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5ybil Ann I'an had flown stand-by to the First ‘Znnual lionster
Con(so-called becwuse it was the largest SF convention ever held
anywhere)., Standing on the curb outside the Antiquated Airlines
Building, she saw an LAsian gentleman just getting into a cab
alone. She jumped in after him and told the cabbie, ’Zngel Garcia,
that Mr., 'Uttar Pradesh' had agreed to share a cab into town with
her and that she was to be taken to the Hog Wallow Hotel first.
lire 'Pradesh' said U.N, several times and settled back to read
the Andaman Islands News which was printed in English, Hindi, and
Urdu, Sybil Ann Fan took a deep breath and said, "How about pick-
ing up the tab for the cab, dad?" (Nothing ventured, no money
saved and she still had a banquet ticket to buy). The cabpie
glanced in the rear view mirror just in time to see the Asian
gentleman nod his head and smile; he headed the cab north to 31st
Street, At the hotel, Sybil Ann Fan gave the cabBie a buck and
went through the revolving door, fast?! She had been promised
floor apace in the Rumford Falls U, Sfantasts room, The room
was registered in the name of Nicosia Midrash, Economics major,
and treasurer of the club., It was also on the eleventh floor,
Sybil Ann Fan had a distinct feeling of apprehension about that.
She got an elevator after a mere seven minute wait and went to the
room where she was joyously greeted by the other nine Rumford
Falls U, Sfantasts, She was shown which space was hers, against
the wall and buside a floorlamp-table combi:ation. Not bad for
$1.00 per night (payabze in advance to Nicosiz). The bathroom
schedule was posted. DBEach girl was allowed bne hour with the pro-
vision that the others could beat on the docr during the last fif-
teen minutes, if necessary. Sybil Ann Fan got a nasty shock when
she locked at the schedule, her ap ointed time was from 3-4 a.ml

The registration line was a living, breathing wonder! Fans, pros,
artists, Big Name Rans, Big Name Pros, Big Name Artists, Big Name
Names! Sybil iAnn Fan had been to two previous cons, both region-
als Well, as a matter-of-fact, one of thew had been a one day
affair held at the Bide-a-Wee liotel and sponsored by the R, F. U.
Se Fo S.y and the other had been the monthly party meeting of the
Terminus R.R. and S.F, Society whose members were all high school
students, After registering, she stationed herself about six

feet from the desk and almost went blind tryfing to read name tags.
She scribbled furiously in a notébook. She had been appointed to
write the conreport for the R, F. S. (Rumford Faboulous SFanzine).
Names, names, mames. « « Harold Ellison, J. K. Kleinbottle, Powell
Aardvark, €China Dish, 'Chip' Cup, Roger Zenith, Jo Trembling,
Ping (Ping??? who was that???), Ted April, Lee Brickabrack, Jerry
Coughdrop, Howard Before, Larry Janissary, James Ceklar Door, Mi-
chael Warlock, Harry Warlock (brothers???), Bill GenookKe. . .

Suddenly SyBil Ann Fan really caught her breath; coming towards
the desk was the Chairman of the C*O*M*M*I*T*T*E*E, the man in
charge of everything. Following him were four, no five, committee
members, resplendent in their blue ribbons. They passed so close




to her that she could have reached out and touched theia if she dareds A - :»
group gathered around them with frieddly greetings. Some of the voicew soun~
ded a trifle loud and harsh, probably the effiedt of the city air. It was im-
possible to hear what they were saying as the group had moved off. The Chhir-
man seemed to be heading toward the elevator. He probably had many important
things to do and couldn't stay to talk with his friends. They were obviously
disappéidnteds One of his many friends was holding onto his shoulder and talk-
ing quite earnestly, Sybil Ann Fan heard something about a room number, prob-
ably a party invitation., How wonderful it must be to be a Big Name Fan and
Big Name Pro and a Convention Comittee Chairmanl! She turned her attention to
the other Comittee lMenbers; There was Lverest Shortley with a beautiful full
beard; there was Andrew, he was so hamdsome; and Dave Van Frisii, rumored to
be descended from royal blood; and Arnie the K,, what a2 Fabulous Fannissh
Group!

With a skgh, Sybil /‘nn Fan turned away. How hard it was to be a neo, but at
least she was here and she could lock. She did have one secret weapon in her
bag upstairs, a fifth of golden liquid, 0ld Ullapeol Scotche. She thought it

filthy fasting stuff but it might get her into a party or into the company of
a male type Big Name Fan., None of the girls knew about it and she wasn't a-

bout to tell them,

Sybil Ann Fan decided to walk downstairs to the drug store for a sandwich,
She didcovered seven other members of the R, U. Sfantasts lined up at the
counter with nothing before them, no menuy) not even a glass of water., Sybil
Ann Fon felt brave, "Come on girls, let's leave.' The girls looked shicked,
"but Nicosia Midrash immediately put her cigarette out on the counter (no ash-
#*rpys)-and got off the stool., The other six slowly followed. The counter

: }an, who had been hiding behind the cash register) looked relieved. The group
headed out the south door of the hotel and a friendly neon si;n across the
street that said "Chinese Food." Lucy Desafinade said "Look, foreign food.
Let's try it." Soon the eight Rumford Sfantasts were enjoying the strange
exotic flavors of Subgum Chow Mein and Wonton Soup. Sybil Ann Fan, noticing
that they were short two loyal companions, asked "Where are Martha Woonsocket
and Pat Black?¥

"At a party." said Lucy.
"What??" said everyone else.

"They met two fellows from Westerville, Ohio who belong to the Ctterbein
College Other Worlds Club and they're invited to a Vodka and Saueskraut Party."

No one looked happy.. Uo one was overly fond of Pat Black and her shadow, Mar-—
tha Woon socket. A short silence settled ofer the group. '"Well," spoke up
Hilda Kummelweis, "If they can do it, we can too."

No one looked convinced, and tlak turned to other things. After dinner some
of the girls decided to walk down to Times Square but Sybil Ann Fan and Nico-
sia Midrash were having none of that. They had to come to a WorldCon and
they weren't going to miss one minute of it. Back at the hotel, They decided
to visit the Neo-~Fans Hospitality Room.. They were supplied with inaps and
books of matches at the registration desk and arrived safely after half an
hour. Elaine Jones, the hostess, greeted them and intvoduced them to the
other four people present, all male., Two of them didn't even look up, they
were contentrating on a chess game., The other twe locked to be 16 z=nd 65
Nicosia began to talk to the older fan. He immediatgly asked her if she had



read the stories of Doc E. Es Myth. Nicosia looked blank, but she sat there
smiling and nodding her head whenever he stopped forpreath. With nothing
left but the 16 year old, Sybil Ann Fan said, "Where are you from?"
"Newark." "Wheres that?' "New Jersey",(raised eyebrows) '"Ch.!' Silence.

"Do you like IEdward ILice Barrows?" Sybil Ann Fan had read some of his books
when she was nine or ten, so she said yes. The 16 year old immediately
whipped out a fanzine and shoved it at her. A feeling of delicious shock
spread over her. Why, she was holding in her hands a real live Crudzine,

It was the first she had ever secn and she almost couldn't believe it,

But it wes, it really was., It bore all the distinguishing marks she had
ever heard about. The cover figures were so blurred that she could only
make out the title, '"Bersume Times', The text was wildly purple and almost
impossible to read. ©She carefully examined the whole zine. It was a real
fannish first for her. The 16 year old was talking as she turned the pages,
sciething about a luncheon with Frank Sprghetti as G. o II. Wait, that

didn't sound right., "I thought the Guest of Honor was Mr. King.''! '"Oh
that's just for the Worldcon, Frank Spaghetti is G. o H. for the Barrows
Bookworms ILuncheon,'" He looked rather scornful and Sybil Ann Fan was

afraid to say anymore. He said 25¢ and she paid attention. Why he was
actually offering to sell her this beautiful crudzine for a mere 25¢.

She had never reached for her purse faster, what a trophy to add to the
R.F.U.S.F.S, collection{ She was sure Nicosia would refund the quarter.
She was suddenly aware of someone kicking her under the table. It was
Nicosia and she was slowly nodding her head toward the door. Sybil inn Fan
was always good at catching on and she stood up. '"We reelly must leave.'
"So soon'" said lirs. Jones, '"and just when you were having such interesting
conversations." '"We have a party invitation" lied Nicosia. Sybil Ann Fan
breathed in sharply but no one noticed. They were all looking at Nicosia,
even the two chess vlayers., '"'here?" they all said, almost in one voice,
"Ch it's private, by invitation only". One of the chess players said
"Tell us where it is and we'll crash it. That's an old fannish custom'.
"Oh I couldn't, I promised" said Nicosia. 211l four looked at her with
deep disgust. '"Damn neos''muttered the other chess player and they went
back to their game. The 62 year o0ld was not so easily discouraged. He
walked out with them and very consideratly helped them over the planks the
carpenters had left lying about. As they got closer to the elevators,
Sybil Lnn Fan became slightly frantic. Whatever was Nicosia going to do
now? At the last moment she turned to the 62 year old and said, "Sybil
nn and I will have to excuse ourselves for a minute and go freshen up."”
They ducked into the john. '"‘/hat do we do now?" "Just wait until he goes
away.'" "How will be know?'" . "The bottom of that door isn't solid, it has
slots in it and we can see his feet'. 'He may stay awhile, he's sitting
in a chair out there.'" Sybil 2Ann Fan was down on her knees peering between
the slots. '"Do you have any bright ideas?' "Well no, unless there's a
back door.” "Huh? Who ever heard of a john with a back door!' 'Well you
asked." The two girls used the facilities, all of them, several times.

Cne hour and 45 minutes had gone by. The feet could still be seen. The
girls were developing mild claustrophobia. Sybil Ann Fan could take no
merel + MI'n going outi.l® " "Vou .can®t., - He'll want toe goiwith us% "I can't
stay here anymore.'" Sybil Ann Fan opened the door. 01d 62 was sleeping
peacefully in the chair. She signalled Nicosia and they tiptoed out and
cuietly past him. They broke into a run when they got around the corner.
They took the elevator and got off at their floor. "What now?' asked
Nicosia., '"The hell with it, I'm going to the room and read. I'll use the
bed until Pat gets back.' !'"She wont like that." "Do you want ne to use
your bed?'! "No, use the sofa.!" '"Who does that belong to?' "Lucy. She
pays $2.00 a night.” "So I'll use it, and I'll read 'Storm Over Mars'
until I damn well go to sleep. Some Con!i"



"Don't get discouraged. It's only the first night."

Sybil Ann Fan flopped on the sofa and opened the boOOK seeease

She woke early. Sleeping on the floor was not the next thing to great.
Funny, she couldn't remember how she'd gotten there. Her watch said 4:30.
she tiptoed quietly to the bath stepping over sleeping forms, reflecting
that her luck wasn't all bad. By the time she came out, Lucy was up and
waiting. The two girls got dressed and went out for breakfast. In a
nearby pancake house Sybil /Ann Fan got the distinct impression that half
the people there hadn't been to bed yet. The menu shocked her, not the food,
the prices, "Hey, I'm not going to be able to eat more than twice a day."
Lucy was reading the prices, not food, looking for the cheapest thing.
“Here dt-as, Juice, ‘hot calkes, bacon, 'and coffee, Hl50.1

"Whatj That's the most for the least?" "That's it." They ate in silence
for awhile, both of them budgeting their money in their heads. Lucy spoke
first, "I have about 10 or 12 dollars over." '"Over what?' "Left to spend.
You know I want to complete my collection of 'Appalling Stories'."

"I think I'11 have more than that.", "What are you going to do with it?"
"You can't borrow-dit. I want an eriginal Jack Gonéagain and iit’ will
probably take every dollar I've got.' "It will if you're even lucky enough
to get one."” They had gotten to their second coffee and cigarettes by this
time. "The first discussion begins at 10:00. Are you going?" Lucy 'said,
looking at her pocket program. '"What is it about?' "Jo Trembling and

Jack Goneagain discuss art."” 'Yes, I want to hear thatV

"hen they entered the large meeting room there were very few people there.
Lucy and Sybil Ann Fan looked around., They were both looking at the few
people coming in the door when in walked Nicosia with a tall, dark, handsome
young man with a moustache wearing an army uniform. 'Who is he?'" said Lucy
and Sybil Ann Fan to each other. ''Who knows, but he's beautiful."

"Where did she ever find him?'" '"How did she ever have such'luck?"

(Hicosia never did tell any of them. In fact she only showed up in the room
to collect the rent money, sleep a few hours, and change clothes and
make-up. She wouldn't introduce him to any of the R.U. Sfantasts, especially
not Pat Black. She took great care to avoid her. She would only teil them
that he was a Big Name Fan from Patterson, New Jersey. That was just about
the last the girls saw of Nicosia until plane time.)

Jo Trembling and Jack Goneagain concluded that iron bras and B.E.M.'s were
out, and creative alien art was in. Sybil Ann Fan wrote everything down
that she could but gave up on the questions.

Later, she and Hilda Lummelweis went to hear a discussion of the topic

"New Wave l/riting, New Wave Writers, New Wave Plots, New Wave Impacts,"
They were thoroughly puzzled by the whole thing but made up their minds to
subscribe to "New 'Jave Prozine" when they could scrape up 147 cruzieros,.

At 7:30 Friday evening in the R.U, room six girls were sitting about deject-

edly. Clarissa Clark came bursting into the room. "Girls, I know where
there's a party!'" It was as if an electric current had run through the
Toem. & Nhene2i AlhenZil= - Miyhots S givimg st S WiHeow “ditd: youtsfEand outa"

"Stop! Cne at a time., It's in room 1701 and it's tonight. The Tiajuana

Fan IFriends Society is giving it and I heard about it on the elevator."

iDid somebody tell you?'" ''Not really." '"How did you find out?" "I listen-
ed." "You mean we're not invited?’ Despair began to settle over the room.
"No we're not, but I'm going anyway.” !'"You can't!'" Sybil Ann Fan remember-
ed the chess player and spoke up. 'Yes she can and I'm going with her,

It's an o0ld fannish custom to crash parties.”" '"l/hat would you know about
it?" "I just know that's all., You can learn how things are done if you
keep your ears open.'' /And that was all Sybil /nn Fan would say as she

and Clarissa got ready for the party. The elevator operator let them off

0



on the 20th floor and didn't seem to understand inglish. Sybil /nn Fan and
Clarissa groped their way down steps for three floors. 3Before they opened
the door to the 17th floor, they could hear the party. They were surprised
to see so many people waiting for the elevator when they did open the door.
They tried to walk toward 1701 but a friendly lady stopped them. "You can't

go in there.'' The girls felt as if all was known about them and were quite
embarrassed. "Why can't we?'" '"You'll never get in the door. Word about
the party got out and it's so crowded that the party has spilled out into
the hall'. "Chi' These people weren't waiting for elevators, they were

part of the party. The older woman continued, "Probably some loud mouth
talked on the elevator, or else everybody invited all their friends. VWho
invited you?" Sybil Ann Fan and Clarissa looked at each other. Sybil Ann
Fan decided to tell the truth. '"Nobody.” "How did you find out about it?"
"The loud mouth on the elevator, I listened.” said Clarissa. The lady
laughed, "You look like neos, but you're learning!' Sybil inn Fan and
Clarisza smiled at each other, At least they had someone to talk to.
"Iy name is L[lsie Dinsmore and I'm a member of Pre Historic Fandom. Who
are you girls and where are you from?" Sybil /nn Fan told her and then
asked what Pre Historic Fandom was., Elsie looked surprised, amused, and
tolerant in that order. "It's a group of fans who have been in fandom
since 'The Beginning'. Why, I even have & letter from Hugo Greenback at
home." The girls decided not to ask who that was. They listened to fannish
history as related by Elsie for more than an hour. People struggled back
and forth through the crowd and many of them said hello to Tlsie. It just
didn't seem worth the effort to try for 1701. Someone fainted, at least
they fell over. ILlsie asked if they would like to be introduced to the
rmembers of Pre Historic Fandom. Somehow this was not exactly interesting
to them. Clarissa nudged Sybil fnn Fan after about two hours and whispered,
“I don't think my ankles are goihg to hold out much longer." Sybil Ann Fan
agreed. They told Elsie good night., [Elsie looked stagprered. "You aren't
going to leave this early? After about two more hours the neos will give
up and we can get into the room.” "I don't think we can stand up for two
more hours.” scid Clarissa. FElsie looked a little contemptous. 'fell girls
youd better develop a little stamima if you ever expect to be real Convention
Fans"., It was too muchi{ Tirst 'Pre Historic Fandom' and now 'Convention
Fandom': The girls left.

L] e L] e L] L] L] [ L] L] L] . L] e L
The next morning Sybil 2Ann Fan slept-very late. It was almost 10:00 when
she got up. Tat Black and Martha Joonsocket were still asleep, someone
was occupying the bathroom and everyone élse was gone. Sybil Ann Fan had
a sudden thought; she called the desk, asked for Elsie's roou rmumbeiss Samoit 454t
called Elsie and asked if she could come up. "Sure honey come on up.'
What luck! Only one floor up, 1l242. Sybil inn Fan grabbed her small bag
and immediately went up to Elsie's room. When she knocked, Elsie called
out, "Come in, it's open.'" The room was positively huge and Elsie was the
only person in it. "lMake yourself at home kid. Feel free. I was UipRunitE
three and I've got to sleep some more." "Do you mind if I take a bath?¥
Elsie laughed, '"Do whatever you please." It was wonderful! Sybil Ann Fan
spent an hour soaking in the tub with no one pounding on the door. She
heard Llsie on the phone and when she came out she was surprised to find
breakfast waiting. ''Elsie, you shouldn't have!! Sybil Ann Fan was looking
hurgeidasat (the | foad. s slHere wasesnamieh of €t. > ""Iit"s neothing kidJ I have
more money than I know what to do with. I wrote a bunch of crummy kids
books years ago and the damn things are still bringing in royalties. Iy
ex-husband doesn't do bad by me either." Sybil Ann Fan began to eat with
enthusiasm. 'Are you on a slim budget kid?" "Well yes, rather." "I thought
s0.  RHemihds.me ofimysel feini the obdedays, . llat all you.can and I'11 ¢all
Room Service for more if you're still hungry". Sybil Ann Fan couldn't ;7



believe such luxury and between bites, she thanked IElsie. 'What are your
plans for today?' ''Well, I thought I'd go down to the Huckster Room. I
want to buy at least one magazine here.' '"Good, I'll go along. I always
drop into the Huckster Room and blow about 50 bucks.' !'"FFifty dollars!"
Sybil Ann Fan was so surprised, she spoke before she thought. Llsie only
laughed., "I guess it does sound like a lot to you Rid. I'll tell you
what, if you run out of cesh I'll feed you. I hope you've got your fare
home' '"Oh yes, I've got that and some money to spend on a painting."

"You mean you weren't going to eat so that you could buy a paintingi"

5ybil Ann Fan felt a little defensive., "€larissa isn't eating much either.
She's spending her money to complete her collection of Appalling Stories."
"HJell you two sound as if you will develop into real fans., I'll feed her
too, but no more than the two of you. I can remember the time.....ese
Sybil /nn Fan relaxed over her tea cup and listened to how IZlsie had
accuired her extensive collection of mint copies and autographed hardbounds.

o L] (] ® () L L] L L] L L] ° () [ 2 L

The Huckster Room was crowded when Elsie and Sybil Ann Fan walked in. Books
and magazines were everywhere. They walked the length of the room and Elsie
sazid hello to almost everyone., Sybil /nn Fan was looking for the comic book
sellers. Her little brother had made her promise to look for Vol. 1 No. 1
of "Amazing fnalog Man'" his favorite super hero, who in real life was mild-
mannered John i/, Camel and worked in a publishing office. Elsie had
wandered off to a table containing hundreds of new paperbacks and was talking
50% voice and 50% hands to the man behind the table. Sybil /nn wandered
down the left side of the room looking at each table. Clarissa should have
no trouble completing her collection. She finally came to a table full of
comic zines. No one else was there., 'Do you have Vol. 1 No. 1 of "/mazing
Lnalogylian!'?"™ Weghy T.hink'T .do." » The man got upifrom the ehaif .and
began to look through a large box. He finally pulled a luridly covered
comic out of" the box. 'Here it 'is." "“How=much,kis it?4; MPiwe; dollars. ItV
practicclly mint condition and you wont find it at a better price.' Sybil
Ann Fan was speecchless. When she finally realized thet her mouth was open,
she closed it quickly. "Five dollars for a comic book?" “Certainly. This
is Vol. 1 No. 1. Say, is this for you or for someone else?" "It's for my
little brother and he gave me three dollars and fifty cents to pay for it,"
'"Well that's not enough." Sybil fnn_Fan turned abruptly away from the table
and bumped into someone, hard! Magazines fell to the floor, her face was
momentarily buried in someone's sweater. She pulled away and looked up.

"Oh I'm so sorry." She bent to help him pick up the magazines. "God, I
hope they're not torn." He sounded concerned and angry. . One magazine had
landed at an odd angle, spine up. He started to reach for it. "Wait, let
me.'" Sybil Ann Fan had learned about the value of o0ld magazines. She
picked it up very carefully and all the pages fell into place. 'There you
are, not torn at all and I really am sorry.'” For the next few seconds
nothing was said. Sybil Ann Fan looked, and looked. He was an absolute
seven sector call-out, male version. “It's perfectly all right, no damage
done at all. Don't I know you from somewhere?" No, I don't think so.”

But oh how she wished he did. '"I'm sure I've seen you somewhere. Are you

a member of the Solarians?'" 'No, I'm from Rumford Falls and the only club

I belonpr te if the (BiEsU.SIE, Societys.van sl mamne s -Syhit Ann -Fam, " Sha
felt pretty daring telling him her name but she wanted to keep talking to

him., "Sybil Ann from Rumford Falls, hmm. Have you ever been to a convention
before?'" "No. I'ts very exciting." "You really should have someone to show
you around and introduce you to people." "I do feel a little strange not

knowing anyone and not knowing much about what's going on." Sybil Ann Fan
had been trying to read his name off the button without being too obvious

Q
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about it, but he must have noticed it. '"You don't know who I am do you? I
keep forgetting that there are people who don't know me. I'm Brenford
Douglas TI'orester, president of the M.C.T. istra Club, editor of Cwmdonkin
Cosmic Times, and I've been published professionally." Sybil Ann Fan was
completely astonished., He was not only a Big Name I'an but a PROii!!

"You - you really are all those things? I mean, you've had a story publish-
ed? Really?" 'iIt was nothing much, just 5000 words in Appalling Stories
June 1965 called 'Captain Ballard of the Space Patrol'. Since then I've
been working on a novel, writing my masters thesis on 'Elementary Concepts
of Space Warp Faclors', and keeping up with my fanac." Sybil fnn Fan was
impressed to the point of absolute stupefaction and couldn't think of a
single thing to say. At this critical moment, Elsie turned up. '""Brenford,
how are you? Do you know Sybil inn? She's learning to be a trufan even if
this is her first convention." "Elsie! Good to see you. How are things

in Pre Historic Fandom?- .lirewyon stild designing your Jules Verne Flag?!
"T.ets just not talk about that, ok? I've gotten wori of a party. A pub-
lishers agent I know is here and he tells me Broadsword Books is [alivaliayes El
private parly about 9:00 tonight in Suite 2007. (So that's how parties get
crowded! thought Sybil £inn Fan) "'hy don't you two come?'" Brenford looked
at Sybil Ann Fan. #You will go with me of course." !"I'd like to. It sounds
like fun," The balance of the day was spent wandering about the Hucksters
Room, the hotel, city streets, having luch and each of them paying their

own check, and talking., Brenford did most of the talking and Sybil Ann Fan
was his admiring audience. She was gloating over her good luck. "What's
your room number? I'll call you just before the party.'" Sybil Ann Fan felt
a stab of unease. She couldn't let the other girls near Brenford . Nicosia
had the right idea. She certainly couldn't let Pat Black see him,

""'o, don't call. Ve don't want the hotel to know how meny are in the room,
I'11 just meet you at the party." You're sure you'll be there?'" This

was the first sign of uncertainty that she had seen Brenford show. How
could he possibly think that she wouldn't be! "I'1ll be WIoEhEE | srEeally T AT AL S
Nothing could possibly keep ne away."

Sybil Ann Fan evaded all the girls' cuestions and told no one except Clarissa
where she was going th:t evening. Several of the girls looked annoyed and
Pat Black was almost angry. 'You know you're just going to go sit around

in the 10bby or the Neo-Fans Room. Why don't you admit it3'' Sybil Ann Fan
said nothing. Pat and Martha began discussing a collating party they were
going to, talking loudly enough so that everyone would be sure to hear,
Sybil Ann Fan was slightly worried. She wondered what collating was, it
didn't sound quite nice. Well, she couldn't be spending her time bothering
about Pat and Martha. Clarissa decided that she would try to crash the
party about 11:00., '/sk for Elsie or Brenford, not me.! said Sybil /nn Fan.
"Why?'!"" "Everybody knows them. Nobody knows me.'" ''Oh that's richito N Glc,
Elsie or Brenford it is. See you."

Sybil Ann Fan felt very nervous when she knocked on the door of 2007. The
door was opened a very few inches. "Yes?" 'ZElsie told me to come. I'm
supposed to meet Brenford Douglas Forester here." "Hey Bren, your beautiful
neo girlfriend's here. Come on in little one and let everybody see you."
Sybil /inn Fan felt herself blush., She thought of running back to the
elevator, but the door was open and Brenford had taken her by the hand.
"Don't listen to Fred Would. He's always putting somebody on." There was
general laughter in the immediate vicinity of the door and Sybil Ann Fan

was being introduced to legendary people and someone put a drink in her hand.
It was the greatest evening of her life. Brenford knew everyone and every-
one was nice to her. The party didn't break up until 3:00 and then Brenford
took her to the pancake house for breakfast. He paid both checks, even
though she tried to take hers, he wouldn't let her.



When they came back to the hotel Brenford met some of his friends from
H.CeTe who hustled him away to a 'Filk Sing' (?) "I'll see you at the

frt Room tomorrow Sybil /nn.' he called out. Sybil Ann Fan nodded.

Then she got back to the room she couldn't go to sleep and it wasn't the
hard floor that was the trouble. It was late when she woke up. Clarissa
was asleep on the sofa. "I wonder how she managed that?'' Sybil mused to
herself. She drifted off into a beautiful daydream of putting out a Hugo
winning fanzine as co-editor (editress) with Brenford. Clarissa was shaking
her. ™"lake up., I have to meet J. Francis McManus in the Art Room in an
hour. Do you want to go along?' ' "What? What time is it?" "It's two
o'clock. Do you want to go or not?'" !'Yes, yes. I've got to meet Brenford.
Were you at the party?? "Sure. Where do you think I met J. Francis?"

"I didn't sec you." %I don't think you saw anyone but Brenford. Or maybe

a few of the people he was talking to," !'"Isn't he just great?" ‘'Sure.

No, don't get mad. He really is great so don't let Pat Black see him."
"Don't even talk about it!'" The girls got dressed and went down to the

Art Show Room, Brenford was just inside the door talking to a group of
people. He broke away when he saw her. '/And where have you been? I
thouzht you had gone home to Rumford Falls.' "I've been sleeping."

"I guess you aren't used to staying up day and night yet are you?"

"No, but I'm going to have to learn.'" '‘What would you like to do?"

"I especially want to look at the Jack Goneagain paintings. I want to buy
one.'"" "De  you:have asspecial ome-in m ind?V ~ MNey net really, ~IAd . lowe

to have any of them," "I have a friend who spent all his remaining cash

on a Jack Goneagain painting and he doesn't have any money to get home on.
He'd sell it to you." "He would! How wonderful! How much?" Sybil inn Fgn
rennembered the comic book dealer. "It's a small one. He wants $20.00 for
it. That's bus fare back to North Carolina.’” "I've got thet much and even
a little more. Please find him for me Brenford." ''No problem, he's right
over there.” Sybil Ann TFan quickly bought the Jack Goneagain painting,

It would be hard to say who was happier, Sybil Ann Fan or the young fan who
now had bus fare home, They looked at everything in the art show room and
then Sybil /nn Fan had a sudden thought. "Brenford do you remember where

we met?" '"Sure, in the Huckster Room, How could I forget that?" They

both laughed. "I want to go back there." '"Why?'" "I was trying to buy a
comic for my little brother and the man wanted ' 5.00 for it and I was

afraid to spend that much, Now I've got enough money to buy it.'" 'Ok, let's
go." The comic book changed hands for $3.50 since Brenford knew the dealer.
Brenford advised Sybil /nn Fan to take her painting and the comic book up to
her room. "I'll come up with you." Sybil *nn Fan's heart sank. She had
this awful feeling that Pat Black would be in the room. She could think of
no way to say no., She was very silent as they got off the elevator.

"What's wrong Sybii? You can't be tired. Are you hungry?" "No, Well yes,
a little," "After you drop these things off we'll go over to lialoneys Bar
for a beer and a Pastrami sandwich.'" Sybil Ann Fan wondered who would be

with Brenford in ifaloney's. Would it be Pat Black or would it be her?

Jhen they knocked on the door her worst fears were realized. Pat Black
opened it. 'l‘hy Sybil, who is this?" Sybil Ann Fan introduced them and
wilted inwardly. TFat moved in like a hunting tiger. She and Brenford werec
scon talking away and Sybil /inn Fan sat silent on the scfa. After about
fifteen minutes Brenford looked at his watch and said '"Sybil we have to go.

The [I,C.T. fen are meeting at lMaloney's." "‘here's that?' asked Pat.

"It's a bar across the street." "I think I'll go along with you Brenford.
I'm sure Sybil /‘nn wont mind." Sybil fnn T'an held her breath. "Sorry Pet,
it's our annual con meeting and I can only bring one guest.” Sybil Ann Fan

felt as if she would float off the floor, Pat Black looked viciously at her,
""Oh well, Bob Balbo of the Otterbein Other Worlds Club witl be coming up
soon,' "Bob Balbo. Wasn't he the editor of Comic-Fandom last year?"| 7
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Pat looked startled. "I don't know. Was he?"

"Sure if he's from Chio."

gaualE o

"Yeah, he's the one,"

Sybil Ann Fan was exultant. That was one in the eye for Pat Black.

As they left the room, Brenford said "Well she's obviously a fake fan Sybil,
MO SN AL ATVt

Sybil Ann Fan had never been happier, '"Is that really true about the
meeting at laloney's?'" ''No, not really., I just didn't want her along.
Some of the members will be there though." When they arrived at Maloneys
there was a large group of M.C.T. students sitting around a table. They
were eating, drinking beer, and discussing repro., Sybil Ann Fan listened
intently to all the technical talk., She intended to try to talk Nicosia
into buying a mimeo for the club when they got back home. The treasury
should have at least $40.00 in it by then.
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The costume parade was a surprise to Sybil Ann Fan. Some of the people
didn't seem to be wearing much. "I've always wonted to get in on this

Sybil. T'ould you like to try it next year? I could be Capt. Ballard and

you could be my beautiful alien captive.' Sybil Ann Fan couldn't believe
what she was hearing. VWhy thct meant he wanted her to come to next year's
con and he would surely write to her and maybe she would see him, the
possibilities were endlessly exciting.

"I could make the costumes but you would have to send me some sketches of
what you want them to be like." "Sure. I'll do that when I write to you.
Look there's lr. Spock. I was sure some fan would turn up dressed like him.'"

The girls had to institute a crash schedule to get ready in time for the
banquet, Time was strictly rationed. Eight of them were at the table on
time, tired but very excited. "Uhere's Brenford?" whispered Clarissa.

"ith the H.C.T. fen." Sybil Ann Fan was proud of that new plural word

she had learned last night. "Where's J. Francis lMclanus?'" "With the
members of the S.F.C.A." "ihzt's that?" "Students Publishing and
Cartooning Association."

The food was served and the girls ate all of it. They had paid for it and
they were going to damn well eat it no matter what. The program began.

It was all absolutely fascinating. TFinally the big moment, the awards

were to be given out. The girls applauded each winner. They even applauded
Cosmo Samwitz,

"ind now, a special Fan Achievemsht Award," the master of ceremonies
announced., Lor

"To Brenford Douglas Forester & L o Cing 'every single fanzine published
last year, A total of 11,579 letters."

The applause was deafening. Sybil Ann Fan was so happy and proud she aliiost
cried. Sitting there and clapping until her hands hurt, she thought of

the wonderful year ahead, and suddenly she realized the truth of something
she had heard at the con:
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by -- Jerry Kaufman

This is being put on papér about three weeks before the NyCon, but you who
read it will have passed the convention dbong since. It may seem like hind-
sight, and uneccssary over-analysis of an over-worked situation but it can
apply to next year's world con a8 well, It concerns the Fan Achievement A=
wards.

I recieved a one page one-shot from Bill Mallardi, akking all fans and faneds
to keep fighting! He was not just against the Rame 'Pong?¥; he was against
removing the fanzine Hugo and turning it into a separate award. . Aftsr-fio-~
ting some low blows by Ted White & Company, he said that even though he was
not nominated for the F. A. A., he was still against the whole idea.

I think that Bill is parily right. “  The whole idea of the Hugo is -
that it is given by the fans. If iLne fans wish to giwe the fanzine an award
with tradition and history behind #t, then they give a Hugo.

But the NyCon committee has a pointy too. The work of fans simply is not on
the same level as that of pros. The mixing of the fan =mwards with the pro
awards does not help the status of stf in the eyes of the macrscosm.

Now here's my plan. (No wonder drugs here.) Keep the separation between pro
and fan awards, but make them both Hugo-winning awards. (You might want to
make the fan Hugoes half the size of the pro Hugoes, to symbolize the work
that goes into being a pro.) The pro winners could be released to papers,
publishers, publishers, etc., while the fan winners would be kept in the
LYFEE¥ family. Who cares about fanzines besides fans anyway? The objectives
of Both sides seem to be accomplished by this plan. Anything I miss?

Let's change the subject.
The othep day, at my friendly neighborhood drugstore, I saw a copy of that
notorious rag, 'The Police Gazette¥. The headline read,!Billy Graham says:
Sex and Dope are Ruining Our Colleges!¥

Mr, Graham shows a complete ignorance of the facta.-.Waat has actually happen-
¢d? our Colleges have ruined sex and dope!

Once these were in the hands of a quiet few. They were practiced by secret
little groups which, proud of thrair knowledge, went forward in their ways,

Then someone talked. The college crowd, with same spirit that had thousands
cheering at football games and reading Tolkien was soon smoking and screwing
en masse. Sex and dope went the way of all fads: everything possilile was
tied into them -~ sweatshirts, posters, drinking mugs, records, ads, Tire
magazine articles. Sex and dope, like all fads, were toyed with cheapened,
commercialiged. They will be tossed aside when they have finally lost their
novelty, rhined & empty. Yes, Mr. Grahmm, it is our colleges that have ruz
ined thes¢-oncee=great underground staples -- sex and dope. r)
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the man

running

in Gy

the rain

and g

You

have seen me

running

with the silver sheets of rain
and

the clouds

and

thunder

and

the spectres hal#-mirrored in the wet, lonely streets
and

i cry out

like the light whispers of the silver sheets of rain
and like the sighs of the spent clouds

and

like the booming voice of thunder

and

perhaps

like the silent pleas of the spectres,

moving in the nether world of the glessy streets

and

You ignore us

run away from us
bolt Your doors
lock Your windows
against us

and

we cry for help
we

all of us

are running in the rain

-= James Reuss , :3
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Now, Dig This, Beby. «
Opinion by Hank Luttrell

liost of the time I spent in high school and Junior High
School, I reelly didn't care much for rock and roll,

I thought Elvis Presley and The Beatles of that period
commercial and ewmpty, worthless, and made even more
repugnant to me by the fawning devotion of millions of

screaning teens and sub-teens--including iy sub-teén

sisters. I am presently a devoted fan and follower

of rock music. "I dig rock and roll musice. . ." of Koo
course, /*”//

It occured to me to wonder which had changed: rock music,
or me, Some of both, I had to decide.

In those high school days, I did like folk music--or pseudo-folk, if you
orefer to believe only songs older then a certain specific age "folk"--I
prefer to place the label on any song with a nature, an az<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>