the
.man's tobacco !



- GRAND CANAL

Robert A, Heinlein | Bruce Pelz
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(Words copyright 1947, 1951, by Robert A. Heinlein. Used by Permission.)
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Fx A RE AN SIS THONNET

-----John Berry

Oliver Snoot moved up one place on the hard wooden seat. Higs corns hurt him
terribly, and he was sure the mpasms of pain shooting into the small of his back were
yet another attack of rheumatism - the third within a year, If only the headaches
would go, it wouldn't be so bad ! Maybe if he could get a whiff of fresh air up his
nostrils - but of course his sinus trouble wouldn't allow such a luzury 1}

. He turned to the man next to him, a superb wzample of American manhood, tall,
broad of shoulder, narrow hip, handsome, blonde - an All-Ararican type.

"Er - excuse me, would you open the window an inch .r two, please?! wineced
Snoot. "I'd do it myself, but I've got water on the elbow. *

The man grinned,

"Sure, dad," he quipped, and with a spatulate finger pushed the frame a couple
inches.

'Dad, ' indeed, snarled Oliver, Admittedly he had gray hair, but that was a re-
=3ult of his nervous breakdown two years previously. After all, he was only 33 years old !
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Snoct looked at the girl on his left. Probably a model. He glanced at the book she
was reading - The Higher Ethics of the Papuan Fertility Rites. Heck. Snoot's eyes flitted
along the row of waiting people = they were all rugged males or intellectual and attract-
ive females,

He knew he wouldn®t satisfy the interviewers - he knew ke wes wasting his time,
But he wanted to go to Marsc.. »

They all shuffled one place to the laft = his turn would be next, after the girl...
yes, he wanted to go to Mars = he'd dreamed aboubt It —- and then he'd seen the advert in
the daily paper and replied, knowing he'd never get an answer yot he did get one,

Aha, the girl swayed into the Board Room, and = gulp - he was next.

He hoped they wouldn®t ask him yhy -- why he wanted to go. It was more than a
dedicated urge —-- it was much more --- sure, he knew all about Mars, as he did the
rest of the Solar System - at least, as much information as the authorities allowed -
and one human had to go to Mars for the Conference — and it was important - essenw
tial - for the future of Man's questing in the Universe, that the Conference should
succeed, He couldn't understand why the American Government should advertise for a
person to go to Mars —— why not choose a professor a general or a politician?

"™Mr. Snoot - Mr, Oliver Snvot, if you please ! %

Leaning on his walking stick, Oliver followed the trim receptionist to the Board
Room,

Without waiting to be asked, he sat down. He had to = his legs were weak after
the operation last month, He faced the Board — six men - military types — lots of
brassy, not that he'd seen mich before. He'd been given a discharge after three days
in the Air Force back in 73,

"How old are you, Mr, Snoot?" asked one.

"Amost 33, sir,¥ replied Snoot diffidently, and coughed a little.

The men looked at each other,

"You have a rather unfortunate medical history, have you not, Mr. Snoot?¥

"Umy yes, I'm afraid so." He knew his time had arrived; he waited for the !Thank
you, and the next, Miss Jones.' He heard them listing his complaints — it must have
taken them all of twenty minutes, "You've missed out the three weeks I was in the Cine
cinnati Ear Hospital in '81," he informed them at the end of the recital.

The six men looked at each other again, Oliver tried to get up, but he couldntt,
His backache again —-

"I see you failed to get your degree?®

"Oh~huh, although I did win a bronze medal at Berkeley University for my "Req-
uiem to a Suffering Crustacean {V

Twelve eyss flicked at each other,

"our I,Q. is 103%7"
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"Yep, " i
"What is your occupation?®
#1'm a qualified chicken sexer ! %

Twelve eyes goggled with amazement.,

"Right = er - thank you, Mr., Snoot," said one who seemed to be the first to re-
gain his composure =- ®you may be hearing from us within a day or two. Good afternoon. *

Snoot knew exactly what they meant. The Brush-off, Polite, but nevertheless, the
Brush=off,

He staggered out.

The six men looked at each other., One chewed the end of his pencil, another
shuddered visibly.

%I can® believe it,® said the gsnsral., "I've never seen such a pcor mental and
physical speciman in my life, He's suffered almost every ailment except pregnancy, his
I.Q. isn't anything to boast about, and his occupation is mundene to the extremes hs
spends all his time squeezing chickens! asses — can you beat that? His educaticnal
qualifications are nil, In other words « = -

®In other words,® schoed an admiral softly, "just exactly the man we want.®
XXX XXX XXX XXX

Oliver Sncot didn't know it, but he had been purposely egquipped with an ancient
army-surplus CAVALIEER rccket for the Martian trip., It developed a dangercus wobble
whilst dropping tail first to the landing area, The uneven descent caused Snoot’s walk-
ing stick to fall on the instrument psnel, and by a chance in a million it hit a switech
== the right switch, out of many hundreds, which controlled the elevation of the anti-
wobble boosters, This swung the tail to the right just as it hit the red Martian sand —
a perfect recovery !

Wiping sweat off his brow, Snoot, following instructions, put on the thin rubber
suit, screwed on the transparent head globe, and stepped out onto Martian !'soil! «—e
almost an Earth-year tc¢ the day sinece the first Earthman had done so.

Snoot painfully elumped through the sand until he had traveled 400 yards from
the rocket, and he waited with his eyes closed, again following instructions.

He wasn't quite sure what happened next, He was gripped by an unseen force,
whirled about (although it was quite pleasant), and when he opened his eyes he found
himself in a large dome surrounded by bees = = = -

Well, they weren't exactly hees, but that suited them as well as anything else.

In feltless English they told him to sit down, and started to question him.

XXX XXX XXX XXX

The six high-ranking militants stood in front of the President of the United
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Nations Deep Space Organization. |

"-—- and I*d like to have exact details of your plan, gentleniens," he said
grimly, shuffling papers in front of him.

"The Kickflits, as you know, sir, sent us an ultimatum to say that our spread
into deep space was dependent upon their appraisal of our potentialities, They asked
for one typical human being to go to their station at Mars for interrogation and physi-
cal examination, Our future exploration of deep space was dependent on their analysis,®

The President nodded,

¥Our scheme was to send a poor speciman, physically and mentally, in an obsolete
rocket. We thought that by doing 80, they would conclude that we were weak, disorganized
and fumbling, and therefore would grant us a sort of fool's pardon and allow us to con-
time our exploration, reasoning that it would be impossible for us ever to reach their
status in the galaxy -—— and that our crude attempts at space travel would end ignomin-
iously in our own solar system."® ,

i
The President smiled sarcastically, frowned, thumped his fist on the plastic
table top, and flung them a sheet of paper, 1
i
"fhis came a few moments ago, " he snarled.

The six militants crowded forwamd, their chests heaving wildly, and read the
contentss *

Tos The President, U,N,D.S.0.

From: Lunar Televideo Post S.12,
Time: 20535 - 26 Nov., '86

Message received from the Kickflits base at Mars as
followss
Earthmen.

As a result of our examination of Oliver Snoot;
we have decided that for the next 500 Earth years you will be
prohibited from leaving youe own solar system,

On 2B Nov, 2486 you will arrange to send anoth
er human for examination,

XXX XXX XXX XXX

Snoot lay in his bed 4n the Military Hospital at Washington, He had been diag=
nosed as suffering from the common cold, chilblains, a severe attack of the Spacial
Jitters, and an unknown ailment which defied diagnosis.,

A doctor whispered to the President .. Just three moments, sir,®
The President pinned a medal on Snoot's green pyj AMaS .
"The trip turned out badly for us, son," he said, "but it wasn' your faulti= I

blame the brass, I want ¥ou to prepare a dossier when you recover = a detailed dossg-

.der for our study of the Kickflits, But if you're fit enough, I'd like to know why the
Kickflits turned us down?®
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Snoot strained to sit up. He had a proud look in his eyes,

"The Kickflits - they’re liks big bees, sir - were very nice to me, They said
whoever sent me had been cretins, trying to deceive them by sending an cut-of-date
ship = they said to tell you they know all about our anti-gravity experiments. They
also said the greatest mistake was to send an in fericr humsn I%

Snoot smiled wryly, and then for a few seconds trembled viclently in a spasm of
Spacial Jitters. Finally, he took a supreme on himself and regained his composure.

"They said, sir, that I far excesded their expectations., They said my intelili-
gence and physical strength were phemominal, They said that as I had besen purposely
sent up to deceive them, Man, besides being untrustworthy, must be physically and men-
tally of tremendous proportions, if 1 was an example of an inferior human. They told
me they based their assessment of my physical strength sand inteliigence on three items,

"Firstly, to have suffered from the ailments I have had, and still survived,
proves my physical resilience. The Kickflits are very prone to deadly infsction ew—
and they regard recovery as a rare virtue and a sign of superier strength.

"Secondly, they couldn't believe that I could detect the sex of day-old chicks
with 99,9% accuracy == they regarded it as miraculous.

"Thirdly they applauded my fantastic ability - their words - for controlling a
crashing obsolete rocket by instinctive action. They said my immediate reflex actions
were superb - what must a normal healthy human®s be liks, they wanted to know?"

Snoot sank back, exhausted, after hisg efforts,

The doctor politely asked the President to withdraw.

"You see, sir, I've just had word from the laboratory, where they've been test-
ing a sample of Snoot?s blood, He shows every symptom of having a bad attack of accar-
ine I ®

The President said "Oh ho?", jammed on his hat, and walked down the esrridor. A
bee peered over the rim of his hat and looked at the still form of Snoot as it got
smaller and smaller,

The bee concentrated..ccocco o

FINIS

¥ ¥ % ¥ ¥ ¥ % % % Jghn Berry
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MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING .......by George Wetzel [from John Berry]
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THE BODY SNATCHERS :0:vccoc0..by Ted White and Terry Carr

[from Ted Johnstone]
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CHABODINGS

-RICH

bill the parrotyand burbee

i got acquainted with

a parrot named bill recently
who is an interesting bird

bill says he used

to frequelrt all the

taverns in 1 a

quite often then i said

you must have known

burbee know him said bill

popr mitt i knew him well

he called me bill and i called hinm
burb but why do you say poor mutt
well said bill burb was a
disappointed man and was always
boring his friends about what
he might have been and done

if he only had a fair break

two or three pints of good
vhiskey and the tears

would trickle dewn his

cheeks and wilt his collar

i remember one night when

burb and elmer perdus and

¢yrus condra were

sopping it up

here i am el says burb

he always ealled him el

nothing but a lousy far writer

and with anything like luck

in the breaks i might have been

a fairly decent stf writer

i might have been a pro

if i had kept away from the fanzines

yes says el 1 ve often
thought of that burb

but one consolation is

you are making a lot of
fréends in fandem and your
stuff is getting printed

friends friends says burb what the hell
are friends what i vant is to be

a pro not a lousy fan

this damned cheap stuff

BROWN



i turn out to keep the

fannish yuks running to their
mimeos breaks my heart

slap stick comedies and

thud and blunder parodies

and melodramatic fannish

trivia say i wonder

if that boy heard you order
another bottle cyrus

the only compensation is that i get
a chance now and then

to work in good prose

when nobody is looking

but hells bells that isn t

what i want to do

i want to write for the prozines
and get money for what i write
and i might have done 3t too

if i hadn t got

into this damned fanzine racket
fanning fanning fanning

grind grind grind

what a life for a man

that might have been a pro

well says cyrus condra

why don t you cut it burb

i can t says burb

i haven t saved up enough

for the gafia potion

yet well says cyrus

anyhow you write pretty good

fan stuff any cluck can write
fan stuff for this fannish public
says burb if he puts enough

gags in them what they want

is fans talking like fans

never had sense enough to talk
and teddy roose#slt catch phrases
and blasts at all the local fuggheads
and clowns basting each

other with clubs and fan clubs
and cheap lousy puns

and off color allusions to all
the smut of the day oh i know
what the fannish minda want

and i give it to them

well says eimer purdue

don t blubber into the drink
brace up like a man

and quit the rotten business
ican t i can t says burb

i ve been at it tco long i ve got to
the place now where i can t
write anything else

but this cheap stuff

i m ashamed to look sn honest
Joung pro in the face



i live a hell of a life i do

some faned sends me sohe mouldy old
mss and gays

burb here s an idea for you

this is the third of the month

by the tenth i want a good

fannish piece out of you so that

i can start mimeographing

it off not too long and

not too much of your

damned prose-ish stuff either

you know your old

familiar line of holmum

they eat up that ashley stuff

of yours ring him in again

and give them a good fugghead

or two and remember we gotta

have something bill rotsler can get
his claws into and be sure

and stick in a bit

somewhere that some BNF will take
for a personal compliment and if
you get in a line or two somewhere
about the wonders of trufandom

it s always good stuff and say

i want another

comic pro editor in this

bit i don t need to tell

you burk you know this game

Just some of your ordinary

hokum and maybe you could

throw in a bit about some

fan finding millions in

the pages of a dead fan s fanzines
in confederate money

or something ghey like

a little pathos along with

the dirt now you better see rotsler
tonight and see what he wants

to illustrate for it oh says burb
to think % am

debasing my talents with junk

like that oh ghod what i wanted
was to be a pro

and write continued serials

for amazing stories

well szys 3 bill

burb s stories are highiy
esteemed even to this day
is that so says bill

poor mitt little he would
care what poor burb wanted
was to be a pro

ichy



Well, since this issue of ProF is the pre-Detention issue, I thought an article on
convention-attending might be appropriate. SO I wrote Len Moffatt.coevseeeoo

FIRST. GET A BOLT-HOLE. *

A CONVENTIONAL.
ARTICLE BY
LEN MOFFATT

A few days ago Anna picked me up at the office, and as we fordmotored homeward
thru the usual southeast Los Angeles after-work, sports—car~dotted traffic and smog,
I asked the usual First Question of the Evening.

¥Did the =-uh=—-manfromthelikkerstore
stop by the Moffatt House teday?"

To translate, I was merely asking if there was any
mail awaiting me at home. As with every Trufan, I am constantly Iooking Forward to
the arrival of letters, fanzines, brochures advising us that the best possible site
for the next science fiction convention is Death Valley, and other such fascinating
material, However, my good wife has becohe a bit bored with my regularly scheduled
evening inquiry of "Any Mail Today?" So I have tried to rephrase the question in a
sincere attempt to keep this passifan female from going off her rocker. (In the a-
bove instance, I utilized the fact that our mailman is also employed as a part=time
clerk in the Iikker store near our home),
’ Her reply indicated that I had received a

letter from some fan from somewhers who wanted me to write an artiele (or something)
for his fanzine, Name of the fan? Somebody econnected with CRY.
BGee," I said, "They're
asking me to do another story for CRY {n
®No, * she said, "it isn®t CRY., It®s for one

of his other fanzines, not CRY."

"Whose?" I ecried, "Whom? Who? What was the fanzine's
title?" (We were still five miles from home, and T couldn't wait....)

Tt has FAN in
the title," she said. "FANattic? FANtastical? Something like that., You've had copies
of it before, I remember it.®

"But not the title," I gbvaned, "Well, if it was one of

the CRY people...Toskey? Weber?"
"Noy no....not them,*®
"The Busbys? Blotto Otto?
NOT GM CARR? You couldn’t have confused...®
"No, none of them, dear. You!ll see the

letter in a few mimutes,..®

"But there isn't anybody else connected with CRY..." She
was mansuvering the car thru a particularly tricky intersection, so I held my peace.
I even managed to assume an air ef saintly patience,

At home I found the letter, and
ny first scattering of eyetracks rewealed that it was from Bruce Pelz of Tampa, Fla,
He wanted me to do an article for ProFANity. .. ®something to the effect of 'How to
Attend a Convention! — or 'How NOT' to Attend a Convention, t® (I have a quick, easy

. answer for the latter: just be as broke as we are this year, and you will NOT be at-
tending conventions.)



I was immediately reminded of Sneary's article ®How To Attend a Convention, "
which first appeared in ALPHA & OMEGA # in 1950, and was later reprinted (in part)
in THE SELECTED WRITINGS OF RICK SNEARY, pubbed by the Scuth Gaters in June, 1957,
I got out my ccpy of SWRS and re-read Rick's advice to con—geers. Now how could I
top that?

® Also, I didn't feel particularly qualified to give advice on how ?o at-
tend a convention, a werldcon, anyway, I'm in a better position to give advice on
how and how not to put on a worldcon, I was present at the SOLACON, true, but I
wasn't able to attend it in the same carefree manner of the non-official few., This
of course holds true for any member of any convention committee,

Of coursey, I have
been to many Westercons, one of which came as close to being the same as a World-
con as any local conference can. This was the 1957 Westercon, which was ballyhooed
and programmed to the n degree. As I've said in a previous report on this affair,
it was lots of fun, a social success, and all that — but a financial flop. But
actually, the only Worldcon I have ever attended as a gtrictly non-—official fan was
the PACIFICON, here in L.A, in 1946, T was a bit younger then, and did silly things
such as comijpg home every night, instead of bunking near the con hall, (It was held
in a building designed for cons and other large group meetings; wisiting firemen
stayed at nearby hotels or bunked with fans in the area, )

So I feel that my experi-
ence as a Worldcon attender is somewhat limited. In discussing this with Anna, she
suggested that I could give such advice e from the viewpoint of a con cormittee—
man. Perhaps we should do an article on How Not To Offend Your Convention Committee.

Hoo boy.

Seriously; I do think that convention committees do deserve more consider-
ation than they are sometimes given. Fans, being human, are born gripers, and it is
natural that they should gripe at their con committee, when they feel something is
wrong, I have no doubt that I will be among the gripers in the future, as I have
been in the past, but I'm hoping that I will remember to temper my criticisms with
kindness, knowing now the nerve-wracking routine of being a Worldcon Committeeman,

The active fan (or, if you prefer, the "fanzine fan®) has a strong tendency to pre-
judge the program at a con. Helll scan thru the booklet, pick out the items he
thinks will be most interesting (his decision is usually based on Names or Subjects
he recognizess the unfamiliar, sometimes unjustly, geis scant attention), and de-
votes the rest of his con time to the bar, sightseeing, fangabbing, etc, There is
nothing wrong with this procedurs, if approached with a sense of fairness, but I
mst admit that some fen are unfair in their snap judgements, The only advice I ecan
tender here isy give your con cormittes and its program a break. If a speaker or
panel proves dull, it IS more palite to leave the hell qiietly after you have listened
long enmough to knew that itts dull, rather than stampeds out before or during the in-
troduction, or net show up at all. Naturally, if you know definitely from past exper-
ience that the next item on the program is going to bore you, or is going to be less
entertaining than meeting a BNF in the bar, then you have made a fair decision, and
that’s all any ®on committee can ask,

A con committee gets plenty of egoboa, to be
sure, but they often feel as though they were working in a wacuum. Con committees
are constantly trying to present something "new or different," which is the reason
for unfamiliar items on the programs, and it can be quite disheartening to see per-
sons whom they believe to be reasonable and intelligent human beings deliberately
ignore their efforts to present an entertaining and thought-provoking show.

There are
many other ways to be kind to your con commitiee, if you are so ineclined, Buy them
drinks -— or do something on this order %o help them gafiate during the con, if only
for a few minutes, Give them their @goboo and encouragement, and, as I said, if you
do have a gripe, give it to thenm frankly and constructively,



And please don't hang cut of upper story hotel windows facing heavily trafficked
streets,

In closing, I"11l quote from Sneary's original articls on Hew To Attend a Cone—
vention. Rick suggested that the best way to trawel to 2 con is 4n a car with other
fans — "though you will probably be tired by the time you get there.,...Quite a few
fans arrive looking like they had already been to a convention...®

Rick also advises
getting a room right in the econ hotels "There is nothing 1like having a bolt=hole to
dive into when things get too rough,..cr dull. You have a rlace to invite friends up
to or to retreat to, when your friends are kicked out of their room..,"

Ard herets
some good advice for the neofen who complain they are ignored by the BNFs and Pros:
"The best way to meet important peopls is to go right up and shart talking to them,
Don't overdo it though..." TFurther along, he repeats; "Be bold, it is expected, if
not overdone, !

"If you time it right," says Sneary, still speaking of meeting the
Big Names, ®you can join a group like this, just as it is going out to dinner, lunch,
or any of the places they go...Follow...If it is a private party, they will tell yous
if not, you are expected...THERE IS NOT ANOTHER WAY TO GET TO KNOW SOMEONE QUICKER
THAN TO EAT WITH HIM, (The caps are mine—Ijm) Tt is better than drinking, I think, as
it is usely a little more intamet..."

He goes on 4o describe the timelessness that
exists during a con, and ends with what amounts to a listing of the would=be con-
goer's physiecal requirementss "...if you can stand not sleeping for a week, eating
and drinking at all hours, living in another world, if you can — then den't miss a
Convention, As for time and money, you can always quit your job and rob a bank, Af-
terward you won't care about these things anyway...Life will be ‘ame af'terward, and
you will go on living ti11 time for the next oune...See you there...And SOUTH GATE IN
*58 1 m

Now how can I top an ending 1ike that? Except maybe withs SOUTH GATE AGAIN IN
2010 ¢
«««««« Len Moffatt

R S O O - R il o W A
REGARDING THE COVER PICTURES,........

The first pieture Alan Dodd sent, intended for the photccover of ProF 5, got
lost in the mail somewhere, and had to be followed sometime later by this ene, I
expect some of the various fannish wits to comment on the idea of printing photos
of non-existent fans, Tchah, I should like to point out that we'd be mich better off
were Dodd completely existent, and most of the movies he reviews non—-existent, rather
than the reverse idea some fans keep harping on,

Len Moffatt sent two pictures; the other being too light to reproduce, I211 let
him tell of the one I useds ",,.was taken 2 or 3 years agu., The chap (with beard)
hoisting beer glasses with me is Paul Turner, one of the several sx-editors of
SHANGRI-LA.... He’s in the Army now, somewhere in Germany, His pretty wife, Ellfe,
won the prize for the Sexiest Costume at the SOLAGON Masquerade Ball. She was also
one of the lasses in Bjo's Fashions of the Future show, alsc at the SOLACON,

I took the shot of Joe Lee Sanders at MeCoy Alr Force Base, Orlando, Florida,
vhen he was down for a couple days with his ROTC Unit this past February 1lst. I drove
over to Orlando from Tampa, and we spent most of the day driving around trying to
find someplace to swim —— and even with all the lakes around Orlando, we couldn®t
find such a place. Pfui, Next time that ROTG unit should try for MacDill AFB, Tampa,

Getting my assistant editor to read fanzines wasn't easy -—- cats are intelligent
animals ! And even new, give a look at the only zines she?ll resd !



VYESTWARD. O
" THE LONDON CIRCLE'S VISIT TO

. CHELTENHAM, WHITSUN 1959
Let us, for a space, move away from our fanzines, from thenfaithi‘xﬂ duplicator,
from the over-eager ink, from the ignored prozine weeping gently in the corner. Let us
move to England, land of Trufandom and birthplace of St. Fanthony. And as the London
* Circle commence the great safari to Cheltenham, famed Spa and shrine of St. Fanthony,
let us move backward in time to those sacred days when the Crusaders were voyagingqam
far, and St. Fanthony only freshly a martyr. To days when the evil forces of Mundania
were ever battering the bastions of the Good and the Truf o o
To divide their attack, the ID travelled in thres parties ~ femmes Bobbie Wild
and Sandra Hall (an advance guard) mede their journey by the Milk Train from Padding-
ton, arriving safely at 5 a.m.,.
The cunningly devised rear-guard was composed of Ted Tubb, the Bulmers, Ella
Parker, Jim Rattigan, and Ted®s car, a vast vehicle of vaster antiquity. Tt carried the
victuals and the liquor. Tt wag a perfectly safe plan, too, for what forces would cone
ceivably attack such innocent entities? All went well for a short time, The bright sun
shone down on the car speeding westwards; it was still early, and there was little traf-
fic on the road. But after a while the Evil Forces struck, striving unfannishly to crip=
ple the noble 0ld steed, A tyre went flat, throwing the steering to the winds, and the
car clattered to a halt by the side of the road, After considerable effort, their work
hampered by the amount of gear - armour as well as food -~ in the car, they repaired the
puncture and, undaunted, set out again, Again and again the Evil Forces struck: another
puncture; a hub cap displaced and sent rolling across the road, a second — and a third
=== and a fourth. Tt became g habit with Jims hunting in ditches for and replacing the
caps, Then, a collision from the rear. Dismayed, disheartened, but never completely de-
feated, the noble fans struggled on. They were long overdue, and weary unto death, when.,.
. Ella Parker tells of the passing under the railway arch, On it vas a notice: "Tt!s
quicker by rail,® There was a roar of fannish laughter; the Evil Forces were thrust a-
bruptly away, Umor was triumphant., About four o'eclock in the afternoon, they arrived at
v Cheltenham,
The main party traveled by the 9.5 from Paddington. I was one of the first to
r arrive at the station, meeting Peter West and Lawrence Sandfield., We staked out a posi~
s ‘btion on the platform calculated to be opposite the door of a second class compartment
when the train pulled, and waited for the others to arrive. One by one they came: Mike
Moorcock, who solved the problem of what to do with a Merlin-style Magician's hat by
Yearing it; Pete Taylor, forever struggling with and repairing a large paper bag hold-
ing all his gear; Barry Bayley and Ivor Mayne, both of whom looked disgustingly min-
dane, When the trai arrived - moving backwards in true fannish tradition - we piled
into the first compartment.. There was just emough room for us, two guitars, the paper
bag, and en accurmlation of assorted junk we were to use in the fancy dress ceremony.
We started a game of poker diece, at which Tikwiss Hall - Sandra's kid sister ~ seemed
an expert. The things they teach at school these days ! Balked by such a trufannish
game and the efficiently repellent strumming of Sandy Sandfield's and Mike Moorcock?s
guitars, the Evil Forces did bot molest us, and we arrived in Cheltenham about midday.

Eric Jones and Frank Herbert met us, and while Frank took our equipment to the hotel
_in his car, Eric took us by bus.



The Belle Vue Hotel is a very nice hotel, situated abtcut ten mimites walk = or
fifteen mimites stagger - from the Cheltenham SF Circle's clubrooms, happily along the
same main road, Ivor and I were sharing the same room. On arriving, we dumped our gear,
and went off in search of a bite to eat before changing intc eostume. We'd been *old to
be ready made up at 3 o’clock which meant, translated into fannish time, between 4 and
5. Ivor and I wandered about for some time hunting for a second-hard bookshop Itd wisited
op passing through Cheltenham a year or sc ago. At that time, it had had a copy of Sir
Francis Younghusband®s fantasy, The Coming Country, in d/w and signed by the author, but
I'd been toc broke to buy it then. There was ®m mimute chance i would still be there.

The shop was closed for lunch, though., "Come on," said Ivor impatiently. I peered
through the glass front door, and scanned the shelves for my quarry. Sudderiy I shouted
"Bureka ! " A couple of passing dogs looked at me oddly, tut I didn't care, I was able
to scribble a note asking the bookseller to send me a quotation before Iveor dragged me
away to centinue the hunt for food. We ended up in a low-class restaurant, where we
dined mailfify on patience, then meandered back to the hotel., The placse had been rather
devoid of fans when we had arrived = most of the Cheltenham group people were at the
clubhouse getting ready for the ceremony - but now the place was a hive of activity.

Two non-Circleites were also present - thers had been a BSFA Commithee meeting earlier
in the day. Doc Weir was dressed as a barbarian, and Archis Mercer looked sufficiently
serf-like to sell to Ving Clarke to turn the handle of his duper for life.

The next hzlf hour or so was rather hectic, with Sandra Hall, quite convinced
that the ceremony would start on time, bullying us to get inte our fancy dress. It was
ghastly, especially when she started smearing greasepaint over my face to maks it less
pallid, and me having to bsg svery three mimutes for amother safety pin, But at 3 ¢!-
clock (note very carefully, fannish historians !) we were all ready, minus the group
from the car who, apparently, were insisting on fannish tradition of unpunctuality. Then,
a gallant band; we marched in st¥le to the shrine of St. Fanthony at the clubroom, trail-
ing a cloud of the local muindane children, It wouldn’t have been so bad if they hadn®t
persisted in calling me William Tell, I felt hurt, especially as I souldn’t prove to them
wvhat a long-bow could do, by virtue of a policeman being near.

After a march in the baking sun which we thought would never snd, we arrived., One
by one we filed into the basement of 130 London Road, and were introduced formally to
the @rand Master, Eric Jones. Les Childs read us the Lore of St. Fanthony, we swore the
oath, and then, one by one, we were asked to visit the shrine., As the line of IC warriors
waiting shortened, I confess to bscoming more and more nervous of the ordeal to follow.
Various childhood memories came to me, skittering past in a maddening confusion, My turn
came at lashd I wds told to enter....

Then finally, after what had seemed an eternity of terror sublime in the place of
the Shrine, I was onee more among my friends of the 10, s changed and broken fan, I gib-
bered s little, beat my head against the wall, fell to the ground sobbing. Slowly, I re-
covered, in time to see Ted Tubb and his eompanions win through to us. The ceremony was
re~-enacted for them, then Ted and Sandra Hall were made Knight and Lady od St., Fanthony
for their work in bringing this minor comvention to its success. Those of the IO who
came on the trip will, I'm sure, never forget it - and Sandra and Ted deverve our high-~
est praise.

Aftter the ceremony, the wining and the feasting began, only broken by a discus-—
sion on Ken Slater's BuroFan project, and the London Circle proposal to run the next
national convention in conjunction #ith the BSFA. During the evening we had several not-
so-mock battles, in the full srmour marmufactured by Ted snd Xen Bulmer. Pete Taylor, the
Tillian-deluxe of a historical melodrama, with heavy black grease eyeslashes and mstache,
had a set~toiwith Ted, The fight, however, ended in a draw, the only casuslties being
almost the sum total of the wooden swords used. Beb Richardson, who had had to go home
earlier, returned, and as Champion of Cheltenham, met Ted's challenge. Su, a second
fight. This one too was a daw, and again I think ns blood ws let, though both suffered
bruises. The only hospital case the entire trip, in fact, had nothing to do with the
battless Ivor went berserk while cutting a roll, snd cut his hand instead. He had to have
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several stitches in it, but it didn't seem to worry him unduly,

Gradually, as the evening progressed, and the Cheltenham punch disappeared, both
the 10 and the CSFC emerged from their costumes, The hooded figure of Death turned out
to be Keith Freeman; the Arab (Peter ILorre right down to the sinister smile) was Frank
Herbertg the fearsome Black Knight was Bill Gr 5 one of their newest members,

Later we were invited into the flat abovd by the landlord, where some tapes were
recorded, About all I remember of this was listening to Doc Weir talking about Atlantis.
Doc's now a vile pro, with an article on Atlantis in one of Ted Carnell®s magazines. Even
later, we left for the hotel, and the party petered out, with Ted trying to teack Barry
Bayley to play poker while Barry got all the good hands, Poor old Ted — he never did have
mich luck that weekend with the cards,

Sunday, after a noon-tide feasting, we were taken on a mystery coach ride organ-
ized by the Cheltenham crowd. Earlier, Pete Taylor had bsen trying to dig information
as to our destination from Les Childs,

"I'11l give you a clue,® said Les. Pete waited.

"A village within a village within a village,®

"Bourton=on~the-water,® said Pste, promptly. Pete, during a period of his life
which seems to come to most of us (and to me in a few months® time if T can’t think of
a way to dodge it), had been stationed in that area with the RAF. So of course he knew,
Les was most unhappy at the secret's being revealed so easily.

Bourton, when we arrived, we found to be one of those lovely English villages we
Londoners, who think of the countryside as being Battersea Park on a Bank Holiday, al-
most never get to see. Set in the heart of the Cotswolds, it is quitt, peaceful, and has
a small stream flowing through the centre., Tt even managed to retain its beauty with all
the Whitsun hordes trampling over it. There were %o main attractionss the Model Village,
which most of us never saw becauss of the quasue and the fact that we had to leave early
to get Doc Weir back on time to return to his school for classes on Whit Monday; and the
- Witcheraft Exhibition, This we all went in to see, and it was a most fascinating show,
even though many of the exhibits were not at all exotic, I noticed certain femmes taking
rather copious neotes.. - .@pparently witcheraft is still going strong these days. Included
© were many modern articles which had been used, for example, as death warnings over peo-
plefs doors. I guess it was all genuine, toc, though I could put up a comparsble show by
raiding a couple of junk shops, sewting out some odds and ends, and enclosing them in
glass cases. But then, that!s witcheraft - no fancy props costing ten million dollars to
make, without even then having ail the bugs worked out of them. If a witch!s broom were
capable of interplanetary flight = how much cheaper it‘'d@ be

On the way back, we stopped off at a pub, the Frog Mill Inn, where a group photo
was teken. And once more unto the clubroom, where was the final feasting, After this, we
started in earnest én the liquer, during which time the auction was held., This was the
fannish auction to end all auctions. Ted Tubb, of mighty prowess and fame as an auction-
eer, stood up before the table where the remains of dhe food had been pileds Then, making
sure all our glasses were filled, he started. A loaf of bread. Some butter. A bottle of
sauce, A jar of pickles, A jar of lettuce. And - ‘real value for your money! == a bone,
With a 1ittle cheese throwm im, I only wish my memory was a tape recorder, so I could
reproduce the patiter. It was fabulous, and Ted was in tremendous form. The proceeds went
towards the Cheltenham elub funds,

About midnight, the party staggered across most of Cheltenham — a staid and gentle
town rather like Ron Bennett!s home town - to Bill Gray's place, at his kind invitation.
We broke up about 3 a.m., and after some coffee which helped to straighten our senses,
made the return journey to the hotel safely. In the hotel, some of us wandered about in
desultory fashion for a whils, I then decided, foolishly, that I°d had enough, and went
to bed. I wasr#bddenly wakened from the blurred haze which isn't really sleep but isn't
quite consciousness either, by a tapping at a window somewhere., Dawn was breaking, I
glared bleary-eyed at the gray window, The tappifig still went on, tut I decided that it
was some other window, I began to hear woices outside, in the hotel hallway, But I really
. couldn’t have cared less, Then the door burst in, and the towering form of Mike Moorcock
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loomed over me. I immediately envied Ivor, who'd been sleeping for hours, and could sleep
through even a fannish party. I glared at Mike. .

Mike muttered- sfamething about managers. I mumbled the only obscenity my mind esuld
drag up, and turned over.

Later I found out what had been happening, The lad had been having a little enter-
tainment directed at Bobbie and Sandra, who werse in the room next to mine, It had been
@ bunch of keys tapping at their window that had awakened me., I wish I had been there
when the manager camght Ted scratching at the door, making like a werewolf or vampire.

The less said about Monday-morning, the better, It was the time for farewells,
and resembled most fafter the con' mornings, only the hangovers never seemed so bad.
Peter West and Sandfield left early, as did Ted's car. The rest of us wandered between
the hotel and the clubroom while the hangovers wore off gradually., We next saw Archie
off on the coach back to the malleable iron works, feeling slightly sorry for the other
passengers who were to endure his punning. *

Apropos Tikwiss Hall, known as Tikki: *"We'll have to name this con after you."

Poor girl - she asked why.

#Con=Tikki., ®

We had a final meal with the rest of the Cheltenham crowd in a rastaneant, then
caught the 4.00 p.m. to London. And it was with the proud banner cof the London Circle
over the window of the %rain, concealing a poker-dice game within, that the I0 left the
ruins of a once-great English Spa, Mundanis besten to a puip by fandom, ...

Fandom having a good time !

= = = = George Locke
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PROPHECIES, witches, & kNeLLS

-~ - AL ANDREWS

' & Double Review

After the Rain The Waters Under the Earth
by John Bowsn by Charles Eric Maine
Ballantine, 1959 & a Novel appearing in the

158 pages, 35¢ July, 1958, issue of Amazing

Some people have a mania for women, some for money, some for adventurs, but
our goodly olde editor (one Bruce Pelz) seems to have a particularly odd psychas-
thenias the constant changing of the title of a certain bock-review column. This
month it is "Prophecies, Witches & Knells,® and although I am loathe to admit it,
T think it is a good one., With no intent to hold forth on a lengthy discourse of
"hat My Title Means To Me,® I do &#hink that I might say a few words on the merit -
of this verbal symbolism, This is a column that reviews books that are in the
fields of science fiction and fantasy, and since science fiction in some cases has
proven to be an accurate forecast of the future, the term ¥Prophecies® may well be
applied to books in the science fiction field. Fantasy, on the other hand, is usu-
ally associated with all the hobgoblin creatures of improbabilia, and indeed the
dame that rules over the ranks of such is the lady of most ancient days —— ®the
Witch,® This reviewer will endeavor to toll his bell of words to sound the verbal
"Knells®™ of good or evil omens of the bocks as the case may be, And though we have
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not yet escaped Master Pelz's devotion to the lines of Gilbert & Sullivan, weahave
achieved, I think, a pleasing and expressive title. And now to knell two particular
prophecies.,

Since this column has thus far held strietly to the reviewing of "books® (as
opposed to magazines), it may seem odd that we are now dealing with a story appear-
ing in a magazine, but in this case T don' think we have breached our aim of review
ing "books." The Waters Under the Earth, which appeared in Amazing Stories, is also
in a book form from Ballantine, under tht title of The Tide Went OQut. Although I
haven't been able to obtain the book version, I have read the magazine version, and
personally, as a guess, I would say that they are probably quite the same in length
and content. The magazine version is 9 pages in smaller-than=regular print, and any
changes that might have been made in the book version I would consider unnecessary
padding, This point now clarified, let us consider Mr. Maine's recent effort.

Philip Wade, the editor of the British magazine Qutlook, has an article he has
written suddenly cut from the magazine and killed by withdrawing the already released
issues and substituting an insert., He realizes that it was a bit sensationally dour
in its projected possibilities, but in it he had merely rephrased a bit more luridly
the accounts in the newspapers concerning various effects of the joint Angio-—-American
H~bomb tests, His article was intended as a bit of crusading tc awaken the public to
the dangers of the indiscriminate testing of more and more powerful miclear weapons,
He had mentioned certain variations from the norm, such as some excessive rainfall.,..
slightly radioactive at that.. oy rocurrent earth tremors, and the measurable fall of
the sealevel in both hemispheres, But he hardly congidered his article %o be a breach
of any security measures, When Wade talks with his publisher about the matter, he is
confronted with information which serves only to mystify him further, He is toid that
the article was killad by the demand of the British Home Office (which is the British
Security Department)., The publisher further confides that he is selling out his mag-
azine chain and has recommended Wade highly to Sir Hubert Piercey for a job in a newly
organized governmental department. This is the suspenseful beginning of The Waters
Under the Earth.

Charles Eric Maine continues to busld his novel with a swift pace that carries
the reader deeper and deeper into the realm of this adventure. He is very adept at
characterization, as he developes Philip Wade fully into an excitingly real man, and
heightens this realism of the central character by artfully weaving him in among the
emotions and actions of his wife J anet, Susan Vance his lover, and the men with whom
he works in the later days of chaos, Colonel Brindle and Iiewtenant Patten. We have
pictured for us a world that goes dry of water. On the premise that the H-bomb tests
have opened a gigantic fissure in the ocean floor, that is ever being lengthened by
the pressure of the steam created as the oceans® waters pour in reaching the hot core
of the earth, we are shown in slow, relentless gradation the reduction of mankind to
the bestial state of terror and death, Pailip Wade goes %o work for the new govern=
mental department which has been erested teo held the masses in check as selectad
groups are flown into the Arctic emergency camps that are same from the danger of the
non-returning tides, Carsful propaganda and rationing of food and water are tried,
not as cures of the chaos, but only as stop-gap measures, for there is no cure for a
world gone dry. The Arctic camps can accomodate several thousands, but millions muet
be left to meet the hellish monster of death that stalks the parched world, With feel-
ing and art, Mr, Maine lets us see the world as Philip Wade sees it from his safe
govermment ®fuge in the center of London, and then plunges Wade into the hell of the
outside-London by an airplane aceident. When Wade finally makes his way back to the
refuge center, he learns that all his co=workers have been flown cut to a distant air-
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field for transport by larger planes to the Arctic camps. It is then that Philip‘ Wade
goes from & worried yet detached Britisher to a killer-machine with only one goals the
airport which holds the last plane to leave England. And I think you will find your-

self reading over the very last sentence of this novel at least three or four times...

a beaut of impact and irony.

The latter prophecy is John Bowen's After the Rain, which has a dismetrically-
opposed theme of world catastrophe, in that a cataclysmic deluge comes to the earth.,
This book is aggravatingly non-SF, though the publisher’s blurbs convey the impression
that it is SF. The deluge is in itself merely a gimmick which Bowen uses torput his
characters intc a contained area; he then proceeds, by the spotlighting of each and the
interplay of all to produce & book of satire. The plet is superficial almost to the
point of non-existence, and the characters, while in turn sometimes amising ahd then
pathetic, are not grippingly real people with whom you guickly identify, The first /2
pages are merely stage-setting befors bringing on the complete east of the satire.

After that, Mr, Bowen gets all afloat on s fairly large raft, and then introduces us

to the various members of the ill-sorted crew, There's John Clarke, the lead=—character
(more or less)s Sonya Banks, a ballet dancer (lover of John Clarkeﬁ; who are taken onto
the raft of Captain Hunter who was sailing around the world existing on products of the
International Unitarian Breakfast Food Company (Glub Grits, Glub Cushions, Ghlu Toasties,
Glub Flakes, Poppity Glub, etc) as a sales promction. Also sboard are Arthur Renshaw, an
accountant, who is really the ruling master of the crafty Muriel and Wesley Otterdate,
who are nothing in particular; Mr, Harold Banner, a clergymang Tony Ryls, a thick<headed,
nild-mannered body-building devotee; and finally Gertrude Harrison, an aging actress,

We meet each one and are made aware of their irdividuality in various scenes, some of
which are interesting and at times harshly probing into the modes and manners of life.
One of the most biting satirical pieces (and the longest) in the bock is the metamor-
phosis of Arthur Renshaw into a godo He goes through the stages of the Trinity, announc-
ing himself as the True Deliverer and demanding the worship of the entire crew, Arthur,
who had taken command of the crew from the start, is quite convincing and astounding in
his deification, but he is undone finally in demanding the sacrifice of the child about
to be born to Sonya (John Clarke is its father), Tony Ryle does the Great God Arthur in
by pitching him overboard, We are lsft with the sighting of land en ths horizon,

After the Rain is not a gilant of Satire, and never will be, but it is a book that
has a searching look at the lives snd thoughts of some interesting people. It is written
in a straight-forward style, and is lucid in its import, and strangely, where on the sur-
face it may seem nonsensical in parts, it has a chilling undertone of terror in those
very same parts.

For a compelling novel of tremendous Pace and brutal adventure, The Waters Under
the Barth (The Tide Went Out) is most highly recommended, And if a competent satirical
crack at humankind and its mores is your taste, After ths Rain is worth s glance.

Good reading to you both. '

= = = = Alfred McCoy Andrews

Back in ProF / Al ran a contest to guess the suthor and book mentioned in a riddle, Donald
Franson finally cracked the riddls, and I'11 quote his answer:

"The author's name, of a kind® (a kind of name; a nickname (I was side-
tracked by °Ike? here}; initials)

"Is but three letters for you to find"® (EFR)

"Evil is, indeed, a clue® (Sinister)

"And if a stop should come to you® (Barrier)

"Author and title have then been told

I pray you now this riddle unfold,® Sinister Barrier, by Eric Frank Russell
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-~ -~ ROBERT COULSC

Since Bruce tells me that I have lots of room this time, there is a general
observation about fanzines that I'd like to make. I've hesitated to gsay anything in
a review of any particular fanzine, since several editors are equally guilty and I
don't want to appear to be picking on just one of them. This is the habit that some
editors have of pointing out every little typographical error in the letters (and
occasionally articles) they receive, by printing the item exactly as received, fol--
lowed by the term "(sic)." Translated, this means "this is the way the dope sent it
to me and aren't I clever in pointing out his stupidity?" In the first place, this
is pretty damned rude, In the second place, the practice is often used to make an ar-
gument that the editor disagrees with look ridiculous, and in this sense, the prac-
tice is misleading, since the writer probably knows exactly how to spell the word and
merely hit the wrong key on the typewriter. Maybe this proves that he needs to study
typing, but let him who is without typoes cast the first (sie) .,

An editor is one who edits, If he doesn't have the common decency te correct
his contributor's typoes, he has no business editing. Tt's all right to keep letters
and other material in the contributor's owm words, but thers's no sense in overdoing
it, and no sense or honor in pointing out your alleged superiority to yeur readers.
This (sic) business is sick, sick, sick.

Ve
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SMOKE (George Locke, 85 Chelsea Gardens, Chelsea Bridge Road, London SW 1, Eng-
land - quarterly? - 15¢ or a letter of comment) This might be a good
time to get another gripe off my chest, Namely, when an editor says he accepts letters
of comment, he doesn't always mean that he'll appreciate someone he doesn' know say-
ing Y"send me a free issue and I'1l comment on it." [Hear, hear !...BEP] If you're
writing the editor for the first time, send money. After you get the issue, then com- \
ment.

I wonder how many readers looked at the cover of SMOKE and wondered ®"Good Lord,
what?s Inchmery Fandom up to now?" I did; and considering the fact that Sanderson has
pulled one hoax, I'm still a bit suspicious.....after all, I've never heard of George
Locke before.c.....

Unfortunately for me, most of the fanzine is taken up with the visit of the Lon=~
don Circle to Cheltenham fandom. If you're the sort who enjoys eon reports and the
like, you'll like it, but I'm not. Ving Clarke has a column, and John Berry promotes
the interesting idea of heraldry for fandom. (I have just the coat of arms for Indiana
fandom, by the ways: a shield in four parts = ~ upper left, Lee Tremper gnawing on Lew
Forbes; upper right, Bob Mhdle organizing; lower left, Tom Stratton disorganizing;
lower right, Ray Beam stabbing himself with a table knife. Motto: Caveat Emptor.) Pen-
elope Fandergaste reviews mystery books by British stf authors, and Ivor Maine reviews
fanzines,

If you don't like con reports, you might get it for a good Berry item.

Rating.oceocoo.uod

SIRIUS #?, June 1959 (Erwin Scudla, Vienna XVII/107, RStzergasse 30/1, Austria) No

price or schedule given. This is a special issue; since I haven't seen a
regular issue I can't tell what's special about it, and I don't know if the format of
two-column pages with one column in English and one in German is a regular thing cr
not. It's a good idea, at any rate. Most of the issue is devoted to a resumd of Ger-
man fandoms its origins, schisms, and present status. I got the impression that Sam
Moscowitz would feel right at home in present-day German fandom, This issue is very
interesting to anyone who cares about Wforeign® fandoms; and of no interest to the
person who wants material about science fiction or fans that he knows. (The mag points
up one difficulty inherent in Buropean fandoms in the letter column the editor replies
to his readers in English, German, Russian, and French. Special Interest.

FANVIEW #3, 4 & 5 (John Bowles, 802 So., 33rd St., Loulsville 11, Kentucky - bi-weekly,
4 for $,25 - co-editor, Butch Manka - foreign sub, 4 for $.35)

A fanzine devoted to fannish and professional news, and various reviews, There
is one slightly confusing bit in connection with the reviews, which are handled by
Manka, According to Bowles, Butch is being humorous. With this in mind, I have re-read
hig reviews, and I'm a bit confused. I ean see the humor -—— or at least the attempt at
humor -- in some lines. For example, in his review of "ffter the Rain" in #5: "Well,
you know what happens after years without Drano.® So far 8o good. But then in conelu-
sion of his review he says "I place AFTER THE RAIN beside such classics as WAR OF THE
WBRLDS, CITY, CHILDHOOD!S END, and THE SUMMER MACHINES. Tt is superbly written...."
New this, I am willing to admit, is pretty funny, but I'm not sure that he meant it
to be. I have the same trouble with all his reviews: I agree that they're humorous,
but I'm not sure that all the humor is intentional. Possibly I'm just being dense,

The news is.....news, It concerns stf, or fandom, or science; it is reasonably
up~to~date, and it doesnt®t overlap FANAC to any extent. There are sections listing
pseudonyms of authors; most of these, like Vargo Statten and John Christopher, I've
known for years, but a few are new to me and I suppose they're all equally interesting

to the stf reader. Recommended for the younger and/or newer stf fang not too mich of
interest to actifans, Ratingeocecooccoos3



TWIG ILLUSTRATED #15 (Guy Terwilleger, 1412 Albright St., Boise, Idaho -- irregular,
20¢, 6 for $1 —- Dan Adkins, art editor). Ordinarily T don't
list art editors, but since the art comprises at least 50% of the appeal of TWIG I'll
give Dan credit. This is a thick one: 59 pages; plus front and back covers, plus at
least two pages which were omitted from our copy. The reproduction isn't quite up to
par this time, but it's still one of the two best dittoed zines (the other being Bo
Stenfors! BEXY VENUS). Tt's Just that this time the reproduction is merely good, and
not superlative, The material is even more varied in scope than usual. My own favorite
was Bob Leman's parody of the wierd tale, but Honey Wood'!s article on "BNF vs NEO" was
also good, although (or perhaps because) it had very little to do with the title. Bob
Bloch manages a favorable review of Morris Jessup's The Case for the UFQO; if he had to
review something which would let him say something favorable about UFOs in general, I
wish he had picked a book which was less blatently crackpottish., I'm willing to be-
lieve that there "may be something in all this, " but the flights of fancy which Jessup
regards as logic did nothing to help my belief. There is an article by Paul Wyszkowski
and one by Terry Carr; the latter was omitted from Iy copy, as was the final page of
Bloch's article (so if I misinterpreted you, Bob, that's why.) There are fanzine re-
views by both editors. A few fans have asked me to "do a Ted White type review" of one
or another zines; I think that the Adkins review of OMEGA is adeguate reason for let-
ting Ted White do "Ted White type" reviews, if anyone has to. Otherwise, while I don't
agree with either of the reviewers, the revieus themselves are okay. There is also a
letter column, which doesn't seem to go anywhere this time,

The chief fault of this issue, however, is that it was evidently put on master
over a long period of time, so that we huve both editors saying one thing on one page
and correcting themselves on another —- since Adkins' correction is on a page before
that containing his original statements, it's particularly confusing. (Though it¥s a
pretty big disappointment, after having Terwilleger blast Ted White for 4 1/2 pages,
to find him concluding by saying that he and Ted are all buddy-buddy now., What kind
of feud is that, I*d like to know?)

The artwork is beautiful, the material is reasonably good, and the rating is 8.

HOCUS #10 (Mike Deckinger, 85 Locust Ave., Millburn, New Jersey —- 10¢, 3 for 25¢ —

monthly). Mike has acquired a first-rate artist in Dave Prosser. I assume
that he'll be stencilling his own artwork -— and possibly that of other people, since
he's listed as art editor -- which should make for a big improvement, at least in ap-
pearance,

The written material still needs editing. For example, Paul Shingleton takes up
beche-de-mer and Australian slang in an article covering half a page. This should have
been sent back for expansion - preferably into two articles, each one covering a mini-
mum of two pages and preferably more. Like, if you want to write an informative arti-
cle, write enough to do some good. Barry Milroad objects to tv advertising in his col-
umn, which is the best part of the issue, A couple of people try to write rebuttals
to Bill Durkom's recent columns, and fail miserably. Viec Ryan reviews books (and he
likes Point Ultimate. Vie, I thought better of you....) Ted Pauls writes an article
which isn't exactly bad, but .... There is the conclusion of a serial which reads like
Early Gernsback: not bad, but heavy on the Scientifie Speculation. The letter column
seems somewhat mild, and such discussions as are present seem to be of the "he is so —-—
he is not" variety, with little to interest the outside reader. In general, HOCUS is
improving, but I didn't like this issue as well as T did #9. Recommended mostly for
the younger fans. RASNG . o0 s o o 0p5lemate « 3

DISJECTA MEMBRA #5 (Ted Pauls, 1448 Meridene Drive, Baltimore 12, Maryland - monthly -
10¢). Fandom's number 1 letterzine., Mainly this issue seems to be
" the writers arguing with the editor, and in some cases the editor is clearly asking
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for it., For example, after Elinor Busby has punctured a previous sn%de remark that

TWIG placed in FANAGC's "top lo" poll because of fringe~fan vot?s (since the names of
the voters were published, this is not only snide but a flat lie), Teq says, "Bgt,
then, WHY did TWIG get so many votes? Surely not because it is a qual%ty zine (?t
isn't)." And people call me prejudiced ! No matter how many people like TWIG, it

can't be any good because Pauls and White don't like it. Come on, T?d - a? least I
admit that mystatements are personal opinions,...do the same and qultumaklng an ass

of yourself. Pauls is also out to smear Don Ford, it seems, -- and while he denies

that he merely echoes Ted White, this is a quite obvious echo, since Pauls hasn't

been around long enough to know anything, good or bad, about Ford personally. As a
matter of fact, the editorial matter in DV is reflecting more and more the idea of a
brash neo who is by God going to make a name for himself by jumping on any handy band-
wagon, whether ne knows what he's talking about or not. In replying to Ted Johnstone's
comparison of his (Johnstone's, that is) projected movie to the Tucker Con Hotel, Pauls
says of the hotel, ".,..at least that was a FANNISH project.® In other words, if you're
fannish, you can be as ridiculous as you want to. Well, Pauls himself is certainly
fannish, and certainly about as ridiculous as he can get. Ratingeeeeeoennn. .3

UMGLICK # (Leslie Steven Gerber, 201 Linden Boulevard, Brooklyn 26, New York -—-ir-

regular? quarterly? I don't keep tr»ack of these things - no price listed,
but it cost é¢ to mail, so send a dime if you ask for a copy.). And if you're hard up
for cash, Les, why don't you buy heavier paper and print on both sides? Not only cheap-
er, but it looks better,

As Les adnmits, this is aimost an all-fiction issue, ("I uses what I gets™ —— so0
will someone please send him some articles?) Oh, here in the editorial he says the
price is 10£; I'm a good guesser? The editorial writing isn't in a class with Grennell,
but it's the best one I've looked at tonight., (This may depress some editors, but a
good many fanzines that I receive are never read until I get ready to review them,) As
for the fietion, there is one itenm by Mervyn Portunow (no, I don't believe it either,
but that's what it says in the credits) which is the short-short "kicker" type story,
and is at least as good as some of the stuff Lowndes has been publishing lately. Les
ineludes a Micky Spillane parody by himself. Personally, I consider Micky Spillane
parodies to be a bit out of date, but if you don't agree with me, this one's readable
enough and the ending is a beautiful explanation of Mike Hammer's relations with the
women in his books, | Cf. FANIC #1 - Feb.-Mar. 1954...BEP]The rest of the material is
pretty typical fan-fiction except for a story by John Berry which is pretty tyvical
fazan-fiction, Mediocre, that is, Recommended for people who enjoy fiction in fanzines.

Rating......... ol o) o3

S F TIMES #315, 316, 317 (Science Fiction Times, Inc., P.0. Box 115, Solvay Branch,

Syracuse 9, New York - very irregular ~ 10¢), The editors
are still keeping up the fistion of a bimonthly schedule by mailing several issues at
onee, with the results that the “seience fiction forecast®™ column generally tells you
all the contents of that prozine you read a couple of weeks ago. Real interesting.
Incidentally, #317, which is the last issue I've received, is the ®second June issue,"
which indicates how up-to~date the mag is, (Today is August 5.) It does still give you
all the prefessional news, some of it even before you discover it for yourself. If
you're completely out of touch with the prozines, you may want to get S F TIMES. Other-
WiS€ousvunessoit was a fine fanzine 5 years ago, but if it folded tomorrow T probably
wouldn't realize it for 6 or 8 months, Special (and rather minor) Interest.
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CRY OF THE NAMELESS #129 (The Nemeless Onss, Box 92, 920 Third Ave., Seattle 4, Wash-
ington = monthly - 25#4). CRY has been touted lately as "the
mimber one monthly fanzine." Well, they don't have much competition in that category,
but it's an indication that the mag is liked., I've never been a wildly enthusiastic
CRY supporter myself, but what the hell? They have Pemberton's excellent column of pro-
zine reviews, Wally Weber'!s humorous "Minutes, " a John Berry story in every issue (or
at least it seems like every issueg I am not going through the stack to check), a let-
ter column which is five pages longer than the entire 5th issue of DISJECTA MEMBRA and
considerably more amising and better natured, and occasional odd items like "The Shoot-
ing of Fan MeGhu" in this issue. And, come to think of it, that's a pretty good lineup.
I think that one of the charms of CRY is that the editors are, for the most part, easy-
going and friendly. After reading zines edited by White and Pauls and GMCarr and possi-
bly me;, this probably brings sighs of relief from readers. Rating.coocooccccce8

ORION #22 (Plus letter supplement, IQU SAID IT) (Ella Parker, 151 Canterbury Road,
West Kilburn, London, N.W. 6 - US Agent, Betty Kujawa, 2819 Caroline, South
Bend 14, Indiana - quarterly? - 15¢), Including the supplement, we have 50 pages here,
More convention reports....don® British fans do anything but attend conventions and
publish fanzines? (Well, come to think of it, there isn't too mich else in fandom to
do, at that. But Anglofen seem tc bhave so many cons sod so many reports....) Ken Bulmer
writes another article on his TAFF experiences.. -Ghod, now we have 3 TAFF reports run-
ning similtaneously ! I will say that Bulmer®s seems the most interesting. Roberta Wild
reviews fanzines, There is a John Berry story. (One of these days I am going to begin
mentioning when a Berry story does nct appear in a fanzine; it will save time, I think,)
I didn®t find anything to onject tow(gxcept the eon reports, dislike of which is purely a
personal thing with me) or anything to get axcited about, Pleasant and legible,
Rating.ccocccccceod

METROFEN #l. (Les Gerber, addrsss sbove — bi-monthly - 10€), This 1s, Les says, pub-
lished by and for %a New York fanclub composed mainly of non=fanzine fans,®
This issue consists of a faaaanish article by John Berry, a srious article by Murray
Leinster (both good and both reprints), fanzine reviews by Belle Dietz, and an index to
FANTASY FICTION, compiled by Gerber and alsc reprinted, (I get a picture of Gerber fran-
tically pawing through his fanzine ecollection, loocking for material that will be under-
stood and appreciated by the club members without incurring the wrath of "fanzine fan-
dom, ®) Reproduction is excellent;, which in this case is somewhat of a pleasant surprise,
It seems quite adequate for the first issue of a clubzine or for fans who are interested
in eollecting and/or seeing reprints of articles that they missed the first time around,
Not for the faaanish-minded, though, sincs it's specifically aimed at a completely dif-
ferent group, Rating..ccocccocooced

JD~ARGASSY #46 (Lynn Hickman, 304 No. 1lth., Mt, Vernon, Illinois - monthly ~ 10¢).
This issue of Lynn's newsletter is almost strictly letters., Usually he
runs fanzine reviews by Dan Adkins, an installment of Bob Madle's TAFF report, and
other odds and ends, The most entertaining bit this time, to me at least, was Bjo's
account of meeting Harlan Ellison at the Chicon, ("This perfectly strange little man,
boldly accompanied by a huge pipe...® Of course, she meant that Harlan was unknown to
her, but I submit that the above lines represent the best description of Harlan yet
published,) '
Lynn claims that his dispute with Ted White will no longer be aired, What's
. wrong with these guys, anyway? Do I have to do all the work myself? Besides, I canft
do all the arguing with White; I have other people to argue with, '
Nice multilithed reproduction; I like fanzines I can read. Rating.....cce....6
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GROUND ZERQ #4 (Belle Dietz, 1721 Grand Avemie, Bronx 53, New York - more or less
quarterly - 15¢ - co-editors, Frank Dietz and George Raybin - British
agents, Joy and Vinf Clarke)., This might be called the TAFF issue; it features one-
page ads for all three candidates., There is also a column of English news from Inch-
mery fandom, a con report (short, at least) by Les Gerber, a column on California fan-
dom by Ted Johnstone., Belle Dietz reviews "The World, the Flesh, and the Devil" ——-
it seems that everyone in fandom but Juanita and I have seen this [Not quite...BEP] —-—
there is a short report on the Indianapolis c¢lub and a mention of the death of Sax
Rohmer. This is a neat, well-reproduced zine which seems to be aimed primarily at club
fans, I'm afraid that, even with my leaning toward fringe~fans, I find it rather dull,
but I'1l recommend it for those fans who are interested in club activities.

SICK ELEPHANT #9 (George H. Wells, River Ave., Box 486, Riverhead, Long Island, New
York - Monthly? Irregular? Who knows -- no price listed, but try 10{).
Having apparently run out of even bad material, George devotes this issue to let-
ters. Quite frankly, SE is not a very good fanzine, But George seems to be having a
helluva good time putting it out, and the people who comment seem to be enjoying them-
selves too. Reminds me of the first issues of CRY that I received: a wacky fanzine put
out by wacky people for their ovm amuisement. Do the fanzines you receive seem stale to
you? Try SICK ELEPHANT, the different fanzine. (I did not say good; I said different.)
Does Willis reject your humorous stories? Send them to Wells; he'll print anything,
(I suppose that last line will be regarded as one of my nasty cracks, but actually it
was offered in the same spirit in which SE is published — namely, that nothing about
the mag is to be taken very seriously., Besides, George is one of the few fanzine edi-
tors who can take kidding about his publication without complaining about how people
are persecuting him.) Rabdng. e vo o cies3

S-F-NYTT Vol. 2 #, (Sam Lundwell, Box 409, HHgersten 4, Stockholm, Sweden - bi-monthly,

maybe? — Price 25 8re — you figure it out). "Welcome to the civ-
ilized seckion of SF NYTT" says Alan Dodd at the beginning of his 6 pages of news and
fanzine reviews. Now there speaks a son of the Empire ! Seriously, the remainder of the
mag is in Swedish, so I won't review it, Dodd is in his usual form —— if you like his
usual form, try S-F-NYIT.

The bottom of the stack this time seems to consist of 3 newsletters, letter-sub-
stitubes, or what have you. SKYRACK #. (Ron Bennett, 7 Southway, Arthurs Ave., Harro-
gate, Yorkshire, England) is a monthly newslstter which you may obtain for the price
of 35¢ for 6 issues, US Agent is Bob Pavlat, 6001 43rd Avenue, Hyattsville, Maryland.
SOMEWHATLY #1 is a sort of letter-substitute and writing practice for Joe Sanders,

RR #1, Roachdale, Indiana, And finally, THE LAST SPLOTCH (Avonex, Continental Food
Products, P.0. Box 3161 Wellington, New Zealand) seems to be a sort of running account
of the marriage of Toni Vondruska and Lynette Mills Vondruska.

------ Robert Coulson

Re-authored hooks:

WILD TALENT ..........by John Berry [from Don Franson]
CRY HORROR se.ss0ses..by Burnett R, Toskey [from Colin Cameron




BLESSINGS
AND

CURSES

. being a lettercolumn of sorts

F.M.Busby Omm, Flinor savs she doesn't. remember Don Franson looking like
4=R2 that, Buck looks pretty much like himself, and I:11 take your

word on Andrews and Katte, but ift will break Toskey's hard lit-
tle heart not to be ablie to tell what Dee looks like. after the tape and all,..
Escape into the past? Well, how about the early 1900%s, in this country? liaybe
Woodrow Wilson could be kept out of politics, or at least kept from heving his 2nd
term, thus allowing the war of 1914-18 to remain just another Buropean war instead
of becoming WWI and thus setting up Hitler, and WWII, ete, etec... Tt would pay the
escapee to get shed of appendix and tonsils first, and got pumped full of all sorts
of immunization-shots, and tale slong as much gold as he lay his hooks on-- at $20
per ounce he would take neariy = 50% nominal dollar-loss on it and sti1ll at least
double his real-money wealth. A good general knowledge of mechanical principles and
engineering practice would come in handiest for fitting-into that booming industrial
era; textbooks of the period being available, it wouldn't be too difficult to bone-
up and avoid boo=boos, Specizl study should be directed to ‘the properties of the ma-
terials available at the time, and of those discovered in the next 20 years or so, Of
course, this choice might well enable one to overlap into cne?s "original® lifetime
and cook up a real paradox by anonymous bestowal of a small fortune upon one's infant
self-- what price alternate futures?
YMain trouble with Andrews®' Hall of Shame entry is that it parodies the entire
Space~chase field rather than staying recognizably close to C. L., lMoore.
Guess T need a piano;: I eould one-finger the "Green Mills" music (laboriously, but
eventually) on the 28, but can't sight-read to hum or whistle, etec,
Rich Brown's ichabod is one of the best ideas to come along in quite a while;
let's have more of these, please. Liked Don Franson's verse, also.
Good: keep Dodd at these Factual Articles or vhatever (maybe that should be Faae-
tual); I applaud the pessing of movie reviews from your pages; this is better.
Mighod, the Chief is certainly deadpan in this particular bit of sft-~satire; with
a couple of name-~changes. this could appear straight in more than one prozine I can
think of. Er-- Chief, you were kidding, weren't you??
Buck is really swingin' on the fmz-revoos this time, and I find mich more agree-
ment with him than is usual between two separate readers, Only a couple of strong
disagreementsg where it looks as if he suffered from the Reviewer's Syndrome in which
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the review is made on the basis of a very fast look at a contents~forgotten zine
(I've done this myself). For instance, Sandy's Ape becomes less controversial and
more just-plain-interesting with each issue, since about #5, Also, the reason
Spectre # "didn't seem to (have) much in it" was because it didn't have as much
non-lettercol material as #3, I don‘t agree with Buck's evaluation of Leman and
Carr in this instance, and feel that Bill's own fnz-reviews deserve a plug, And the
lettercol, aside from a half-page by TEW, is concerned not with jazz, but rather in
large part with the transplantation of jazz idiom into fandom,

I'm afraid A1l Andrews didn't do a very good job of reviewing, this time, He does
a good job of stating his surmarized opinions of the stories in STAR S-F #4.s but
that?®s not reviewing nor criticism. I quote: "MAN WORKTIG by Richard Wilson started
off as though it were going somewhere, and then didn't," So 0K, I do this sort of
thing in CRY all the time, you say-- yes, when I'm trying to cover a li~-story FU on
2/3 of a page. Al, however, has two pages on wvhich to cover nine stories, and he
does no actual reviewing of six of them, The persecution rests its case, | Your wit-
nes, lr, Andrews... ,BEP]

Lettercol: I dunno vhat it is about lMichigan, Bisenieks is ridiculously upstage
("ousy repro and unjustified margins", indeed !) for a guy who to the best of ny
knowledge has never laid hand to erank or typer to stencil, Skeberdis oceasionally
does some of this, too, but at least he has some rather disappointing experience,
though you'd think that would make more for humility, I dunno what it is about Mich-
igan,

Ol' TEWhite is a 1i'l bit upstage, too, but it's more forgivable frofn the head of
QWERTYTUIOPress, somehow. GliCarr manages to dry up any wellsprings of forgiving,
though, by displaying evident pride in her inexcusable behavior last year to one of
my favorite ex-FAPAns, Good thing she reminded me of that; I'd bepun to mellow to-
ward her, forgetting what a sadistic bully she can be when beating someone with the
club of her illogic, and the way she "plays dumb" when finally pinned down by the
evidence of her own words, Oh sure,GMC is a very fine and worthwhile person in many
ways, and certainly I wish her no i1l in mundane life, Tt's just that, fanwise, her
destructive ways bug me the most,

Nope, according to a quote by Lee Jacobs, "SAPS is what FAPA would be if FAPA had
the nerve", rather than "middle-aged types trying to act fannish," Actually, and no
offense meant to FAPAns, SAPS im about half what FAPA could be in FAPAns averaged the
ehergy and activity of the average SAPSmember. And neither apa is really crowding its
potentials, though SAPS gets more per-member participation, as it is.

Yup, Miriam has it rights the New Yorker is America's imitation of Punch (to which
Elinor used to subscribe until discouraged by infrequent appearance of large htundles
of a weekly zine, which made for difficulty in keeping up), and MAD et al are some-
thing else again,

#5 is a good rousing issue—— it roused me, didn't it? [Published every time a
Busby awakens?. ..BEP]

Joe Pylka As for what period of time I'd choose for myself if I had to,
4=22 I'd have a heck of a time deciding, Perhaps the 1750's et seq,
when Linnaeus began publishing his systematies, Or 100 years
later, when Darwin was extant. Probably Darwin, since his work was so important to
biology, and the atmosphere was such that a scientist could work freely, As to how
a 20th Century person would fare back then, it's hard to say, If he knew he was going,
he could do a good deal of reading on that era, and get some sort of a feel for it,
4 scientist would have a hell of a time., There's been a terrific advance in thought
since then, and it would be very difficult for him to keep himself restricted to the
knowledge of that time. How'd he know that what he's doing is original, and not a
copy of somebody else's work that was being done at the same time? Ethically, his
conscience would be in a turmoil, Perhaps he couldn't function as s scientist at all,
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Or perhaps he would have to function in a totally differ
ent field. Then again, this could be difficult because of
generalities, etec, ingrained into him in the present
which would be unheard of in the past, It could taint his
publications and make them siightly unintelligikie to the
reader of the past. Of course, he might be lionized again
wnen the thing survimass to present day, and it is recog-
nized that these generalities were used by him before
others had thought of them or their foundations, But in
the meantime, he’d have a heck of a time earning a living.
He could create a new science and become an expert in it,
so that he could create his own niche back there,

Dodd vs, Frankenstein was sort of nil, There were soms
good parts tho, The bit concerning Bernard Braden was
most interesting.

Berry writes serious stuff quite well, Mostenjoyabie,
It went together well, Rich Brown's archetype of poem
was most interesting, Reminds me a 1little of soms of Fer-
linghetti®’s work, believe it or not.|Druther not.,,.BEP]

Al Andrews Cover: We have been illy-treated !You put five of us on the

4=23 front covery, BUT you have the whols back-cover for a drawing

of yourself ! Now, I ask you, is this fair? I thought you said

you shaved off the beard. Seriously though, the cover of No, 5. is very good and
eye-catching, The logos is good in emphasizing FAN, and 1 think many readers have
wondered what the contributors to the zine look like, And just in case millions of
readers write and ask if that fellow in ‘the white eoat has a thumb, the answer is
Yes, but it is behind the other fingers., I hope you will put some more photos of
other contributors on the next cover, and why not one of yourseif,

PAGE 1: Horrocks! art is fitting and quite amusing ard sort of really sets the
atmosphere for a fan-zine, Nicely done and congratulations to Horrocks,

THE RESIDENT DJINN (Editorial) Art by Miss Phillips is clever and talentediy
done. The editorial covers a multitude of things and most are of interest, I person-
ally, have never considered an editorial a "work of art® because I don't believe it
is intended to serve such a purpose, but is strictly utilitarian as it should be,
It isn't a work of fiction designed to entertain, nor is it an article or review -
which is an analysis of something, but is a space devoted tc informing the readers
about various features, problems, and events in pubbing the zine, Most editorials
have to varying degrees a disjointedness, but I don't consider that as a fault., The
editorial in No. 5. served its purpose well, I throw it neither bouquets mor brickbats,

RIVAL UNAWARE by Elinor Poland: I could argue with this pilece of poetry on theo-
logical grounds, but certainly not on poetical grounds., I too have often wondered if
even things of steel might not in some urknowable way have "feelings," The 1ittle fan-
tasies cur minds often build (probably for their own amusemerts) are many times fas—
cinating even though we know that they are rather illogical, To me the last lines of
verses 1 & 5 seem a bit out-of-meter, and, therefore, somewhat difficult to flow with
the rest of the lines, but this is a relatively small infractiom, The poem sver-all
is nicely done and carries an interesting thought. Philip Poland (her husband I sup-
pose) [Nbpes 'tis her son.,.BEP] has illustrated the piece neatly and simply,

IHE MAD SCIENTIST'S SONG by Don Franson (with the borrowed form of the illustrious
Mr, Gilbert): Verse and Dowling illo both clever.

DARK AS A DUNGEON by Bob Coulson: I broke a codes I read the fanzine reviews, Bob
does a very fine job of giving his readers the meat shd heart of the zines, His com-
ments are terse, complete and critical without being unfriendly,
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The Dowling character is a lovable sort, The Musso illo is excellent; I would like
to see him illustrate a good piece of fiction. Adkins can always be spotted at once,
Closely professional, but so often a hint of stiffness, Ealr y

DODD MEETS FRANKENSTEIN by Dodd: The first part about the 'mad scientist" is pure
tripe, and I think even Dodd would admit it., I've never seen So darn many old, Old,
OLdy, OLD, O-L--D jokes put into one piece, And the jokes were hard to ta%e even vhen
new and one at a time, Now, Dodd may be a BNF and the most 1ovabl? guy in fandom,
BUT to accept this for publicatiofi is ridiculous, [Soryy@ I'm addicted to puns, and
I liked the bit, as did other readers, Chacun & son gofit, I guess, . . BEP]

The latter part about the TV show was very interesting and shows thgt ?odd can be
an interesting and entertaining writer when he is trying. The Musso illo is once
again very good. Do try him on a full-length story if you can get him, ;f the dancer
by Ginger is really Ginger, I leave for Florida at once, [T've warned Hialeah, ..BEP ]

LIGHTENING CONDUCTOR by John Berrys I enjoyed this one more than the last one,
Was really a veli-told tale that had an ending that was unexpected, I guess I'm pre-=
judiced in favor of the O, Henry endings, Dee illos the story well. A nonffan
"friend" of mine rémarked at seeing Dowling's illo on page 24, "I didn't know there
were any seven=year-old sf fans." That's all right, Blake, I 1liked itg.Spoyou are
not alone., |This is a good place to quote Dowling!s comment when T sent him the-st?m
ry and requested an illo for the climax, sinee it points up the satire on pro-fiction
that John was afters #This was one hell of an illc to do, How do you draw a hy@rogenm
breathing, eight-stumpy-iegced reptile~like monster who looks capable of anything
other than the simplest life processes?" , . . BEP] » i

ICHAB(DINGS: Well, somebody stole the idea from a professional, but if th%s bit
developes into something worthwhile, the steal can be forgiven, Dowling original
and good here, |

THE GREEN HILLS OF EARTH : Ghod, but you're talented, And to think you just
picked this out on a borrowed comb & tissue paper ! I'm going to find somsbody in
the neighborhood to play this on the piano and dig the sound, 1 may even loan my
busted-baritone to the proceeding, Seriously, this is a worthwhile accomplishment,

FROM GREY TOME STONES: This is a good point to
comment on something Bill Meyers said in his letter,
pubbed in No,5, soncerning these book-reviews,

Bill is in favor or more opinions and less descrip-
tion of the books, In the case of a novel, I think
one must give a short resumé of the events or plot,
otherwise the opinions put forth might be meaning-
less; and sometimes you can show more clearly by
following the plot (as in RE-ENTER FU MANGHU)
whether or not a book is good, than you can by just
making random comments, The real test, of course,
is whether your comments hang together or fall apart,
In the case of an anthology, you can!t rehash the
plot of each story, due to limited space, SO you
mist rely on comments for the most part to carry
your ideas to the readers . This is the first time
I have ever tried book-reviews, and I thank those
who have complimented them and will certainly take
into consideration the criticisms of those who have
commented adversely on the reviews., I have been try=
ing to vary the form of the reviews rather than de-
velope any partimlar style, Bill is quite right
about Damon Knight'!s style being worthy of study
(in fact, I thought Knight's so pood that T loaned
my copy of his IN SEARCH OF WONDER to Bill a few
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months ago). T admire Knight!s style, but I don't intend to copy him or anypneoelses
I've always felt that "copying" is an admission that s person.oouidnﬁt do the job
well enough on his own, Bat of course, Bill, T wiil re-read Knight's bock as you
suggested, Thanks for the comments,

BACK-COVER: You are lovely. Ken Waddell does himseif prouds one of the most
fearsom bems I've seen in sometime, [You mean the bacover or Wadaell? )OUBEP]

In general, your zine has reached a high-point and I hope this isn®t the omen
of decline in the future, Repro is up and on many pages good and dark, Art is good
and features are taking on stature, Length is hezlthy, You have a zine to be proud
ofy and it can continue cn to be one of the ieaders in the CoOUnT TV,

Len Moffatt I like "Write, Trade or Comtribate® fanzines. They =zre usually
4=25 the best kind, I can’t trade, as auy fan pubbing I do now or

in the near fubture wiil be limited to one-shots, I sould con—
tribute, but I have written several fannish rieces lately (due to the resurgance of
fan pubbing in these parts) and at the moment feel all wirit QUL.., But I can write
soeletters, that is,..if you like the friendly, informal wype of letters | Yes ih@
deed §...BEP], sc adjust your spectacles (if any) for eye=tracking the typos aheado

ProFANity (do we call it Prof, for shor+?) [ "Prof?] Ne. 5 shows a decided e
provement in repro and layout. My copy!'s sopy was & bit light in spets, but still
the whele mag was quite readah’e, Quite.

You really should give that Resident Djinr title to Miss Faine, Our Miss Faine,
I might say, I know a grod ole G&S fan like you will hate to give it up, but there
mist be plenty of other G&S quotes you can use 2s an =ditorial titie, Djinn, by
the way, is coming out soon, she says, with a new fanzine. Scmething to do with
martinis, I believe, [T reiinguish claim to the title 4in her favour, ,.H5EF | 6

As Miriam says, the best way to write =n editorisl is o plck a subject or sub-
jects, make notes, then write about it ot them, The other best way is to write it
as you would a letter to a friend, If you have something to say it wiil get said,
and if not--gell, hell, it is your fanzine,

The idea of being able to go back and live in another
time rings a loud, clarion bell with me. As most of my
friends know, I am a frustrated vodvillian, Had T bssn
born a few years socner, and of course into the right
set of circumstances, I might very well have had a car-
Teer as a song-and-dance man, a clown with pantoming,
snappy patter, and shiffie off to buffalsc. Next to
writing, Show Biz is the kind of biz that beckons most
to me. Or I beckon to it and it dossn't beckon back,
Or something. Even as you would have felt at home in
the era of (&S and Dickens, I would feel at home in
the era of vodville, There are other periods of higt-
ory I would like to wisit, of course, but it would be
easier for me to adapt to the vodville era than to
some of the others,,.. I just quizzed Auna. She
says she enjoys this era, because it ig progressive,
exciting, threshold of the future we read about in i
stf, etc. However, after further prodding, she said /
if' she could choose (or had to choose) she would pick ,///
the Elizabethian era, as it too was a progressive per-
lod in history. The 01d was being replaced by the Neis,
exploration of new lands, etc, Other than that, she //
would prefer to go back to breghistory, Nordie times, &
But mostly she is happy to have been born into thise

LS
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day and age, It has its drawbacks--its threats of worid destruction, and prejudj’.ces,
bigotries, stupidities, etec. but there is hope for a better wor:ld,, Qand she feel§ that
humanity may make it yet, Good for her, I say, Of course I am inclined to cu)ptomzlo.sm,,
but do have periods when I wonder moodily if humanity will ever learn to llvg with
itself in peace and understanding, Before I get off on philosophy, let's switch to
another subject.... . . )

Elinor Poland's poem seemed a bit choppy to me, and of course the idea 1.soha:c°d1y
original, A nice try, tho, and I believe I have read mmch better poems by this 1ad¥o

Shamblow was somewhat strained or forced, Andrews was trying too hard, I'm afraid,
However, (to skip ahead in the ish) his book review was very nicely done, I haven!t
read the anthology in question so camnot agree oz orgue with his opinions, tut I was
impressed with his writing and his approach, Keep him at it,

Don Franson (who looks nothing like I thot he would lock if the foto on the cover
is accurate, but then people rarely do...) ((but come to think of it, Al Andrews does
look like a book reviewer, and CGoulson looks as Coulson shouldesthatever that means) )
was mildly amising with his parody, The Mad Scientiste! Song,

For a guy who isn't supposed to like fanzines, Coulson must spend a lot of time
reading and writing about them, [As T recall, all Buck said was that he didn't care
much for faanzines = as opposed to just fanzines in general,..BEP] Does a good job,
too, I think, tho I don't agree with Rich Brown (or whoever it was) who said he is
the top fanzine reviewer, Coulsen does what T would eall a workmaniike job of cover—
ing the various mags without too mich of the "workmanlikeness¥ showing, I don't agree
with all of his opinions, but I think he presents them fairly, which is the important
thing,

Somewhere in this letter T should say that the re-authored books bit continues to
entertain, Usmally bits like $kis tend o wear thin when contimied too long, but
this one is holding up well, For the obvious reason that you (and the other contrib-
utors) are still able to come up with amising combinations, If A1l Quiet on the West-
ern Front is "by the Solacon Committee, ® then The Road Back should be by Ron Ben-
nett, considering his portion of his travelogue currently appearing in Shaggy No.42,

Dodd meets Frankenstein was faintly amsing, but I found his review of the one—
man TV show much more interesting,

Berry's tale, or rather the gimmick in it, reminds me of a similar gimmick T
used in a story of mine (I sold it t00.) In my story the protagonist was a vodville
type song-and-dance man who defeats the nasty aliens by singing at them., He does
this to distract their attention so the other members of the Earth spacer crew can
escape, and is shocked and bewhildered when the aliens drop dead all around him, He
begins to think that he really does have a lousy voice—until it is explained that
any human singing voice vibrations would have done the trick. This was supposed to be
a take off on the old stf stories where the hero comes up with an off-the-cuff
alien-destroyer gimmick at the last minmute, I suppose John's piece was intended as a
similar take~off.Tt was of course well written and intepresting, tut I prefer the
livelier Berry taking off on real life fandom, Goon detecting and the like,

Rich Brown doesn't do bad as a poor fan's Marquis, Doing parodies seems to be the
thing these days, I too have succumbed to the practice, tho I bhave no intention of
going to the elaborate lengths of Rich, Terry, yourself, amd others,

I wish I could read music (or better still, own and play a piano) so I could find
out how your music to Heinlein's immortal words sounds, Tt LOOKS like it might be
right for the lyrics, anyway, Incidently, for many years I have been a song writer
(that is; a lyric writer) in search of a composer, I've written a lot of trivia
verse, as well as some stuff that might go well if it had the proper music for ik,
I've met people who wrote music, but never was able to get together with them, or in
Some cases they were too busy writing their own words for their own music. No, I am
not going to enclose samples of my work. Knowing your ability with verse, I have no
doubt that you are a words and music man yourself, But someday I would like to find
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some congenial (and talented) [Well, that lets me out, tight there...BEP] composer
who would be willing to collaborate with wordy me. ) :

I LIKE your Shakespeare deals, as Buzz calls them, too, and was dlsapp01nted to
find none in Mo, 5. Sure, it's been done before, but so what? guess il mlssed.the one
you did on the Solacon; at least I don't remember seeing that 1ssue.[It was in CRY
for February of this year,.,BEP]If you have any spares.... And I hope Phls letter
(and the ones to come) will keep me on your mailing list, so I'll contlnue.t? stay ;
in Group Two, at least. (Incidently, I like your rating set-up for your mailing list.
Similar in some ways to the one I used for SF PARADE,) ‘ :

Bacover illo was nice and greenish and ‘orrible, but I found the interior illos
(and the foto covér, which I hope is going to be a regular thing) more to my tastes.

Overall effect of the ish: Very Good Indeed (which is almost Excellent--don't.
weep--very few fanzines can be Excellent--and ProFANity shows every sign of getting
better and better,)

Many thanx for remembering me,.,best wishes ..and,,.keep smiling !

SOUTH GATE AGATN IN 2010 !

Bob Lichtman Your editorial is fairly interesting stuff; I like the way you
4=25 ramble from subject to subject, only you should expand your
space more and stay on each subject longer, like. )

All these fanzines you want; all I've got of them is TWIG 12. I let you have it
for three issues of GRUE prior to #29, okay? Cr even a copy of HARP STATESIDE,IﬁV
TWIG is in excellent condition, hoping you are the same. #hat else do you wan
Perhaps RET #1? You can't have that, Bruce; it's one of my prized fms; Berry sent
it to me when I became his LA area agent. #Do you have RET 6, tho'? I might trace
my TWIG for that, perhaps, It's the only RET I don't have. [I have it, but it's one
of my prized fmz; Berry sent it to me when I threatened to become his Florida area
ahent...BEP]

Elinor Poland's poem I cared for not at all; too rmch like this Dottie Hansen
stuff in RET, VERITAS, and POT POURRI, for my tastes, [But DH writes in free verse,
which "Rival Unaware" certainly was not. I can't see the comparison...BEP] I detest
most stfnal poetry. Al Andrews' (al andrews') parody (pastiche? burlesque? lampoon?)
[Probably burlesque. It was too general for parody, and wasn't a style pastiche. And
I still dunno what should be labeled 'lampoon' except the old MAD and PANIC comics,
What say you, Bob Leman? ...BEP] of CL Moore pretty fair; would have meant more to
me had T ever gotten around to reading more of her work. I find her a boring vriter,
mostly. Mad Scientists' Song superb (brilliant? magnificent? excellent?); Franson
is becoming prolific, as you may have noticed.

Coulson: Your reviews would be more interesting if you were a little more partial
to fannish stuff, but that's a matter of your own taste and my talking about it
won't change anything,

Dodd is pretty good here; nice to know that he can do something else good besides
film reviews. I didn't care too much for Berry's story; can't figure out why, either,
it's not too bad,

These two pieces by Rich Brown are about my favorite things this issue contains,
I can't say anything except these are one of the best ideas Brown's ever had, More
of the series, if possible.

Music to GREEN HILLS OF EARTH escapes me [You mean you didn't catch it..,.BEP];
the book reviews wer fair. And now we come to the letters.

Rich Brown: I think you're just a little over-excited. Just because a few neofen
think theyfre Fabulous Characters vho pub #1 Fanzines is no reason for you to go off
your stack like this,

1, letters all you get this time? That's all T counted, anyway, I suppose you
don't print all your letters (tho! I'11l bet you do print most of them), but that's
not too good a return for a fanzine of which you must have sent out at least 75
copies. Heck, I sent out 85 copies of my second issue, and already I've gotten back
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over 20 letters, not counting trade issues of a considerable number of fanzines,etc.
And this is your fifth ish, and that only mr second. Something's wrong, bhoy. [I asree
with you; hence the nasty check-mark system instituted last tire and being continued
for a vhile. Actually, I sent out only 70 copies of ProF 4. It netted 21 letters, 15
trades, 5 misc responses (contributions, subs), leaving 29 with no responsec. Thet
could be worse, methinks, but it could be a lot better, Results on #5 aren't all in
yet, but I think the percentage will be a lot higher...BEP]

Dan Adkins In short, the editorial lacks personality, the kind that pro-
4~26 jects, eand it would appear you just talk in what seems to be

'have to do this ' It isn't really too forced though, You just
didn't talk long enough about one thing or pick out something that interested me
greatly.

Al Andrews! tale was good, a might over done, but the punch lines got a rumber of
laughs out of me, Coulson is a well enough reviewer. One of the better now a days,
Dodd is dull, Berry is confusing. What was it all about anyway? Andrews egain is
pretty solid, and T like his cutting stories up. Letter section is interesting, and
nice pick of letters. 'Bout the best thing in the ish. [This paragraph sic,..BEP]

Poems were enjoyable, Most of the art is terrible. Covers of this sort are always
welcomed to see what the fans look like.

In short, that's my opinions. [And they are welcomed. . , BEP ]

Robert Heinlein Thanks for the copy of proFANity containing words end music for
4=26  (pe) GREEN HILLS. I enjoyed the magazine; some of the satire was

very good indeed--and we especially enjoyed the pic of the Ass
sistant Editor, F, E. Katte, to whom we send humble respects.

Donald Franson The multilith pages are not as clear as SPHERE's, but they are
4=26 on both sides of the paper, so Pbrhaps that is a good exchange
for the lightness,

Your fanzine and Jim Moran's are practically devoid of spelling errors, but be-
lieve "sorceror" is spelled "sorcerer," [Umn, yes. But should one mistake make us
de VOID of spelling errors? ...BEP]

I'd prefer the future to the past as a place of exile; I'd like the interplanetary
age after the solar system had been explored. Touring around the plansts would be fun.
Too much drudgery in the past for a white-collar worker. Could always get a job as a
scribe, though. 1870ts? No, if I couldn't go to the 1920's (an era of more freedom
than now in the U.S.), I'd try the last half of the eighteenth century. An age of
ideas, revolutionary events, and culture. Of literary giants like Samel Johnson, Vol-
taire, Ben Franklin. But Sam'l couldn't get a pension to go to Italy for his health
in his last days; Voltaire was in exile; only Franklin was honored as he deserved. He
is my ideal as the non-specialist suprems; jack-of-all-trades, master of all.

I'm here to advise you that I've decided to stop using the word "sercon"”. Regard-
less of what it may really mean, it seems to have three different usages; pertaining
to SF; serious; and "organizational-type-fan projects (the original Tucker meaning.)
SF material can be humorour; serious stuff can be non-sf; constructive suggestions to
improve fandom are not necessarily science~fic<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>