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No one at the paper could understand why I swore a mighty oath on
reading that the portrait of the Duke of Wellington by Goya had been
found. I didn't try to explain how I published this little mimeo-
graphed amateur magazine, see, and this Irishman writes a little
humourous column for it, pretty funny stuff actuwally, and anyway this
Irishman had used the missing painting as a prop, and I hadn't got it
published promptly as I should have, and now dammit they'd found it.
No, I didn't even try to phrase an explanation for these people I work
with. (Together we put out a sort of big sercon fanzine, printed and
all you know, on a daily schedule, with ad rates and sub rates and
deadlines about which everyone is pretty serious. But there's some
furmy stuff, too. One of our columnists, "Art Buchwald" we call him,
is pretty near good enough to be in fanzines. Say, if you're really
interested, I could lend you some back issues...)

I did try to explain it to Willis, though. But I never quite finished

Ehe letter, and the way he moves around I wasn't sure it would get to
im.

I considered changing the reference to something else famous for being
missing (Heinlein's sense of perspective?) but decided to let it stand
as a reproach to myself for the terrible thing I have done. If I
can't regularize this fanzine, as Richard Bergeron keeps urging me to,
I might be wiser to give it up and restrict my activity to top-secret
eyes-only 1li'l apas. : j

- e e = e - - o e ew - - w - - e - - - - e - - - e e - == em -

One can learn a great deal if one attends the words of well known
scholars in their chosen fields. Thus I paid particular heed to Wal-
ter Breen's words on his own influence on government policy. "After
attacking the Treasury proposal to mint 45,000,000 silver dollars
principally for use in Vegas gambling hells, these attacks coming in
my column in Coin World, I had a wee bit of trepidation lest some of
the Vegas gangsters might be laying for me; I have been, to my knowl-
edge, the bitterest published opponent of that most fuggheaded propos-
al. Now I hear ... that the Treasury has 'reconsidered' and that the
silver dollars will not be minted ... As Treasury officials from the
mint on down or up know me and read my column weekly .., I have no
doubt that my reasoned opposition had something to do with the change
of heart in Washington, no matter how Iittle. ..."

I confess I was a little skeptical of Walter's attitude at first,
since all the published reports I had seen on the decision not to mint
the cartwheels had said it was because coin collectors would likely
take them out of circulation and hoard them. And I felt sympathetic

to this point of view since I regard collecting things like
rare stamps and coins with impatience. Coin collectors collect things
that, if there were more of them, " none of them would want—to

paraphrase a homespun humourist. B

A few pages  further on, though, I discovered that Walter Brmen has
inside information entrusted to few. I was reading his reasoned oppo-
sition to the Sneary Amendment (which would exclude Cult members past
4nd present from FAPA, Seth). Walter listed the names of those af-

-



fected, including such dull deadwood as Terry Carr, Karen Anderson,
Ron Bennett, Jim Caughran, Sylvia Dees, Bill Donaho, Walter Breen,

Ron Ellik, Dick Eney, Pete Graham, Bob Lichtman, P.Howard Lyons, Andy
Main, Bruce Pelz, Boyd Raeburn, Charles Wells, and Ted White. I read
this with a smile, thinking how much sooner I would be in FAPA and how
much fun it would be if the Sneary Amendment forced all those tiresome
people out of it. (Of course a few witty and entertaining members,
like Rich Brown and Norm Metcalf, would have to go, but that's the
breaks. )

Then my own - . name leapt out at me.

Walter lists me among "inactive waiting listers of the Cult who have
had material published in Cultzines."

I do not know how Walter could have learned this. To show you how
confidential this information was, how well kept a secret it had been
—1I myself did not know it until I read Waltexr's Fapazine!

Obviously this man has sources of knowledge unavailable to most of
us. With this in mind, I shall have to re-appraise everything of his
I have ever read.
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Glancing back at that first stencil reminds me that I am not as inno-
cent of Recruiting New People Into Fandom as I would like to seem. For
over a year now I have .. | resisted the impulse to confront the »
librarian of the National Fantasy Fan Federation, who 1lives on the
outskirts of Omaha. (I did go out to her house once, when that end ~f
town was hit by a flood, so I could report to Starspinkle in case the
waters had innundated the NFFF library, but I avoided direct contact.)
However, I have been sorely tempted when fate puts raw material closer
to home (i.e. "work").

I had bought a copy of the NEW, DIGEST-SIZED Analog, mostly as a
curiosity; I told myself I could always have fun counting the exclama-
tion marks in the editorial. Then I went to the office and, without
thinking, put it incautiously on the copy desk while I started correct-
ing transfer proofs.

George Shestak of the dayside editorial staff pointed to it. "Br..
do you read that stuff often?"

t/ell, no, not really, just pick it up now and then.

"giha ' Uk e eor 17 ek ile - 4.t

I said it was sometimes pretty good, and George shyly admitted he
had a collection of Astounding going back to 1938.

Now I was shy. Had he ever seen any of the little mimeographed
amateur magazines which, I had heard, were put out by sciencefiction
fans?

He' AEda' 6, - VI sbreathed assigh af relieT.!” dHer, defts

But since then I have been sorely tempted to take him a copy of
Zenith. Yesterday I picked out a copy of an issue of Zenith with
nothing by me in it and took it to the office. Shestak was just
leaving. I started after him. He stopped to talk to someone. I
walked past him to the water fount ain, got a drink, went back tc mv
desk and hid the fanzine in a bottom drawer.

George is in some ways a rather fannish person. He likes puns and
Jokes. And he i1s the inventor of Shestak Substandard Time, which waxz
celebrated by local columnist Bob McMorris during the annual hubbub
over Daylight Saving Time. = (Iowa has it, while in Nebraska it is il-
legal to use any time but standard time.) George's idea was to turn
the clock BACK an hour during summer months, so that darkness would .



know.it

come earlier and people could get the kids to bed and do some Serious :
“drinking. I think George might enjoy fandom.

Part of my reluctance to nudge him towards it is simply a desire to
keep fandom separate from the rest of my life. But part of it is some-
Thing that would never have occurred to me 10 years ago. George and I
differ on poiitics. He would take this more seriously than I would, I
think. And he couldn't take much part in modern fandom without reali z-
ing our differences. !

It was different 10 years ago. One read fanzines based largely on
the editor's personality and life, like GRUE, without ever knowing how
he felt about Stevenson or Eisenhower. Dean Grennell mentioned the
Hiss-Chambers case once—-But only to mention how weary he got of the
name Hiss over the radio again and again.
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Speaking of politics, Joe Pilati is pretty well fed up with Lyndon
Johnson.

Joe, who is here again this summer to work for the paper, got that
way during his first year at college. He is dissatisfied with President
Johnson's policy in Vietnam, and considers his actions for voting
rights too slow.

Now I have been wishy-washy on Vietnam. One week, in a doctor's of-
fice, I read an article by Senator Church saying we should get out at
once and found myself in complete agreement...and then turned to an
article by an Alsop saying we were winning the fight for freedom and
should stay in there—and found myself in complete agreement.

On voting rights, Joe was arguing the other day that Johnson had
moved too slowly in Selma. "Why, he didn't do anything until human
life had been lost." ‘

Human life? I thought. But human-1life is lost constantly in the
South. When it is not lost through violence—as it frequently is; af-
ter the Mississippi slayings last year, one SNCC worker told me, "Mis-
sissippi is the only place they can look for bodies and find the wrong
ones"—but when it is not lost through violence, it's lost through
starvation and disease, or wasted by lack of education and opportunity.
But people only pay attention when low-melanin people like Mr. Reeb
are killed. In a sense, that's why he went there.

But I didn't say this to Joe Pilati. I didn't think of it until too
late. It's curious that Joe and I understood each other better when we
were corresponding furiously at a distance of 1100 miles. I don't ar-
ticulate my thoughts as well orally, and he is more impatient face to
face than he would be with something written to consider.

So this is, in effect,ra letter to Joe Pilati. If the rest of you
want to comment or disagree, go ahead. But I won't argue with you,
probably, and I probably won't run your letters. This is not KIPPLE,
after all.

—...—..-———-__.-_—_——_-————————---——0'-——

"Perhaps the most necessary- intellectual operation in American life is
some redefinition of the word 'freedom.' I have attended as many. civil-
rights rallies as Goldwater rallies. The dominant word of these two
groups, which loathe each other, is 'freedom.' ... It is gquite possible
that these two groups may kill each other in ¢old blood, both waving
banners bearing the same word."-

- .~ T.H.White, "The Making of the President,

1964," page 332.

y [continued inside bacover]
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CASE REPORT Having your luggage lost by the Greyhound Bus Cc

pany and then stolen by one of its employess is nou
an experience which any right-thinking fan can be expected to re-
gard with equanimity. Furthermore I had ._before me the inspiring
example of Vince Clarke, who took on the whole might of British
Railways over a far less serious matter and with one vitriolic
letter secured not only complete satisfaction and abject apology,
but a refund of his twopence-halfpenny stamp. Great public corpor-
ations, I thought, might well be impervious to the inarticulate
murmurs of the man in the street: but they could .:be vulnerable -
the deadly weapons of the combat-hardened :'fan, trained by years of
feuding.

S0 when I got home in the autumn of 1962 I wrote quite a number of
letters, only to find I was up against a more modern and sophisti-
cated opponent than honest o0ld British Railways. Greyhound had per-
fected the cockroach technique, invented by a famous airline. The
man who exposed it had found a cockroach in his soup and written o
letter of complaint about it. He had a reply about two pages long
signed by the President of the Company, full of profuse and abject
amlogy. A full investigation had been carried out. It was incred-
ible that this unheard-of misfortune had indeed taken place and they
were deeply grateful to him for bringing.it to their attention.
Three employees of the airline had been dismissed and the entire
catering arrangements completely overhauled so that such a dz=adful
thing could not possibly recur. They hoped he would accept tneir
apology and not withhold his patronage in the future. The recipient
of this letter was pleased and flattered, until he noticed that the
envelope also contained his own letter, inadvertently returned. And

that on it someone had scrawled: "Send this drip the cockroach
letter."

Eventually a point of law cropped up, and I sent all the papers to
an American fan with legal connections who volunteered to pursue the
question from that angle. But because of private difficulties of
his own the matter languished for nearly a year. ZLast February I
decided I was damned if I was going to let Greyhound have victory ™
default, and that it was time to seek the aid of the worldwide or-
ganisation of trained correspondence commandoes to which we all be-
long. I hadn't done this before out of a feeling that fandom had



-done enough for me already, and even now the appeal took only the form
of a mimeoed statement of the situation enclosed with Hyphen, which any
reader could pass along to someone who might be interested, or simply
ignore.

But it was enough. I felt like someone tied to a stake in an Indian
encampment hearing the bugles of the United States Cavalry. Tom Perry
had written to the Interstate Commerce Commission and the Chamber of
Commerce: Dave Kyle had written to Joe Hensley and the law firm: of
Metford and Hensley had written to Greyhound's General Baggage Agent:
Joy Sanderson had written to her Senator, the Attorney General, and to
Tthe Cleveland Better Business Bureau. And this was only what I knew
about in the first few days. I was awed anew at the energy and ingen-
ity . of fans:i

lhy hadn't I done that before, I thought, reading Tom Perry's letter to
the Interstate Commerce Commission and their interim reply. .Why, even
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the paragraph dealing with the purely legal question of their powers
opened up a whole new vista of possibilities. Tor all its dry legal
style it was haunting, evocative, full of sense of wonder....

Insofar as the merits of claims for loss or
damage to property are concerned, you are ad-
vised as a matter of information that this Com-
mission is without jurisdiction. When a ".carrier
denies its 1liability in whole or in part, the
shipper's remedy is by a suit in a court of com-
petent jurisdiction. The Commission has ex-
pressed this lack of authority on various oc-
casions; for example, as to claims for loss or
damage to property, see Blume & Co. v. Wells,
Haxeo. . & 0o, 15 ICC 53, 5000k sand; .JumBo’. PLazas
Inc. v. General Expressways, Inec., 314 ICC 467,468,
It follows that a complaint to This agency would
not toll the operation of any statute of limitations.

I was not alone, I realised, neither in space noxr time. I had by my
side not only fannish friends, but such ghostly allies as gallant old
V.Blume, a refugee from persecution in mid-nineteenth century Europe,
whose tailoring equipment along with all his other few pitiful belong-
ings had been lost off a stagecoach somewhere West of the Pecos., In my
mind I saluted the grave of this 0ld comrade in arms, where he lay for-
gotten by the side of some new freeway, and swore that we who survived
would carry on his struggle. On the way back from the past, momentar
disoriented, I somehow found myself in another probability world....

Tom Perry's letter had come in the morning post, and by 11 am I had con-
ceived the Great Plan. Calculating the time on-the West Coast to be

3 am, I picked up the telephone and asked for a Los Angeles number. It
was only a matter of a few months to the Pacificon and there was no
time to lose. This was a time for 'swift positive action, a time to
call on the aid of a master in another field of fan communication.
After a brief delay while the operator broke into a local call I was
commeeted . “MHEr¥an - I satd. . ..

In Washington Square, Ted White, moving quietly among the checker boards,
approached the seventeenth name on his list of internationally recog-
nised pizza connoisseurs. It was Homespun Hank Hogcaller, folksinger.
"Jumbo?" mused Hank, lighting his corncob pipe with the automatic corr
cob pipe lighter on the' dashboard of his custom-built Ferrari,

"haven't tasted one in years. Remember I had one lunch, but the egg-
plant...Yup, that's right, eggplant. It was a Greek made them. Guy
named Lephantiasis. Eggplant Lephantiasis, they called him. Never

cared for the - eggplant movement myself,..,"

But Ted was already on his way to the nearest drugstore. Minor disag-
reements forgotten, he called Sam Moskowitz. From the records of Sam's
frozen foods company it took only a few minutes to turn up the partier

lars of former client E. Lephantiasis, creator of Jumbo Pizzas. Start-
ing in a modest diner on Sixth Avenue he had risen in the pizza world
like a meteor. The crash had come when he tried to open a pizza fac-
tory on the Vest Coast. A suitcase containing his secret pizza for-



- mulae had been lost in transit: an inexperienced factory supervisor had
improvised to meet an urgent order: a terrible mistake had been made.
Unable to -meet the damages awarded to the widows, Lephantiasis had fled
the country and was now living in retirement in Ensenada, Mexico.
Picking up the Company phone, Moscowitz dialed a Berkeley number.

At an emergency meeting of the Pacificon Committee the following even-
ing, minor outstanding business was adjourned indefinitely, including
some proposal about banning a fan from the convention. Bill Donaho re-
ported that special emissary Bjo Trimble was expected to telephone any
moment, and a supply of ditto masters was available for briefing fandom.
Dead on time, Bjo called.

The Committee did its work well, and by the end of the Convention

Phase 1 was complete. GCharmed by Bjo, Mr. Lephantiasis had parted with
the keys of his enormous disused pizza factory in Fresno and his secret
recipes. Under Bjo's sapervision, a working party from Los Angeles had
put the factory back in working order, machinery overhaul being looked
after by Elmer Perdue and a team from Burbee's machine shop. 1Inside
the factory was stacked ready a vast supply of foodstuffs brought by
Convention members from all over the United States, stored neatly under
the supervision of Wrai Ballard. The ovens, serviced by Dean Grennell,
stood ready.

On the Tuesday after Labour Day the entire convention adjourned to Fres-
no and worked for 24 hours. When they were finished they had raised to

the sky a delectable mountain. Carefully stacked by Terry Carr and Ron

kllik, there rose towards the stars a veritable leaning tower of pizza.

Phase 2 was finished.

Phase 3 had originated in the devious mind of Bob Shaw, from a memory of
hls own experiences when he left Cansda for Ireland in 1958. They were
going to the South Gate convention en route and Bob had bought Greyhound
tickets to Los Angeles and checked the family'!'s luggage on ahead. But
at the last moment they decided to fly instead. Bob collected a Tzl
refund on his tickets from Greyhound, but retained his baggage checks
and used them to collect his baggage in Los Angeles, brought there by
Greyhound for nothing. :

It was this chink in the defences of Greyhound's unwieldy organisation
that we relied upon to bring about its downfall. Once we saw that Grey-
hound could be made to carry baggage for nothing, we realised they were
defenceless against our diabolical scheme.

Pive hundred fans had brought o0ld suitcases full of foodstuffs to Fres-
10. A blitz on West Coast junk shops and family closets produced 1500
more. Into each suitcase went one Jumbo pizza. The remaining thousand
nere made into parcels, padded by crudzines into various shapes. Through-
out the rest of the week there fanned out across the country a horde of
ruthless and determined warriors, armed with their deadly pizzas.

The procedure was simplicity itself. At random points fans would break
their journey at a Greyhound depot and buy a ticket to a random destin-
ation. They would check in a concealed pizza, apply for a refund on
their ticket, and go on their way chuckling evilly. By the middle of
next week they had all arrived home and mailed their baggage checks to



fan headquarters in Chicago. A code message appeared in all fangines:
Phase 3 was complete. All fandom waited expectantly.

It was only a few days before Greyhound headquarters in Chicago began
to realise that something had hit them: subtly at first but unmistakab-
1y, the entire Greyhound organisation was being pervaded by the smell
of decaying cheese. By the end of the second week the situation was be-
coming catastrophic. From coast to coast Greyhound posthouses were de-
serted: even the staff were eating out. Passengers were el Wsing wo
wait for buses inside the depots, and drivers were losing more in
parking tickets than they were collecting in fares. Booking clerks in
57 depots had gone on strike and hundreds of others were reporting sick.
It was rumored that Trailways were taking them on. '

In the Greyhound presidential suite the emergency conference of senior
executives dragged into its tenth hour. Haggard face stared hopelessly
into haggard face. Police guarded the windows to prevent more of the
suicides that had been disrupting traffic on Dearborn. It the wretched
silence the phone rang startlingly. The President picked it up list-
lessly. "Good evening," said the pleasant voice of Earl Kemp. "This is
the Cheese Odour Eradication Company, Inc. I understand you have a
little problem over at Greyhound?"

Soothing the pitiful appeals of the Greyhound President, Kemp suavely
explained. His company had wide experience of this sort of problem,
with a staff of skilled operators throughout the world. For a fee of a
mere 50,000 they could guarantee a virtually complete solution to the
immediate crisis, but to prevent its recurrence the entire Greyhound
System would have to be kept under expert surveillance indefinitely, at
an annual retaining fee of ten thousand dollars. He would supply - a
list of operators to be provided with free passes. They would include
technical consultants from Burope, whose names he would supply from time
to time, and whose fares across the Atlantic would of course be paid by
Greyhound. No, of course his company's methods were a trade secret,
but they would take effect within four days.

This was all the time it took for Kemp and his committee to send the
baggage checks to fans in the towns of the destinations shrtwn on them
and for the deadly pizzas to be withdrawn inconspicuously from the hun-
dreds of baggage offices. At the erd of that time Greyhound was able to
breathe again—literally——and fandiom entered on a new era.

There was, however, one further strange development that came as a sur-
Jrise to Greyhound, to the fans, and to the whole world. Seventeen
fans reported that the baggage they had tried to claim was missing. And,
1lmost simultaneously, public health inspectors broke into a mysterious
varehouse in Hoboken. Later, some mathematicians at Harvard advanced
the theory that tkh~ infinite convolution of worldwide transportation
systems had set up a sort -~ '-=Alacing? whil tipoel,l a’ soxt’ of Sargasso
Sea of' lost property. Among the Strange 1tems found in that Hoboken
warehouse, in addition to seventeen enormous decaying pizzas, were a
portrait of the Duke of Wellington by Goya, the skeleton of Ambrose
Bierce,two arms from the statue of a nude female, a battered chalice,

a portable tailor's shop, and a blue suitcase and a brown duffel bag
celonging to an unknown couple from Ireland.



SHAM SHAMROCK Joy Sanderson said she wrote to Robert Kennedy on St.
Patrick's Day, and wondered if that would help. I
don't know...St. Patrick's Day isn't what it was. This year, accord-
ing to the local press, the shamrock crop failed and supplies had to
be imported. From behind the iron curtain. From Czechoslovakia. I,
must say there is something about the thought of Irishmen wearing
Czechoslovakian shamrocks that disturbs me: Oh well, I suppose it's
still a sort of shamrock. There's no point worrying over trefoils.

STOP PRESS STCP PRESS STOP PRESS STOP PRESS STOP PRESS

(copy)

Fastern Greyhound Lines
1400 West Third Street
Cleveland, Ohio 44113

March 26, 1965
File No.

J 6722
ATR MATL

Mr. Walter Willis
170 Upper Newtownards Road
Belfast 4, North Ireland

Dear Mr. Willis:

I have just had the opportunity to read our file
on the unfortunate loss of your baggage.

I am sincerely sorry that you had this bad ex-

perience with our service and have enclosed our
draft number E67528 in the amount of $225.00 in
settlement. This represents the maximum liabil-

ity on any single piece of baggage transported
by the company.

Please accept our sincere apologies for this un-
fortunate circumstance.

Very truly yours,
Be =2 tatiONE olarone
Vice President-Marketing

Thanks, friends. Lay tlet pizza down.
—Walt Willis.

PSS SIS 888888 88888888888 88¢85
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Riechard Berger on, 33%3 East 69th St., New York 21, New Yorke.

In my jaded condition the true test of a fanzine is if after I finish reading it, I
feel like sitting down end working on an issue of my owne It's hard to get that
kind of fanzine anymore, but Quark passes the test with flying colors—after I fin-
ish this letter I intend to do some more work on the half-finished Wrhn #22.

I take it you don't care if your fanzine is scribbled on with ballpoint ink--on
the front page I've written "Feb.13,65" and if you'll tell me what issue this is
I'll add the number somewhe re there also. I hope you didn't omit this information
Jjust to spite Sneary wh o asked you to put it in. It's really a great annoyance for
people like me who go to some lengths to find the particular passage in which a fan
hung himself with his own statement end then have to spend another half-hour hunting
for the Quark commented on in the letter column in order to be able to cite the
source aceurately, And the amoyance becomss directed at Quark (and perhaps in the
form of minus points in fan polls or hugo ballots) when we realize that its editar
could have saved us all this trouble with just a few quick taps .on his typewriter.
Oh well, it's your Hugo, I suppose, or could have been.

In spite of the obvious drawbacks listed in the above paragraph, I still hope Q
gets its Hugo. I know it would be unbeatable if it had a regular schedule - in its

present state it has half a cdhance but fans have a tendency to think that they'll
never see another issue of an irregular fanzine. This is no help in getting letters
of comment or votes.

Ellison is an avalanche of interlineations. :: "I don't know how he knew I would
be asleep at that hour." Great,

Charles Wells puzzles me with: "Donaho's Apologia has r educed the matter to an
ordinary disagreemsnt , whereas before we were faced with attempted character assass-
ination." If by "attempted cta racter assassiration" Wells means the things Doneho
said about Breen then he should recall that Donaho said in the apologia that "The
BOONIOGGIE was essentially true of course."™ Of course.

On Donaeho's letter: . If publishing "Postmortem" was a "political error" because
of "flogging-dead~horses” and "newcomer-trying-to-make-a-splash", then I prefer to

leave politics to the politicianse. I didn'tthink of it as a political move - it
seemed -highly valuable to m as summation and fa its comments from ths paremts in-
volved. And he's welcome to his evaluation of Wrhn "as good political rhetoric as
GAR" - he seems to see his role in this as sort of a political analyst. This is all
B bit tiresoms to those of us who didn 't see his "crusade" as political gamesmansk_,
but it may serve as an explanation for that baffling Apeloglse :: I'm not surprised
that Pohl called Wrhn 21 “sheer garbage" because I have letters from him sajing as



unflattering things as that in a year when Wrhn won the Hugo. I am surprised that he
"sent his copy back with instructions not to send him any more™ because I didn't get
his copy back and haven't received any sort of message from him since November 1962,
is for being "in for a few surprises in regard to the way fans look at"™ me: Bill may
be right, but thus far most of the surprises have been pleasamt ; many people who
hadn't been heard from on the Donaho mess wrote amd in so doing often confirmed my
high gpinion of them -- especially Bob Lowndes. I received very few letters

attacking thn\( made up fa it in Fapa, but that I expected) and I have enough
lettérs denounémg ythe Pacificon committee and Donaho to fill a large fanzine (but
who needs it!). - That should hardly surpri se anyone -- least of all Donaho. Fans are
still writing in asking to have their nemes put on that list I made and that IS a sur-
prise. 1I'll continue it if Donaho wants me to. But there's one more surprise comirg,
Bills Watch for it in Wrhn 22.

As I see it, the point of this blackball of the Fapa waiting list is an answer to
the incurable optimists in Fapa who are convinced that the attempted purging of Breen
is no indication that the blackball cen ever be irresponsibly used. The small mtter
(this is what the optimists seem to think it is) of a special rule or som highhanded
trickery on the part of the Secretary Treasurer will have the waiting list reinstated
before you can say, "The constitution does not requre that a menber have any sort of
reason for objecting to tle admission of a potential menber, let alone a good reason"
as Gregg Calkins might . I agree tlere is "one bright side": "presumably this secord
abuse of the blackball provision in one year will cause sensible Faps to eliminate"
it, but there 's no chence that your other bright prospect--the elimination of members
who camnot use the blackball responsibly--will heppen. At least not wh ile Fapa pre-
fers to have its blackballs cast anoynymously. It desn't seem right that ten mem-
bers, acting in secrecy, can dispose of anyome, or everyore, for little, or better,
no reason and it takes: 33 members acting publicly to revoke this decision. But that's
Fape 's oncept of fairness. I think Fapa sold its soul on the day it bought the
notion that no more than 10 members had its best interests sufficiently at heart to
save it from threats like Wetzel. Where power is entrusted it can obviouslyb be
abused and fans are no more then human. The "convenience" of the waiting listers is
not at issue or, indeed, even at jeopardy here for - rt obviously Fapa's waiting list
is of more value to it then "a few chuckles fa the blackballers". The waitinglist
will be reinstated, either le gally through a special rule or illeg'ally, through tke
Secretary Treasurer. The effect of this latest blackball will be to dramatlze the
darger Pty gt o)k lettlng 10 fans screen the memb ershipe ™ . T i

By thre Way, if you quote eny of this in Quark (any of tre stuff on the blackball
‘or Donsho) please quote the entire paragrephs, ie, #s5, 6, end 7. If ~ you don't use
any of it, please let me know, but I, hope you do publish those 3 paragraphse

((Done' See Ted Pauls, it's not so hard. :: I agree with you about the black-

ball provision itselfbut I think its dangers could have been better dramatized

than by using it on everyone...for instance, by blackballing one popular Wler
and then éirculating a petition to reinstate him AND repeal Section 9.2. Using it
on everyone on the WL as of November raises the threat that a special rule could

‘not reinstate the WL for one or more quarters, and that som persons who applied

after November (and thus were not blackballed with the rest) would enter Fapa be -

fore those-who had been patient ly wait ing for several years. The uncertainty as
to the state of tke WL apparently caused 16 Wlers to fail to remew their subs to
the Fantasy Amateur, going by the February FA, and they could have been dropped
from their places in the WL, causing them, I wounld say, some inconvenience. Bob

Pavlat's ingenious action has forestalled both these threats. Rich Brown, who

started all this, apparently is not content with having "drametized" the dangers

of the blackball but wants also to inflict them: I urderstand he is appealing

Pavlat's actions in an attempt to undo them. He says he wants to reinstate the



waitinglist "legally" as soon as he can get it blackballed; I don't kmow Rich but

in judging his sincerity from afar in this matter one might note that his roommate
end co-editor, Mike McInerney, was one of tle six persons who applied to the Fapa W
after the November mailing. Keep that in mind these next few months. :: As to

Rich Brown's argument tkat Pavlat acted "illegally," a view you apparently share: as

1 see it, Pavlat's action was quite legal. It operated through a loophole in the
Fapa constitution, but the 1loophole is there: in fact it might be well to bear in
mind tkat loopholes were originally designed for defense. :: When I first learmned of
this Big Blackball I assumed it was a bad joke by the same people who had blackballed
Breen because I heard of it from one of them. I've since learned of course that it
was intended to serve a good cause —the elimination of the blackball provision. But I
still dislike the way it's being done. Rich Brown says in "Dear Fellow-Fapan" (as
quoted by Bruce Pelz) that he intends to blackball the WL year after year until he
gets his way about Section 9.2. This means he ard his fellow bla ckballers are a
minority trying to push around a majority of Fapa; they are saying in effect, "We will
not allow you to maintain a stable WL until you accede to our demands." I find this
quite as reprehensible as the evil they are supposedly trying to abolish. = :: It
might also be noted, as to "legality," that Brown and his friends had to lie to blarl-
ball the waiting list, since the form clearly says "I object to the following waiting-
listers" (at least in the 196l egoboo ballot), while the published statement s of
Brown indicate he doesn't actually object to the members of the WL and signed a
statement that he did purely for political purposes. I wonder if Pavlat wouldn't be
Justified in nullifying the Big Blackball on tlat ground alone if his original re-
instatement is disallowed by the Vice-President .))

R ..' FR e o O Weis s Eighth Street, Bayonne, New Jersey, 07002.

It's probably more than a littl late but I'm LoCing on your Election-Day ish. The
review (Demolition ?) of Freehold I thought looked good but I'll have to wait until
I've read it befa e I make a final judgment though no one I've heard has had even
half a good word for it, Willis needs no commemt except maybe we're lucky Goldwater
as not ele cted buy maybe the instability shown by his nomination did the damgge “~1+
mex mentioned it might .

One advantage to reading the ish late was the Boardman article. He ought to get a
job as a prophet—Brezhnev, Churchill, the Republican party and Peron's rebuff may be
the end of him. Come to think of it maybe Boardman should get a p= practicle job,
like doing the Nielsen ratings for T.V. Seeing accurate listings: might chenge the
present opinion of the average viewer.

((This is Rick's letter in its entirety. Since I've had quite a few "locs" of

this sort, largely from new fans, I think it might help to point out to. people who

don't understand what's involved in putting out a fanzine that—while most faneds
are willing to give their fmz eway for comments on it—a letter that is barely

more than en acknowledgment is inadequate incentive for faned and contributor. A

real letter of comment partakes of some of the thoughtfulness that went into tte

contributions which inspired it. For those who cannot participate far one reason
or another, there is always the cash sub. '

In other words, Rick, I enjoyed your comments but would like to see more before
giving my fanzine away. I'm sure you wouldn't consider paying 25¢ each for copies
of a one-page fanzine.

This message applies more broadly to the comments on the Harp. Soms of the
best letter writers cop out when it comes to Willis and while it may be flattering
to read that "Willis is so good I just can't commsnt ," he can't find it very in-
spiring. If he's all that good you ought to be able to f ind something to say ahr~+
his stuff (and remember tlmt praise is most delicious when it's specific).

I'm going into this here because locs seem to have become the currency of fan-
dom. I hope it may help the general situation.))



Ivor Latto, 16 Merryton Avenue, Glasgow W5, Scotland.

I can't really believe that any fan doesn't know who Walt Willis is, if only in or-
der to represent him as the key figure of ths ancien regime, Who Must Go! A delicate
position to be in, I suppose. To follow up one of his points in the Harp: no de-
pressed race, Negro, Irish or Eskimo, could be as sensitive to the nuances of words
and situations as the neofan, baffled by esoteric allusions, browbeaten by Big Name-
dropping, always suspicious of condescension or exclusion....a perpetually defensive
New Wave. It IS very irritating to be subject to this as-I-said-to-Jules-Verne stuff,
or to suspect that one is being patronised or quietly laughed at. The only way out
would seem to be if he said nothing at all, thereby givi ng no possible offence to
enyone. Which hardly seems a price warth paying just to keep the neo happye. Who
wents happy neos? Or unhappy neos for that matter? Harry Warner docesn't, that's who.

I liked Norm Clarke's thing very much.

Two things I didn't like, the residue of the Breen affair, and all the chat about
Heinlein. Can't fandom stop talking about his books? Doesn't anyone else publish
Jjuicy illiberal sf? But if he must be disaissed, can't we do it without the excruci-
ating unravelling of "symbols"? Alright, he puts symbols and allusions ard private
jokes into his books, but for heaven's sake Dr. Jaffney, let's keep their deciphering
to this side of comedy. I've never read anythirg quite so farcical since Cyril Korn-
bluth's views on 198l ("Room 101, the tortu e room in the Ministry of Love...is Or-
well's unconscious symbol of the uterus....the three numerals 101 displayed on e
pege constitute a naive sketch of the female genitalia seen from below"). It's lile
trying to read the future from the steaming entrails of a sacrificial chicken.

(((But any day I expect a Campbell editorial advocating just that method, with

three italicized sentences aml seven exclamation marks. Or have I missed it? ::

Re thke neofan, if his lot is that bad, thimgs have changed a lot since I entered.

That could be, of course, and I'm not close to the British situation, but my im-

pression generally is if one is willing to teke the sam attitude in emt ering fan-

dom as wken entering a new sociasl group, a new office or school say—a combination
of selfrespe ct ard respect for the group—one will be accepted and even welcomede.

But why should anyone be allowed to charge in and demend that Willis Must Go and

not be laughed at? :: Re Kornbluth, he cites an experiment to bolster his case:

"Smith is hypnotized end told he is undergoing a complicated and fantastic experi-

ence. He is then told to dream abtout the experience and to describe the dream.

Jones is then hypnotized and is told to dream the dream described by Smith, which

had no apparent similarity to the suggested 'experience.' Jones is then told to in-

terpret the dream, and he dces this by describing the 'experience' suggested to

Smith. The only communication of the 'experience' from Smith to Jones is via the

dream, which sugz gests that Smith ard Jones, at least, share a set of unconscious

symbols." (The Science Fiction Novel, Advermt, . 43%.50). I thought Kornbluth 's

eanalysis of Orwell and the otle rs very plausible, in context. Since he said

"my intention is to stimulate discussion, not terminate it," perhaps we could

please his ghost in Quark. Ivor?)))

GRS Benf ord, Seahorse Inn, Apt.l)_pl, 526 Grand. Avenwe , Del Mar, Calif.

I agree with Tucker about the nam . It gives one the vague feelirg thet it's a word
thet denotes cddity with slight traces of individualism. I suppose you've heard this
befare, but just in case: "quarks" are the hypothesized particles that meke up all
matter (maybe)s They're the idea of Murray Gell-Mann (Caltech), and appropriate com-
binations of them give the multitude of particles we observe in the real warld.

As the top number on the Fapa waiting list, I suppose I have as good reason as any
to be disgruntled by the blacklist. But the affair has been put back in order, am
the point made, with out any trouble to the waitlisters; I'd call it even on both



sidee. The object of the matter--get rid of tte blackball--isn't one I agree with
(Fepa IS a private club), but I don't think one can carp at the method of publicitw
used. Vho got hurt? ((No one—yet. Thanks only to Bob Pavlat.)) :

Willis very interesting. I feel these relaxed colurms Walt has been doing are
somewhat easier to deal with than the usually intricately structured piece of the.
past. 4nd, of course, being flawed in minor ways; they seem more human. Particular-
ly Walt eppears more predictable (end shall we say "easier to rationalize away"?)
when he follows the lines so clearly laid dowm by the Labor Party in international
affairs. I'm far from being a Goldwater supporter, but after reading the Guardian
end the Times (the English ones) I cean see the remarkably different pictures one can
get of Americen politics through the eyes of foreign correspondents. I think it's
interesting that the policy everyone associated with Goldwater (extending the Viet
Nem war) is being carried out by 196l's white knight, one L.Johnson.

Norm Clarke excellent. I almost f'ell out of my chairwhen I reached the last line
of WHY IS ANN DRAYN? ! &

It took me about three minutes to figuwe out why Norm Clarke thinks Farnham's
Freehold is an enti-Negro novel. I suppose if one reads it straight, it is. 1 be-
lieved it was pro-anarchist, not too far from "Coventry." I think Heinlein is much
more enarchist than conservative (right-wing) and several of his books (including
Freehold, Starship Troopers, and Stranger) have been object lessons in alternatives.
I can be carried along and made to believe in the protagonist's appraoch ... and then
think back on it later, and realize hov much more was buried or quickly passed over
-- this makes me think Heinlein is much subtler ard more effective than most critics
believe. Can you think of any stf auth o who has caused more honest thought about
the role of the individual and society in recent years?

((I did know about the "quark" theory, but lost track of the reference source I

meant to quote as a filler. Thanks for mentioning it. Does anyone know if the

derivation is the same, i.e. from "question mark"?)

Steve Stiles, 207 West 80th Street, New York, N.,Y, 10024

My apologies for the crude scribbles in Quark #?._ They were, as you say, partly my
fault, and I don't even have a good excuse like having a baby (which probably isn't
my fault). Let me clue you in, though, that I haven 't withdrawn my offer to serd
you soms art because you think Ayn Rand believes in industrial exploitation. The
lack of a contribtution from these quarters is simply because I forgot all about my
promise. Haowever, if work permits, I'll set about rectifying the situsation for your
next issue .

Norm Clarke's "Why Is Ann Drayn?" is on a lower level than his usual wonderfully
-uany output, This is not because he's stepped on a Sacred Cow, no--I'm trying to
be terribly objective. And as you may recall I did a similar satire, "This Is John
Goldfarb", in Sam #11. It's just that I've always held that it's a basic principle
in satire for a satire to have some relationship to the subject matter on which it
attempts to build a foundation.

((We got your pictures here ‘at Quark. You are a GxExNxIxUxS! How coms & genius

like you likes Ayn Rand? Are you meybe smarter than I am?))

Hua-r r y. W ir"n evir, Li23 Summit Avenue, Hagerstown, Maryland, 21740.

Don't get the idea I'm trying to defend censar shipe. But I - can't understand the
criticism of censors Joe Pilati reads into the Neill quote, "Bé’ing shocked implies
having an obscene interest in what shocks you." I believe that would be the only ex-
cuse for militant censorship: one's self-knowledge of what certain things do to one's
instincts and desires, followed by a genuine effort to keep the temptation away from
‘others whdé may react the same. I don't believe the Legion of Decency has any partic-
ular interest in what patronage its condemmed movie s get from non-Catholics; it's
concerned in kasping Catholics from accidentally putting themselves into a situatior
in which they might Bel ieve them selves to be sinning.



You've handicapped my loc by so much letter column comment s on Heinlein not suscep-
tible to participation by one who hasn't read ° much of the fiction. However, I fourd
Drv Jaffney's letter impressive even if it's hard to believe any author would get a
story finished if he cnsciously put into it all the symbols extracted in such critic=-
isme Ibsen used to marvel late in life at the things he hadn't known he was doing.
I'm reading a book on "The Marriage of Figaro" that finds material for a paragraph of
footnote far one instrument in one bar of an aria.

It will be interesting to see if the Breen-Donaho thing dee s subside now that the
principals are no longer shootinge. The WSFS litigation and feuding stopped suddenly,
completely, and apparent ly left no permanent scars. But the exclusion act of the
first Nycon still has its effects a quarter centwry later, such as the gensral dis-
trust of New York as a worldcon site and the embittered outlook on fandom of & number
of the principalss And Degler is cast up by fans not born when he flourishede I sus-
pect Breen will continue to be a symbol for decades--a differemt kind from Degler, I
hasten to add, lest I start anotler turmoil.

Seth Johnson should have guaranteed immortality as a fan, no matter what happens to
the NFFF. "Rank and vile fans" is even more insp ired thean the best Sneary typose.

F.M. Bushb Wi 2852 Fourteenth West, Se'attle, Washington, 98119.

It may be the Harlen Ellison issue of Quark, but Saint Walter gets off the best line
in the zine-—where he puts down "those who meke unprovoked attacks on individuals
whose activities have not earlier been que stioned"™. I'm sure those sentiments will be
cheered loudly by Billie Sol Estes, Bobby Baker and meny others. DOWN with people who
insist on twr ning over flat.rocks! Avaunt thee, Sherleck Holmes, thou Nosy-Poke! How
dare you go around messing with people whose activities-have not earlier been ques-
tioned! You must be some kind of a nut, because Walter Himself implies that if a
fella has been gettlng away w1th it,. it is most unfair not to allow him to continue

to get away with it. g

Nonethe less and howsomever be 11: Walter Himself No Less was last month observed
by the senses of sight and hearing (at least) to pick up the phone, dial the Hated
Fuzz, and upon the evidence of a neighibar that "a man had been around looking suspic-
ious" and with some vague description by said neighbor, accuse: (to the Heted Fuzz,
remember) a Hugo-contending science-fiction authar of the ft and/or trespass and/or
pilfering (our Hostile Telepath in Berkeley was taken with a fit of sneezing at this
point end. some -of the action lost a little bit in the translation). To be specific,
Walter on the phone to the PxOxIxIxC*E accused said author of having spirited away
from the Breen front porch one each packet of used didies intended for the diaper
service pickup. Out of his fuzzy face he said this, before eye (and ear) witnesses.
(At least.) '

I'd sure like to see Bob Newhart turned loose with that conversation! As the police
sergeant, of course. It might go somethirg like thisse.

"Hello? Yeh, this is the fuzz. No, police, deammit; let's have a little respect
here, even if it IS Berkeley. What's your complaint?

"Robbery, huh? What'd he look like? Oh, you didn't see him? Well, who il_é see
him? ...Nobody, huh? So who did he rob? '

"The house, huh? I see. Well, fella, ttat is not robbery. That is burglary.
Maybe breaking aml ertering?

"He didn't come IN the house... I-see... Well, tlat isn't burglary, either. ...the
front porch, huh? I see. What color is the bicycle?

"Not his—yours! Oh, you don't have a bicycle? It wasn't a bicycle he stole? I'm
mostly in charge of stolen bikes, y'know. Especially in your part of tovn. So okay,
how much was the relief check he got away with?

"You're not on relief? Well, fella, you better take care of that right away. What
are you—a nonconfamist or something? Oh, you ARE? ool s€O.



'Look, fella, what 1s it that you're missing? eeel don't CARE about your love
life; I just want to know what 's missing off your front parchli

"Besides the railing! I mean, what did you call up here for?

"A package of — of diapers? Well, yeh, that could be serious. You want me to
send the emergency car out with a few to tide you over ? Boy I know how that can be
"when you run all out of clean ones; I have 6 kids myself.

".eo they — weren't clean ones? ... I see. They were dirty ones...

"No, I'm not laughing. Really I'm not. No, this isn't the stupidest complaint
I've had all weeke You should of been here last Tuesday...

"Oh, you know who did it? I thought you didn 't see him. ...the neighbor lady saw
hime I see. <..right in the act, huh? NO? Oh, she saw a man who looked suspiciouse
.+«How did he look suspicious? ... he just did; I see. Did she give a description? -
ecs y6h ... yeh ... uh~huh ... I see. 7 i

"That's fine; already I can scratch Primo Carnera and Shirley Temple off the list
of suspectse. «+e0h, you just want to give me the guy's name and I should arrest
"im? Okay, I'll write it down, the captain needs a good laugh after last Tuesdaye.
««edm I gonna arrest him? Well, not just yet, fella; not just yet.

"Same to you, fellal"

We'll call it "The Great Diaper Snatch" and I get half the film right s, remmber,
Betty Xujawa, 2819 Caroline Street, South Berd 1}, Indiana.

I've not read Farnham's Freehold and I must say the letters don't make me WANT to
very much. Or rather I don't want to pay for thke hard-cover version. 1I'll wait fa
the paperback, and send the difference in money to Selma, Alabama, * or some such.
I got to ask though about your opinion that Heinlein wrote it "as Goldwater
. rcpagenda . appearing at an appropriate time for maximum effect"....awww, come now!
Propaganda for whom? Us? The teen-age readers of his children's books? The
General Public? I honestly can't see Heinleéin thining THIS would reach and influ-
* ence that general public out there. Not unless some Bircher-type organization bought
zillions of copies and mailed 'em out free to everybody everywhe re...and even THEN
I wonder how many would open the book and read it? Naaah, Tom. If you don't agree,
té1ll me just who this was aimd at? 4nd how many of same do you think would buy, and
read, and heed? :
((I think it was aimed at SF fans. I don't expect that Heinlein thought tle votes
of fans and readers of SF mags would swing the election. But then the doorbell
ringer who propagandizes his neighborcz for either party doesn't expect their votes
to decide the issue, either. We influence whom we cano))

SRertHhSE TR oR SN = Sefo =nt, 339 Stiles Street, Vaux Hall, New Jersey, 07088.

May I suggest an index in back pages spelling out the names of those people whose
quotes you keep initialing one senteace tucked betwecn the paraegrephs here and there.
Like could CIA mean Communist International of America? ((Heavens no. Central In-
telligence Agency.)) And is "Jackie" named Kennedy or Robinson? ((Kennedy.))

How about restricting the Hugo to living autha s? After all wrkat good's egoboo
after a guy's dead and knows noth ing about it ? Save egoboo for the 1living.

Perhaps the rest of your readers, like I, would like to know wotinell your talking
-bout wken you mention blackballing the Fapa waiting list.

((Good point...sorry. Section 9.2 of the Fapa constitution provides for blackballi-

ing waitinglisters by ten or more members, acting in secrecy. Last spring this

was used on Walter Breen but more tlan L0 of the members overruled this as irre-

sponsible by a special petition. Last fall (tke date of the annual blackballing
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