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THE INSTRUMENTALITY SPIEKS by The Editor in his secret identity as Alphonse

As those of you who read my various apazines know I always credit my
typoes, spelling mistakes, repro difficulties, etc. to a retired state
department gremlin named Alphonse. Of late I have gotten very worried
about Alphonse. Originally Alphonse was a very convenient excuse for my
various eccentric notions on how to spell. Lately, however, things seem
to have gotten out of hand. In a recent issue of Apa-L there appeared
an apazine, using my title, written and composed by someone who purported
to Alphonse. Unerving, very unerving.

With this issue I have gotten the definite impression that I no longer
have things in hand. It maybe, as some uncharitable friend suggested,
that Alphonse and Ted White are in some awful conspiracy to get me.
(Now there's a thought - do you suppose Alphonse handles distribution for
Amazing and Fantastic??) Somehow I doubt it. Alphonse, after all, is a
gentlemans gremlin, even if he is driven to humble employment, and Ted
is a well known SF personality. I just don't believe there ever could
be a meeting of minds.



With this issue of PB, however, it
has become very clear to me that
Alphonse has gotten the upper hand.
If you don't like this issue don't
blame me - blame Alphonse. It's
more his than mine at this point.

(On the other hand if you think it is
a good issue then you can attribute
it to a residual influence I still
have with Alphonse.)

In any case I am seriously about
resigning the post of Editor of PB
in favor of Alphonse. This, as you
might surmise, is a rather desperate
expedient, one I would not undertake
lightly. After all I have put a great
deal of time, thought, and effort into
trying to make PB a first class fanzine.
At one time I even had ambitions towards
winning a Guho (Alphone, stop that!)
But I have to consider the future.
Right now he has taken over my Apazines.
At this point he is more than half
master of PB. So far he hasn't taken
any serious interest in my work, but
if he does, what then? I tell you it
worries me - it worries me a great
deal.

After all I really wouldn't suffer
too much if Alphonse ran my fanac.
It's Just A Goddam Hobby, after all.
But my job is my bread, my bed and
board. If Alphonse takes over my work
I'1l be out on the street with all the
other starving engineers, programmers,
and scientists. And I'm too skinny to
starve. So if the next issue of PB
lists Alphonse on the masthead as
Editor you know what happened.

- e e e e s = e e e e e = = e = e e = =

I see that my prognostication that
Wendy Fletcher is one of the: Fan ;
" Artist Hugoballot (Goddammit Alphonse.)
Anyway as I was saying before my words
were so rudely scrambled I see Wendy
is a nominee. Now some of you may have
‘been wondering if she really was eligible.
The rules are very specific about
the nominee having appeared in a fanzine.
They say nothing whatsoever about art
entered in artshows. Well, for those
who are wondering, yes she is eligible.
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Fred Patten, in the course of not answering a letter I never wrote, explained
that she had appeared in a couple of very minor fanzines which makes her
technically eligible by the rules. The rules, mind you, don't say anything
about judging an artist on the basis of artwork published in fanzines - only
that the fan artist must have appeared in some fanzine in the year of question.
Wendy is only the most extreme case of a trend that has become more and more
marked over the past few years. A number of years ago fan art appeared almost
exclusively in the fanzines - the artshows as they exist today did not exist
then and the rule made sense. But nowadays all of the best fan artists (many
of whom are trying to break into the pro ranks) reserve their best efforts

for the art shows and their money making auctions - and who can blame them.
But should Irazine aiistc be judged against the artwork that appears in art
shows? The first is usually a black and white sketch suitable for fanzine
repro techniques. It does not usually cpresent any great investment of time
and labor. Art entered in art shows, on the other hand, represents a lot of
time and labor and utilizes the full range of media available to an artist.
Fanzine art is dona for nothing. Artshcw art is done with the expectation of
making meoney - sometimes a good deal of money. And it doesn't seem right
somehow.

What's to be done? This year, nothing. This year you vote for the best
fan artist on the ballot according to your notions. I may vote for Wendy in
first place and I may not - that's my business. But next year I think we
ought to have two fan art Hugos - one for fanzine art and one for art show
art. Call them whatever you like - fan and semipro, illustration and exhibition -
vhatever you like. But that's what I think there ought to be. And, if their
seems to be signifigant ~mcr T ¢f agreement with me, I will introduce a motion
to that effect at LACon.

Of course thers are people who feel that there are too many Hugos already.
Well I have a solution for that. Why not abolish the Fan Writer Hugo. We've
already awarded it to the people who really deserve it. There really aren't
enough people who write both widely and well for it to be very meaningful.
Junk it and be done with it.

- e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e = em e e e e e = mm e em e e em e em - =

Various and Sundry on the Contents:

The discerning reader will note that there are two pages missing. These
were removed in accordaiice with President Nixon's Phase III plan for controlling
the inflation of fanzines. He will also note the peculiar signifigance of
the numbers chosen.

Apologies are due *to Dien Girard Pelz for omitting her name on the title
page of C~ze Upon A Quest. Dian ran a series of rather amusing ''fantasies"
through Apa-L which I am reprinting by agreement with her.

Tony Lewis pointed out that the Noreascon attending rate the second year
was Six dollars, not Seven. Thus Torcon is more expensive than Noreascon.

Various parts of t!is issue have appeared before in other zines. They
include Once Upon A Quest, part of Probably Digby, and the two ATom illos
which are reprinted by permission of the author and first appeared (I believe)
in Locus.



. ence
HPON 4 QUEST

Word went flying around the palace like a bunch
of flamingoes, its ugly long neck stuck out ready for
the axe. ""Today is the day!" The word went flying from
the stables, where the green-clad urchins groomed the
dapples and gilded thei:: cloven hooves. Word went flying
from the kitchens, where the white-robed chefs prodded
their scullions with hobnailed boots encasing stout feet,
and sniffed gingerly at unnamed concoctions in huge sim-
mering kettles. Word went flying to the grand chamber,
where the Lady in Puce strummed idly on her sevevteen-
- ~ stringed guitar and mocked the lad with the yellow vest
who had to use the metronome. "Today is the day!" she said archly. Word went
flying into the throne room and preened its sunset-coloured feathers in
front of His Majesty.

His Majesty, better known to Her Majesty as Leodorick, rested his beard-
ad chin in his left palm, tied knots in his beard's twelve points with his
other band, and looked pleased. Then switched his chin to his other palm
an4g scratched his ample chartretise-clad paunch. He still looked pleased.
"fodav,” he said, looking over at Her Maiestv, "is definately the day!" Her
Majesty, better known as Dimples, or Lurena the Befuddled, locked up from
a piece of ineptly done embroidery, lowered the lashes on her huge blue eyes
once, twice, thrice, and puckered her cupid's-bow mouth at His Majesty. She
was not queen because of her brains. Leodorick kisséd her loudly and brusque-
1y on the lips,:and slapped her thigh with a resounding thwack, roaring with
kingly laughter. "Today," he guffawed, his eyes streaming with happy tears,
'is most certainly, absolutely, decidediy and without any doubt -- any pos-
sible, probable shadow of doubt -- the day!"

" His kingly merriment leaped and gurgled and danced out of the room,
dashed up the stairwell, dewn the corridor and under the door that lead to
the highest room in the tallest tower in the palace. It fell defeated at the
foot of the stairs, which led upwards for 300 steps, turned a corner, doub-
led about, and themn resignedly chugged upwurds for another U82. At the top
of the stairs was a bolted door, and behind the bolted door was a princess.
"Today is absolutely not the day!” said the princess. The toad, who was
patting himself with her lavender talcum powder, having bathed in the morn-
ing coffee, shrugged his shoulders. "Lookit, kid, that's the way it always
goes: you're born a princess, you grow up, and pretty soon someone decides
t® marry you off to someone else. That's life." He sat down on the edge cf
the marmalade pot and studied the mutinous pout on her lips. "Now, Hagar
were an. enchanted prince, we could find a way to have me unenchanted by
going through all sorts of terrible ordeals' -- here he mimed drowning in
the salt dish -- "facing terrible foes, and declaring our undying love."

He wkipped a serviette off of the table to use as a cloak; and, bowing low,
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hurbly offered to throw the butter knife at her feet. The princess sighed
and gazed out of the window. "Unfortunately," the toad went on, "I ain't
no enchanted prince. I'm a toad. T as in tipsy, O as in oblivious, A as in
asinine, and D as in dedicatedly delerious. Sorry." He shrugged, sat down
on the leftover piece of toast, and began to tug on his crimson boots of
leather. '"But," said the princess, turning around to look at him. The toad
held up an admonishing finger. "I know just what you are going to say.

You are going to ask why you can't go off and sit beautifully and forlorn-
ly in some enchanted forest until some gallant manages to win through the
impossible odds just alluded to and secures you for his loving bride.
Well..." He paused for breath, and then began to hold out his foreclaws,
one by one. "First of all, enchanted forests are hard to come by these
days. Secondly, who is going to see to your shelter, food, and clothing
during this lenghy sojourn? Thirdly, who is going to guarantee that the
staunch rescuer doesn't turn out to be vicious, stupid, ugly, and with no-
thing to recommend him but a build like a bull ox and a head too hard for
anyone to crack? Fourthly..." here his voice sank to a gentle chiding tone
"what is to prevent you from getting old, my poppet? No one wants to res-
cue an overage princess.” He laughed suddenly, swung his yellcw velvet cape
off of the handle of the water pitcher, and executed a brilliant veronica.
"Cheer up, my Clerette, your husband-to-be may not be bad at all. Today is
the day, he arrives with his retinue at six-fifteen sharp, and we'll get a
good look at him."

Clerette buried her face in her hands and wept softly. The  toad, his
ugly wide-mouthed face suddenly very soft, hopped down beside her as she
sank into a large gilt armchair. His tiny claws made little scratching
sounds on her sleeve as he attempted to pat her consolingly. '"In all of
the stories, the princess runs away, meets a handsome, brilliant, dashingly
brave lad with whom she shares all sorts of wonderful adventures, and then
finds out at the end that he is the prince she was betrothed to all along.
He wasn't any more eager for the wedding than she was. Don't cry, Clerette,
please don't cry."

The princess lifted her head and smiled at him out of tear-reddened
amber eyes. "I don't care about the handsome prince, Castigore, really I
don't. It's just 'that I don't want to get married at all. Other princesses




are supposed to complain about
being forced to marry someone
they don't love, and all that,
but it's all one to me. I just
don't want to get married at
all. I want to laugh and play
and see the red swans tuck their
heads under their wings in the
glistening twilight. I want to
feed the ebony peacocks that
stride at the Gates of Wisdom,
and I want to know what it's
like to be alone. All of my life
there have been people. People,
people, people. All of my life
belongs to other people, and if
I get married it will just go
on being that way, don't you
see?" She looked up at him an-
~xiously. First there would be
the husband to look after and
pet, and do things for. Then there would be children to hang on my skirts
and demand to know about things I can’'t begin to describe to them. Then there
would be grandchildren, and’ I would néver be alone until they clese™my lids -
at the very end. I've almost been grateful for being locked up here in- the
-ower, because I'm finally alone." Castigore bit his 1lip and looked somberly
at the quite gazelles that grazed in the magenta rug. Finally he said softly,
"I would have left long ago if I had realized you felt that way. I've never
been .ope.to intrude on anyone's privacy." : :

"Oh, my dear friend! Not ycu, certainly! I feel so very safely alone
with you. T wouldn't have you leave me for all the pearls in the sea." She
reached out an ivory forefinger and gently stroked the top of his head.

Then she took the gold and ruby ring off of her finger and set it on his
warty brown head. "See,'' she said, "here is your crown. You are my prince,
and T will keep you by my side always. Then she got to her feet and strode
back and forth-across the chamber. "I suppose I've got to marry sooner (Chal
later ', but oh! I don't want to -- T don't want to, Castigore!" She stopped
suddenly in front of the chair and looked down at him. "Let's run away.

Let's run away just like they do in all the stories about unhappy princesses.
Let's go and make our way in the world and forget all about all of this.
Please?" Castigore looked doubtful, but shrugred his shoulders and nodded.
"Whatever you want... I guess. But you'll have to go the whole route and
disguise yourself as a boy, or I won't have any part of it. It's whole hog
or none at all." Clerette grinned at him delightedly. "Now aren't you glad
I've always been a bit of a tomboy?' She turned to survey herself in the
targe mirror that hung on the wall. The purple and orange striped pants fit
her to a charming T, and the slashed-sleeve tunic of gold, with red serpents,
was loose enough that it sufficiently disguised the fact that she was seven-
teen-going-on-eighteen and molded accordingly.

She ran her fingers through her auburn hair and then let the waist-
long strands fall forward over her shoulders. "It will have to go, Castigore,
sorry.” The toad, who had often admired her silky locks, shrugged and
srinned. Maybe someday you'll let it grow out again,'" he said laughingly.
The princess wrinkled her nose at him as she picked up a pair of shears.
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Fifteen minutes later, her head covered by an elfin tangle of short
curls and a grey hat with an ostrich plume, Clerette climbed out of the
window via the traditionally tied-together sheets, and, with Castigore
riding in a leather bag slung across her shoulder, dropped to the ground
with a sickening thud. "Oof!" said the princess, rubbing the portion of
her anatomy which had met the earth with such a disconcerting impact. "I
certainly hope I learn to do that better before I have to do it again!’"

"So do I," came a voice from the bag, as Castigore tried to disentangle
himself from the peanutbutter sandwiches, kite string, nails, and other
miscellany that Clerette had deemed necescary for their trip. “Now what?
Where do we go from here?' '"Wellll...." salid the princess, gazing about un-
certainly ,”I've never really been out of the palace before except to go
visit Aunt Mathilde of the Western Kingdom, or Uncle Gregar who rules the
Iron Mountain -- and then we always took the hippogryf.:'

"What it boils down to is you don't know where we are or what we're
going to do, or where we're going to go. Right?'" The princess nodded mis-
erably. Castigore rolled his eyes heavenward, then hopped out of the satchel
and started toward the castle wall. 'You sit down on that mossy log over
there , and make friends with someone. I'll be back in a few minutes."

; Clerette seated herself gingerly on the indicated log and stared down
at a stag beetle who was rolling a bit ofi turf aloiig

the grassy ground. He was too busy to be friendly.
A large grey wolf sauntered by with his tongue
hanging out and his eyes gleaming wickedly, but
Clerette was not disposed to be friendly, so he
headed toward the stable where a dalmation made
her home. Clerette was totally absorbed in listen-
ing to the marital troubles of an irate blue-

jay when she heard the sound of a falling ob-
ject, and looked around to see a nose, which

had been buried in a book, solidly buried in a
patch of bog. The owner of the nose lifted
himself on two mire-enveloped crimson-clad
arms and looked up at her out of two con-
fused blue eyes. Then he got to his feet
and dusted vaguely at the mud that covered
him "Hummm, killing time before my ap-
pointment, y'know. Right? Hummm? Hummm? '
He polished a pair of wire-rimmed
glasses and then peered at her
through them. '"Right?'" he in-

quired again.
"

'"Well, I guess
so,'" said Cler-
ette.
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“You aren't, by any vague, impossible chance, supposed to meet your pro-
spective bride this evening, are you?" The stranger brightened visibly,

as if she had wiped away all of his difficulties at once. 'That's it
exactly! Not terribly eager, y'know." He looked somewhat downcast for
a minute, and then went on. '"Got here early, y'know. Bad form to be early

for an appointment. Almost as bad as being late, don't you think?" He
looked at her anxiously.

"Oh, yes, very bad form indeed,' responded the princess. "But don't
worry about it too much, because the princess will be late, too. In fact,
the princess won't show up at all.” 'You must be the princess,'" said the
stranger, holding out his hand. Clerette took the proffered hand awkwardly,
show it gingerly, and then crossed her legs and sat down on the grass. The
stranger crossed his legs and sat down in the bog. He looked rather
astounded, but was disinclined to move.

"You say the princess won't show up. You are very definite about it.
Only the princess or her most intimate confidant would know that, and since
it would be much more of a startling coincidence for you to be Clerette her-
self, I assume you are indeed the princess, y'know. Oh, and you needn't feel
embarrassed about not wanting to marry me - no one does, y'know. Pop has
tried twelve times, and they all back out at the last minute. I'm used to it.
Do you feel just the least little bit embarrassed about maybe having hurt
my feelings?" He looked at her hopefully.

Clerette shook her head regretfully. 'My desire to please people has
just lost a battle with my normally truthful nature." '"Well," said the prince,
for such he was, "at least I won't have to sit through a long tiresome
banquet tonight if you're not going to be there." He looked almost cheerful
as he added, "I can get to sleep early tonight and be up in plenty of time for
the goose calling contest. I do hate sitting through those marriage banquets,
y'know. They always go wrong, and they serve everything I don't like and I
get heartburn because I have to eat it to be polite. I upset the soup tureen
frequently. And the princesses and their fathers always get mad at me.

I'd much rather read, o® fish, or call geese, or something. Anything, as a
matter of fact." He looked at Clerette with his brow wrinkled into little
mountain ranges. '"If your're not going to marry me, what are you going to do
this evening?" g

"I'm running away,'" said Clerettte determinedly. 'Oh, wonderful!' said
the prince, pulling himself up out of the bog and pushing his thatch of black
hair out of his eyes. 'Let me come with you!' '"Wha...wha...what?" stammered
the princess, with her eyes open wide in surprise. <

"Well," said the prince, "if you run away with me, and I run away with
you, there won't be anyone for them to marry either of us to, and we can both
get a little peace out of life." The princess looked dubious. "I guess it
would be all right, but I"11l have to see what Castigore says."

"Who's Castigore?" asked thr prince, more because the question ought to
be asked than from any real desire for the information.  "Castigore is a toad,"
the princess said proudly. 'Well, that's not a very nice thing to say about
someone who is supposed to be a friend of yours, y'know,'" said the prince,
his faith in the princess's gentillity and upbringing somewhat undermined.
"No, no," said Clerette impatiently, "Castigore is a real toad. You know,
little and brown and warty and lives under rocks. Only he doesn't. He sleeps
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in an empty #12 tomato juice can in my closet." 'And I thought my friends
were odd," said the prince, somewhat aghast. ''They at least sleep in napkin
boxes!"

""Well, let me tell you, Mr. High-and-Horrid..." began the princess in
an irate tone. Just then Castigore hopped up to the two of them, with his
tiny sword in his claw. '"Is this fellow bothering you, Princess?' Castigore
was always careful to be properly respectful to his lady when anyone else was
around. Clerette lowered her slim brows and tapped her foot ominously, but
finally answered, 'No, he's the fellow - what's-his-name - who is supposed
to be marrying me. He wants to run away with us."”

"Prince Farvarian, at your service," said the prince, bowing low and
falling face forward into the bog again. 'One numbskull," muttered Castigore,
"I can take care of - but two? Is there no rest for the ungodly? This,"
he said aloud, 'is getting to sound more and more like some poorly written
adventure novel by an underpaid, undernourished writer with a taste for comic
irony." Gesturing wearily to the two to follow him, he led the way towards
the edge of the forest. Behind him, Clerette and Farvarian took up the
threads of what threatened to become an unending dispute.

Some hours later, Castigore called a halt and turned to survey his

tired, sweaty charges. "I think it's time we paid a call on the local witch
of the neighborhood.' "Who's that?" asked Farvarian. 'Who knows, who cares?"
shrugged Castigore. "Every neighborhood has a resident witch, and we are

just about far enough along in the plot thst we are supposed to consult the
local witch and find out what we are supposed to be doing. She is supposed
to live up to her part of this narrative by supplying us with a riddle to
work out, a magic potion to use for something, or some sort of magic gifts
to aid us on our Quest."

“"But we don't have a Quest," protested Clerette. 'Then have Faith,"
snapped Castigore. "It's much better in the long run anyway." Somewhat
subdued, the two royal personages walked quietly along after the toad, as
he made his way through the seemingly impenetrable forest, stopping now and
then to ask directions. Several hours later they came to a clearing where
a small stone building sat in the middle of velvet-soft orange grass. A
huge wooden door with a silver knocker took up almost all of one side of
the building, which locked to Clerette about the size of one of the wardrobes
in her room at home. After hesitating for some moments, Farvarian finally
lifted the knocker and banged it heavily on the door three times. There
was the sound of footsteps, and then the door opened to reveal a footman
about three feet tall holding a yard-high candelabra which flickered and
flipped its flames at their faces. The footman, who had huge green eyes
and a searching forked tongue, pclitely inquired as to their business, and,
upon learning they wished to see the witch, stood aside and motioned them
inside. To their astonishment they were at the entrance to a vast hall, and
could see staircas:s and corridors leading off like the openings of mazes in
every direction. Castigore, unable to believe his eyes, looked outside
again before the door closed, to verify the size of the tiny, and immense,
witch's hut. They followed the footman to a reception desk where a large
sign said "The Witch is IN," and an ugly snaggle-toothed receptionist took

their names and inquired as to where the bill was to be sent. "I thought,"
said Castigore, slightly taken aback, '"that this was usually a free service
for residents." 'For residents, yes," cackled the receptionist. ''You're

from the next county, so we have to charge non-resident fees. That's so your
own resident Witch can't claim we're stealinig her business. Why didn't you
go to her, incidentally?"
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"Well, err, ah, you were recommended," butted in Clerette, anxious to
get the matter over and done with. The receptionist looked gratified. '"Our
Witch is one of the best. Especially in her specialty field." She handed
them a red form, a yellow form, and three green forms with carbon paper
between them. "Fill out all of these papers, and then hand them to the
Familiar in waiting room rnumber five." She then abruptly turned her back
and went back to reading a cheap paperback novel with a lurid cover.

Four corridors, three vestibules, and four staircases later chey found
waiting room number five, handed their completed papers to the Familiar -
a mauve snake with five legs - and sat down to wait. The waiting room was
icy cold - which they soon discovered was due to the presence of a Yeti with
persecuticn complexes. Seven weeks later, having made numberous stealthy
visits back to the castle for food and changes of clothing, they were finally
called into the Witch's office. The Witch was a charming young girl with green

hair, silver skin, and a soothing cauldron-side manner. fWhat can I do for you?"
"Well..." began all three of them at once. "Just a moment, just a moment,"
smiled the Witch, waving her hand. ‘You," she said, pointing at Castigore,

"are obviously an enchanted prince. She must be the princess you are hopelessly
in love with, and he is either your best friend, her brother, or both. Right?"
She smiled smugly. :

"Well, no," said Castigore. '"He is an inept prince, she is his unwilling

bride-to-be, and I am a toad. I am happy." "I am willing to grant the other
two premises,'" said the Witch, ''but no one, absolutely no one, could be happy
being a toad. You must have a neurosis.” She shimmied her way over to a

cabinet, took out a vial of noxious-looking liquid, and, grabbing Castigore
suddenly, poured the contents of it down his throat. Castigore stood stock
still for a moment, and then sat down dazedly on the floor with lavender fumes
rising out of his nostrils. The Witch seemed vastly disappointed that he

was still a toad.

Turning to the other two, who were now hugging one another in mutual
fright, she held out two capsules on the palm of her hand. '"Swallow these!"
she demanded. ;

- "I..I..T can't swallow anthing without a glass of water,'" said Clerette.
Farvarion nodded his agreement dumbly. "Oh, all right," said the Witch,
turning towards the hand basin. Just then Castigore staggered to his feet.
Setting down the two capsules along with a paper cup of water, the Witch
grabbed him up and poured the contents of another vial down his throat.
Castigore gurgled, blinked, and turned into a large brown cow. '"Mo0000?2"
he lowed miserably.

"Oh!'" Clerette broke away from Farvarion and walked over to shake her
finger furiously in the Witch's face. '"Now just see what you've done! You
disenchant him right away! He was perfectly happy being a toad!" She stamped
her foot angrily. Castigore lowed imploringly. The Witch crossed her arms
and took refuge in professional aloofness. 'Look upon it,' she said, "as
therapy. Besides, no one can be happy being a toad!"

 "Farvarion, do something,'" wailed the princess, her arms.flung around
Castigore's neck. Farvarion drew himself up to his full ineffectual height and
tried his best to loom at the Witch. "If you don't take care of him, I'll...
I'11...I'11 report you to the Witches and Wizards Local for malpractice!"
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The Witch sniffed hautily. "I will not be responsible for turning
something - anything - into a toad. That is a matter for an apprentice
Witch. not a practicing professional." "If you're still practicing..."
began Clerette, but a warning look in Castigore's big brown eyes silenced
her. The Witch went on. "I'll he happy to turn him into anything with an
overall dimension of not less than 70 inches - that's union rules. Take it
or leave him - to spend the rest of his life as a cow. At that," she went on,
lookingly scathingly at Castigore, "I should think anything would be better
than being a toad."

"oh, oh, oh," sobbed Clerette, "Do anything!" The Witch, suddenly alil
smiles at being given her head, busied herself with mixing sundry vials, pots,
and bags of concoctions. Finally finishing, she tilted back Castigore's
head and poured an ample measure of a purplish fluid down it. The cow iowed
miserably, flicked its tail, stuck out its tongue, and finally turned into
a young man. He was slightly stooped, but somewhere around 70 inches tall;
he had a wide mouth, and brown hair. When he turned towatd Clerette, it was

with a gay little hop in his stride. "I thought you weren't an enchanted
prince," said Clerette, her eyes wide. ''He wasn't," said the Witch smugly.
"There is no reason why a toad - bleh! - can't be enchanted into something

as well as a person can be. I cast a spell over him and turned him into a
prince."

Castigore lifted his fingers and placed them under Clerette's chin,
tilting her face to meet his lips. "Now that I am a man," he said, 'we can
truly share life. Come walk with me through scented gardens, share my happ-
iness, be my wife."

"Now that you are a man..." began Clerette. "I still want to be alone!
Cummon, Farvarion, we've got a Quest to find!" And, pulling the startled
prince after her, she ran out into the corridor.

Castigore shrugged, grinned somewhat wryly, and patted the Witch on
the arm. ‘'thanks anyway, kid," he said. He sighed softly. 'Well, those
two nincompoops will still need someone to look after them.'" He saluted the
Witch gravely and then turned and strode out into the corridor after his
charges.
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PRORBABLY D! [GBY

SCIENTISTS DISPROVE OLD FOLK SAYING

In an article in a recent issue of SCIENCE a team of scientists at
Miskatonic University claim to have chown that the figure of speech, '"...more
than you can shake a stick at,'" has no basis in fact. The expression is
in fairly common use in certair regions of the U.S. although almost unheard-or
elsewhere.

In order to give the proper reproducibility and scientific validity the
researchers built a stick-shaking machine, a simplified diagram of which appears
in Figure 1. The machine could be adjusted to shake various kinds of sticks,
usually wooden dowels but sometimes small tree branches, through various angles
at various rates, with the forces exerted Lzing monitored and recorded. When
the force was plotted against the position, a figure similar to Figure 2 was
obtained. For thin dowels the figure was a wide ellipse, while heavy dowels
with a greater ratio of mass to air resistance gave a narrower figure. In
theory a frictionless rod in a vacuum would give a slanting straight line, whlle
a stick of zero mass but considerable air resistance would give a circle.

The machine was then set up so as to shake sticks at various people or
objects assembled in the laboratory, on the theory that as the number became
greater than the maximum number a stick could be shaken at, either the peak
force required or the area within the ellipse on the graph (a function of the
power required) would increase, or perhaps the motor would stop. However, when
the various sticks were shaken at various things and the graphs compared to the
control condition of not having anything for the machine to shake sticks at,
the results showed no clear-cut effects. Figure 3 is a typical result,
appearing to show that shaking a stick at a large number of hippies is just
about as easy as shaking it at a few or none. Curves for zookeepers, artichokes,
and Boeing 747's were similar. Although further experiments are planned with
igloss, policemen, and copies of the New York Times, no spectacular findings
are expected.

Figure 1.

Experimental apparatus. A, motor-driven crank assembly; B, combination
pivot and position transducer; C, combination clamp and force transducer;
D, stick under test.
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The researchers had planned on

additional experiments in which the
machine would be taken out into the field
to shake sticks at basehall fans, cumulus
clouds, discarded beer cans, and such
like "on location™ but it appears that
the negative initial results will result
in the cancellation of future funding,

i i : 1201
thus terminating the series.
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In the October 1971 issue of IF is an article entitled 'Death Comes to the
Megafauna' (L. Sprague DeCamp) in which the author speculates on the reasons for
what appear to be great waves of extinctions (such as the dinosaurs) every few
dozen million years. He mentions various reasons, and appears truly satisfied
with none.

To appear to get off the subject a little I seem to remember reading that
some astrophysicists have a theory to the effect that the gravitatienal constant
may be changing with time as the universe expands.

To appear to get further off the subject but to really tie both the above
items together, there was a story some years back in one of the prozines (ANALOG??)
chout the invention of a hyperdrive whose only real problem was that using ‘it
Filled all living things aboard the ship, even when suspended animation was used
for protection. This was explained as being due to the space warps involved
changing the energy levels of atoms so that, in effect, the laws of chemistry
changed slightly and life forms evolved under one set of laws could not survive
ander the other.

Now I don't know much about the theories involved, but I wouldn't be
surprised if in a universe in which the gravitational constant slowly changed
with time some other 'constants' such as the dielectric constant of free space,
the charge/mass ratios of subatomic particles, and Planck's Constant changed
also. If some of these other constants were to change, then that would cause
changes in such things as the sizes of electron clouds around certain atoms,
and perhaps the relative strength of ionic vs. covalent bonds, thus changing the
energies of various chemical reactions, the stability of various compounds, the
yields of reactions, etc., etc. Also, photons of a given wavelength might be
more or less able to cause reactions, and might be absorbed differently in the
atmosphere. In effect, the laws of chemistry (and also of other sciences) might
be changing with time on the geologic time fscale.
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What I am postulating might be happening is similar to what happened with
that unfortunate ftl drive I mentioned a while back, with one major difference:
since the changes are measured over the geologic time scale life forms can
evolve and adapt, although certain specific tvpes might not. If, for example,

a certain enzyme became less and less effective the change might eventually wipe
out species that depended heavily on that one enzyme but spare others that
happened to use a different one, or happened to come up with mutant enzymes

that worked under the new conditions. Also, the genetic code itself could
change so that, for example, it may now be impossible to specify certain extinct
life forms which existed during a period when perhaps mammals could not be
specified.

One possible objection is that the waves of extinctions appear to be fairly
sudden compared to the time scale of such changes in the laws of nature. However,
various threshold effects can sometimes produce sudden effects from gradually-
-changing causes.

Of course the entire theory on which I've based this may now be in limbo

I haven't hear much about it lately. I suppose some of your readers
answer that, and perhaps calculate various things I can only speculate
about. However, I don't know offhand of any way to prove the theory if it looks
good, except to invent time travel and see if the time travelers drop dead soon

after arrival in the far past. (Story, anyone??)

since
could

---From CIVIL ENGINEERING NONSENSE magazine 11/31/69

_ "FREEWAY CONTRACT IN TROUBLE---Acme Conglomerated Mining Enterprises
has more than it can chew on its hands in its latest venture into the construction
: : - field. The project, construction of a ‘12-
mile stretch of Asmodeus Freeway through
the Enchanted Forest of Drenden, is at
a standstill and hopelessly behind
schedule, mostly because of trouble with
local residents who don't want a free-
way through the area. It is reported
"'that the Division of Highways may
‘cancel the $12,000,000 contract
and adopt a new route arount the
forest, an almost unprecedented
move that may be the only way
out in this case.
"According to ACME
spokesmen, the trouble
started with ‘the first '
survey parties sent
out to mark the - :
route i Mostiofthe 3
trees in the path”
of the freeway
did not relish:
the thought of
having to move
but were re-
signed to it
until sur-
veyors
started
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marking them with spray paint and subjecting them to other indignities,
and an attempt to cut some branches which were blocking a sighting escalated
into a sort of war between the freeway builders and the forest.

"At first the troubles were rather subtle, consisting of such things as
light traveling in curved paths to confuse the surveyors. In addition, the
local gravity field was often altered by as much as five or ten degrees
from true vertical and maps and survey notes were altered. In one case a
ninety-degree gravity shift led surveyors up a sheer cliff face until they
were almost at the top and one surveyor almost fell over the edge in the fog
which had prevented them from noticing the deception. At this point the fog
lifted suddenly and the surveyors panicked and jumped over the top, falling
20 or 30 feet across the plateau before the gravity shifted back. All their
equipment, which had been left sitting on the cliff face in the general excite-
ment, fell to the base of the cliff and was lost.

"In addition, there were numerous incidents of workers being turned into
frogs. Although they resumed human form when brought out of the forest, they
couldn't work there because they just turn right back into frogs when they
re-enter the wood.

"At first ACME fired all its workers for being crazy. After the reports
kept coming in and the situation became clear a number of magicians were
hired to fight back, with some success at first. The survey was finally
completed but other work is at a virtual standstill as the magical forces on
both sides battle it out.

'"""Although we just might be able to finish the job a year or two behind
schedule,' the ACME spokesman stated, 'we think Highways is going to cancel
the contract.' Several top thaumaturgical engineering consultants have
stated that the only way to prevent the concrete from turning to sugar candy
is to use powdered silver instead of sand in the mix, and even then the Forest
will be able to prevent travelers from ever using the road."

A NOTE FROM OUR ERRANT ART EDITOR

Dear Proper Bosk:

Mr. Gilbert's fine chronicling of the events leading up to the saga of the
Missing Right Finger were accurately depicted. Successfully maintaining the
spirit of that great era, Gilbert evokes images of those great illustrators
of yesteryear, Orban and Valigursky. Although the story may be clearly delineated
I'm afraid Mr. Gilbert has left out some minor details which slightly obscure
the delicate nuances of the plot. To relieve this slight deficiency I consulted
the original chronicle and drew an addition which appears on the next page.

- Mike Symes -
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LETTUCE 42, the latest issue of the
newszine of food fandom, is a parody
perpetrated weakly/biweakly by Doug
Hoylman, who considers himself well
qualified to satirize this increasingly
prominent aspect of fandom, since he
has been eating food even longer than
he has been reading science fiction.
Collation last issue (and a sumptuous
collation it was!) by Betty Crocker,
Howard Johnson, Baskin Robbins and
Dunkin Donuts. Subs are 85¢ each,
with tomatoes J]0¢ extra. For foreign
agents, contact your local office of
the CIA (look in the Yellow Pages 3
under "Imperialist Lackeys'). Lettuce
is also available free with this issue
of PB, for artwork and news items, and
in salads and club sandwiches. Reg.
Penna. Dept. Agr. All unsigned material
is a lie.

HRAHHHH IR RS R August 37, 1971 HEHHHHEHHE

CONVENTIONS: ChowCon I will be held during Thanksgiving weekend at the
Maitre-D Hotel in New Orleans. GoH - Julia Child. The program includes

a lecture on domestic wines by the New York port authority, '"Buster' Minal.
There will also be a discussion on Chinese food by a five-member panel

(three from Column A, two from Column B). At the banquet on Saturday evening
will be the presentation of the Esco awards, for Best Expensive Restaurant,
Best Medium-Priced Restaurant, Best Cheap Restaurant, Best Foreign Restaurant,
Best Restaurant Chain, Best Restaurant Decor, Best Supermarket, Best Cookbook,
Best Ice Cream Flavor, and Best Indigestion Remedy. This will be followed

by an all-night movie program, including Candy, Duck Soup, Cold Turkey,

Tea and Sympathy, Days of Wine and Roses, and Alice's Restaurant. Open
throughout the convention will be the menu exhibit, the wine-tasting room,

and the snack bar. Attending memberships $3, supporting memberships $2,

plus tax and tip. Supporting memvers get all progress reports and a copy

of the banquet menu.

ICE CREAM FLAVORS FOR SEPTEMBER: Baskin-Robbins: Farshmallow Butterscotch
Coconut ‘Fudge Ripple, Butterscotch Strawberry Marshmallow Pecan Fudge,

Coconut Strawberry Almond Caramel Mint, Almond Butterscotch Fudge, Grapefruit,
Boysenberry, Papaya, Pear, Loganberry, Cinnamon, Prune, Gingerbread, Carrot,
Tomato, Baked Potato, Pumpernickel, Camembert, Thousand Island, Kosher Dill,
Lasagne, Western Omelet, Bacon, Turkey-with-dressing, Moo Goo Gai Pan,
Worcestershire, Scotch-on-the-rocks, Martini, Menthol Cigarette, Envelope Glue,
Anchovy Pizza, and Water.// Howard Johnson's: Chocolate, Vanilla, and
Strawberry.

RECOMMENDED READING: The Kosher Chinese Cookbook; The Mafia Cookbook;
The Anarchist Cookbook. (These all really exist--DJH)

COMING UP: Beginning in our next issue, due to popular demand, will be a
schedule of restaurant openings, a guide to gourmet food stores and discount
liquor stores, and announcements of Weight Watchers and Alcoholics Anonymous
meetings.
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LETTUCE LOOKS AT
RESTURANTS

MAIKNOMA STEAK HOUSE (666 E. 66th St., New York) has only one thing on the

menu--rare steak, at $10.95 a portion. "Anything that expensive,'" quips the
manager, ''must be rare!" - The Maiknomah's long-standing tradition of defene-
strating anyone with so little taste as to ask for such unnecessary embel- g

lishments as potatoes, salad or dersert was brought to an end by the Civil
Rights Act of 1964, and today the management will permit you to bring in
whatever side dishes you wish to prepamne at home or purchase elsewhere, for
a nominal cover charge of $1.25 an item.

MANNY, PABLO & LUIGI'S (360 South St. N.W., North Easton, South Dakota) may
very well be the world's only kosher Mexican-Italian restaurant. The menu
includes matzoh pizza, chicken minestrone, refried beans Parmagiana, and
the ManPabLui Special, which is either a blintz with tomato sauce, a fried
manicotti, or an enchilada with sour cream.

LA CUCARACHA (711 Camino Casino, Las Vegas) is patronized mostly by people
who don't know what the name means. Avoid the pailla.

PARIS MAISON (99 Della St., San Francisco) is a moderately-priced French
restaurant with such Continental specialties as fromageburger avec pommes
frites, $8.95; jambon et fromage suisse sur pain'de seigle, $7.50; and lait
agite (in chocolat, vanille or fraise), $3.95.

ALICE'S (Stockbridge, Mass.) - Walk right in, it's around the back, just about
a mile from the railroad track. You can get anything you want at Alice¥s
restaurant.

LETTUCE 42 98/37/71)
Green

86 Salad Ave. : :
Thousand Islands, Ontario

o
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WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE: Marsha Elkin, femme fan. sets
out for HEICON via a canoe trip in Massachusetts.

She spends twenty-four pages wandering around Eng-
land, taking in statues of Sir Thomas Crapper.
consuming incredible amounts of food, watching
Delta Group films, and investigating book stores,
Upon attempting to depart for Heicon she finds

herself at the airport, two minutes before her
i plane is supposed to depart, with no notion of
where the proper gate is and no one in sight

to ask.

To further add to our confusion at that
point, the loudspeaker produced an almost
totally unintelligible announcement. The
only word that we could definitely distin-
o guish was Frankfurt. With my usual readi-
St s ness to assume the worst, I decided
*1;%K that we had just heard the last call
*ﬁg:‘ for boarding our flight and that we were

Po

[N missing the plane.

At that point a couple of people in
official looking uniforms wandered in
our direction and we hastily asked
them at which gate the TWA flight to
Frankfurt was boarding. They pro
vided us with the information that
the announcement we had been unable to
understand was that the TWA flight had
been set back an hour and the passengers
on that flight could go to the refreshment
bar and charge some random amount of food up
to TWA. The flight not only was running way
late, but boarding hadn't even begun.

My first two reactions were fury at the miserable
clerk who must have known that the plane was late,
since he had called to let them know that three more
passengers were coming, and who gave us such a hard
time anyway, and a great desire to sit down somewhere
and catch my breath.

The three of us staggered over to the area near the snack bar,
found a not too dirty table and some chairs and collapsed.



When we had caught our breaths, we took turns guarding the luggage and getting
snacks, and at some point along the way we ran into Jack Williamson and discovered
that he and his wife were on our flight too. The snacks were somewhat above the
usual U.S. airport standard. I decided to try one of those odd concoctions that

you always read about in English novels, a cucumber sandwich. I was a bit surprised
to discover that it was actually good.

By now we had pretty much recovered from our ordeal and since it was about fifteen
minutes to boarding time we got up and started wending our way over to the approp-
riate gate, stopping along the way to look at the stuff for sale in the duty free
shops. I saw lots of things I would have liked and not much that I could afford.

We boarded the plane and had a very uneventful flight to Frankfurt. It was nice
not to have anything exciting happening for a while. At Frankfurt we straggled off
and waited while Elliot got his luggage and then we thrashed out the vital

questions of how to get to the railroad station and what to do about changing money.
These major decisions out of the way, we headed for the train station and arrived
there just a few minutes before the next train to Heidelburg. We found a car with
some: vacant seats and collapsed. Or at least Bruce and I did. Elliot dumped his
luggage down and wandered off down the car to take pictures of the train and spent
most of the trip taking pictures of the area we passed through.

They announced the stops a few minutes before we actually arrived at them and so
when they called out "Heidelberg! we gathered our baggage together and headed for
the nearest exit to be able to get off the train promptly. At the exit we ran into
Ethel Lindsay and Bill Burns, who had been riding in the next car, and when we got
off the train we met Sue Sanderson who had been several cars further down the train.
At this point I decided that the convention was really starting.. Sue was staying
at the Nekar Hotel, where both Bruce and I were staying, but Elliot was at the
Europaische Hof and Ethel-and Bill were staying at other hotels. Sue and Elliot
headed for the taxi stand at one side of the station since they had about half a ton
of luggage each (Sue was going back by liner, Elliot just tends to take along a lot
of stuff), while the rest of us headed for the trolley stop at the other end of the
station.

After a short trolley ride and a couple of blocks of walking we arrived at the Nekar
Hotel, which was small, quiet and pleasant. The elevator was also small, and Bruce
and I and our luggage and the guy who was showing us upstairs crowded it pretty
thoroughly. The rooms were of pretty good size though and the furnishings were
rather nice. The only thing which pu2zled me was the discovery that the mattress
came in three sections, more like three large cushions than a mattress. When I
remembered; I asked fans staying in other hotels and almost all of them said that:
their mattresses came in three sections too. I never did find out why. :

After unpacking and collapsing for a few minutes, I decided that I felt able to wan-
der off in search of the convention. I was assisted in this decision by Bruce, who
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decided that it was time to roust me out
and go off in search of the Stadthalle,
where the con was being held. This turned
out to be only two or three blocks away,
and as we were wandering over there we

ran into the Lewises and Brownsteins.

They were on their way back to their ho-
tel (the Europaische Hof) for dinner, so
we continued on to the Stadthalle.

When we got there we found that the only
thing that had been going on was registra-
tion and that that had been closed for
the day. There was, naturally, a bunch
of fans milling around outside, trying

to decide what to do and we joined them.
After about fifteen minutes of milling,
the majority of the crowd hecaded of toward
the main strcet in search of refreshment
or dinner or both. Bruce and I joined
themthem, and as we all headed up one of
the side streets leading to the main street we ran into another group of fans heading
for the Stadthalle. The two groups merged and then split up again when the main
street was reached. Bruce and the Stopas and I were all in the mood for a fairly -
substantial dinner and wandered into a nice looking place which turned out to be one
of the many pastry shops in the area. It was nice but not exactly what wz were look-
ing for so we exited and wound up having dinner in the Perkeo. a nice restaurant
which may or may not have had a hotel attached. I was never clear on that point.

The four of us settled down to an excellent dinner and some catching up on what we
had each been doing so far on the trip and a bit of socializing with the group at the
next table among whom I failed to recognize Judy Blish in he:i blond wig.

After dinner we wandered over to the Europaische Hof and became part of an impromptu
party that happened in the hotel bar and lobby. Among the more amusing features of
the party was watching Elliot go on being stunned over the ‘sudden and, to him at
least, totally unexpected appearance of Adrienne Martine. She had made a masquerade
costume for him and he had promised to wear it if she could get socmeone to take it
over to the con since it wouldn't be completed till after he had already left for the
con. She simply hadn't told him that she would be the one to deliver it.

It turned out to be a really lovely party. In many ways it was the best one I went
to at the con, which usually seems to be the case with parties that happen instead
of being planned. I was delighted to see Lars Strandberg again and I enjoyed meeting
the other Swedish fans he introduced me to that evening. It vasn't really a very
describable party. No one did anything particularly wortny of record. It was simply
a very pleasant enjoyable evening.

At some random hour of the morning Bruce guided me back to the Neckar Hotel, which was
just as well, since I was convenced at that point that it was in the opposite
direction (my sense of direction scrambles easily and the next thing I remember was
waking up and thinking about breakfast. German hotels do not have nearly as
civilized ideas about breakfast as do English and Dutch hctels. A continental
breakfast is not really sufficient to do anything except stave cff hunger until you
can get somewhere that will serve you a full meal (or at least something more sub-
stantial than tea and rolls, tho they were very good tea and rolls). Or at least
that was the case with the continental breakfasts at the Neker.

I gobbled down what there was of breakfast and then set off with Bruce for the
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Stadthalle and the longest slowest registration line I'd seen in quite some time.
I took a look at it and shuddered and then just drifted with it. It was a great
way to find people. I wasn't really that interested in registering early so when
I spotted people I wanted to talk to who weren't waiting on line I drifted off

to talk to them. I was very happy to run into Bob and Kate Wadey that way, since
I hadn't seen them since a couple of Westercons ago and I spent most of the rest
of the time till I heard that they had started setting up the art show talking

to them, : '

When someone did finally mention that they were .starting to set up the art show

I went upstairs to watch/help/get in the way. I succeded in doing one of these,
but I'm not sure to this day of which. I also spent some time in admiring the
really excellent art show hangings which Hans-Werner had found for the con. They
were probably the best ones of the peg board sort that I'd ever seen. Unfortu-
nately, they aren't readily transpcrtable which sort of kills the idea of getting
a set for U.S. convention art shows.

And it was in the art show that I first met Michel Feron and a group of other
Belgian fans and I was extremely pleased to discover that my high school and col-
lege French was able to stand up to the conversation reasonably well, although
for speed in conversation we eventually settled on Michel speaking to me in Eng-
lish and to the others in French. The others spoke in French (punctuated by me
saying "slower, please', one phrase in French that I am very fluent in saying),
and I spoke in English. The subject under discussion, naturally enough, turned
out to be the worldcon rotation plan and the growth (hopefully impending) of
European S.F. conventions. After half an hour or so of this I wandered over to
the other room of the art show and grabbed
Bruce for the discussion, and since it
seemed about to start from the beginning
again with his introduction into it, I
went downstairs to inspect the regis-
tration line and see what else was

going on.

/"7_
or, cu7 ENG:st/ THE

Suows CONTRCT,

I spent most of the rést of the day
wandering around and talking to people
and even manmaged to find time to
watch the official opening of the
convention, something I very rarely
get to. Not long after this I start-
ed thinking in terms of lunch, and
then when I ran into Bruce and dis-
covered that he was thinking along
the same lines, the two of us
headed across the street to a
little eating and drinking place
which we each had a tasty and
cheap bowl of stew. And I
learned my second piece of
German on the trip, which
was the phrase for
asking for a glass
of dark beer. The
 first piece of
German I'd picked*
up on the trip
had been the
name for the
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pastry shops which we found in Heidelberg
(and which I can pronounce but not spell).

I did actually have some slight know-
ledge of German, enough to get me through
a menue and to inform soneone that I
spoke German very badly. This was
courtesy of a year of college German but
since they were were having riots in
school during much of that year I got
very little out of the course except

for a not too bad accent. It is reassur-
ing in a strange sort of way to know

that when you are saying "I don't under-
stand" in a foreign language, you are
saying it well enough for the person
you're trying to get the idea accross to
to understand. Of course, I suppose that
the fact that you can't make them under-
stand would communicate the idea almost
equally well.

After lunch we went back to the Stadt-
halle and I headed up to take a look at
the huckster room. I was somewhat under-
whelmed by it, since it turned out to
be mostly displays, rather than things
for sale. Since it was obvious that I
wasn't going to spend much money there I went up another floor to the art show rooms
to see how things were going. And I put a bid on an Eddie Jones painting that I
particularly liked and thought I might stand a faint chance of getting. There were
two others that I liked equally well but when I saw who'd started the bidding on
those two I decided that I didn't stand any chance of getting them.

And I was beginning to feel hungry again so I went back to the main con floor and
found that the Wadeys and Nivens were also considering dinner. Bruce and Fred Patten
were on their way to Fred's hotel to pick up Bruce's masquerade costume and some
other stuff which Fred had brought to the con for him. Larry and Fuzzy and Bob and
Kate and I went into the restaurant in the Stadthalle and Bruce said he'd join us
there when he got back. The meal was tasty and inexpensive (a cold platter) but
somewhat inadequate in quantity and we were discussing what to do about the matter
when Bruce got back, loaded down with packages. He had a platter while we went on
trying to decide what to do to round off dinner. The final decision, not too sur-
prisingly was to go out and try one of the pastry restaurants, and when Bruce had
finished eating, the six of us started off.

On the way out we were joined by Russ Seitz and Charlotte Boynton and, mostly in an
effort to annoy Charlotte who is very strong on women's 1lib, Russ asked me if I'd
mind his being a male chauvanist pig and carrying my bag. I cheerfully handed over
the bag, though I did tell him that it was one of Bruce's that I'd been carrying
since he already had both hands full. Being a gentleman, Russ carried the bag even
after finding out that it wasn't mine.

The pastry shop turned out to be a perfectly lovely place and the pastries were some
of the best I'd ever eaten. Pat and Peggy Kennedy, who'd been in Vienna before the
convention, later told me that the Viennese pastries are superior to thos in Heidel-
berg. If they really are better I can see that I've got another reason for wanting
to visit Vienna some day. However, since I hadn't tasted any Viennese pastries, I
was quite happy with the ones I had in Heidelberg.
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After we had all finished happily stuffing ourself with pastries the group split
up. Larry, Fuzzy and Bruce had to get into their masquerade costumes and the rest
of us wanted to head back to the Stadthalle to see what was going on if anything.
The answer to that was nothing much. People were milling around, talking, and wait-
ing for the masquerade to start. And when it did start the masquerade turned out
to be quite a dissappointment to those of us used to U.S. standards. There were
only about twenty people in costumes and most of the best of those were reruns of
costumes I'd already seen in the States. The European fans don't really seem to be
very costume oriented and I did get the feeling that they were holding this masque-
rade mainly to humor the American and British fans. Hopefully, at the next European
worldcon there will either be more interest in a masquerade or the idea will be
shelved.

After the masquerade I wandered over to the Europaische Hof to look in on the
Swedish party, before going over to the Liverpool party. The Swedish fans had
either taken a suite or thrown open together a couple of large adjoining rooms for
the affair and both rooms were mobbed. (There may well have been a third party
room but, if so, I never got that far). It took me somewhere between an hour and
an hour and a half to get from the first room to the second room. I was told by
one of the Swedish fans in the first room that there might be some nonalcoholic
drinkables there. It seemed as though every time I tried to go around someone I
got into a conversation with them. You can take an awfully long time to get from
one room to another by that method.

About two steps into the second room I made the acquaintance of one of the Spanish
fans and we started talking about science fiction. There was a certain amount of
difficulty about this since he didn't speak English and I didn't speak any Spanish.
Wle communicated in mediocre

French (his was about on a

par with mine), interspersed

with a fair amount of hand

waving. I was somewhat

amazed to find how a few

appropriate gestures can aid | ——— .
to a faltering conversation. : o

d i.j‘..f,{»’;;ﬁ”‘@f {Jﬂ,\
After about half an hour we MIFAPLR YA \
did bog down totally and MEAN— T :

were rescued from our ling- :
e BRacusd £ ur gLAnE, MusT HAVE
ulstic crisis by John Brunner, i b
who stopped on his way past THE wRoNG

L

to help untangle the con- ffﬁ 7"z
versation. It turned out \x A
that our problem had been N

caused by the fact that we
were discussing different
books at that point. I was
under the impression that we
were discussing DESTINATION
UNIVERSE while he thought

we were discussing THE STARS
MY DESTINATION. After John
had cleared up the problem

we ended the conversation by
mutual consent (or possibly

as a result of battle fatigue)
and I left him happily talking
to John, whose linguistic
talents were far more equal
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to carrying on an intellectual discussion
in a foreign language.

About three steps later I reached a group
of familiar people and happily collapsed
onto a corner of th- bed they were sitting
on. Luckily for me, since I was getting
pretty tired at this point, talking to

Don Lundry, Adrienne and the Nivens didn't
call for any linguistic efforts. I was
still feeling somewhat shell shocked from
my conversation with the Spanish fan (whose
name I never did learn.

After a while I decided that it was time

I did one of two things: either set out

in search of the hotel in which the Liver-
pool party was bieng held or go back to
the Nekar and collapse. As the necessary
preliminary to either of these actions I
got up and started toward the other room
and the door I had come in by. I don't
think that the trip back to the other room
took more than half an hour or so but I

do remember that it was during that trip
that I was privileged to hear Bob Silver-
berg announce the discovery of the
""Sprechen zie foreign?' syndrome. Those of us who suffered from it found that when
someone addressed us in a language we didn't know, our first reaction was to reply

in a foreign language (any foreign language) rather than in our own language. We
wasted a fair amount of time speculating on the reasons for this and never did come
to any definite conclusions. And by the time I got back to the first room I had
decided that while more partying would be nice, some sleep seemed like an even

better idea if I was going to survive the next several days of conventioning.

I slept a bit later on Saturday morning and was the last of the fans at the Nekar
(all three of us) to get down to the breakfast room. I hastily had my tea and rolls
and walked over to the Stadthalle to discover the latest piece of excitement. This
was that the A.S.T. (the radical, politically minded noisemakers) had published a
diatribe against the con, particularly against the masquerade the previous night
and the Bavarian Night and St. Fantony ceremony scheduled for that night. I got
the feeling from as much of the diatribe as I managed to read that the A.S.T. were
feeling severely put out by the fact that most of the fans at the convention were
simply ignoring them. I think they would have been much happier if we had gotten
upset about their activities and had staged counter protests or some such. The
indignity of being ignored by a group of people who were there to have fun and who
really didn't care about them had them very upset.

I wandered upstairs to the art show rooms to s-e if anyone was bidding against me

for the Eddie Jones painting I wanted and discovered that Steve Goldin and Drew Whyte
were both after it too. I decided that to cheer me up I needed more breakfast

or perhaps an early lunch and found Bruce, who'd been up lots longer than I had,

and suggested food. He agreed that this was a good idea and the two of us set off

to try out a place that Ethel Lindsay had recommended. The food was tasty and
inexpensive and the service was reasonably prompt, so we got finished in plenty of
time to get back for the showing of the two large Delta Group films. These were
the two that we hadn't been able to see while we were in Liverpool as they were
already en route to Heicon. The first film shown was the long spoof on the old
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horror movies and it was just hilarious. The room that the films were being shown

in was packed and everyone seemed to be enjoying this one, despite the fact that the
sound track wasn't very clear:. You didn't really need a sound track to appreciate
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