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Rune 35, February, 1974, is the clubzine of the MlnnesoFa 5013303 gi;;;énﬁizﬁée ¥s
Inc. (Minn—stf). Editing, typing, mimeoing, apd collating by Don . Ke; e R
collating help by whoever he can grab., Collating help last issue by

Linda Lounsbury, and dJim Young
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MEETING DATES

] M3 n-étf,meetings: _ - :
giiﬁ?ézs, §2bruary 23, 1974, at 1:00 p.m., at the Hobbitat, 3755 Pillsbury Ave. Sey

inat i : y £ Minn-stf.)

1s. (Nominating meeting for the Board of Directors o )

ggtirdaé, March 9? 1974, at 1:00 p.m., at the apartment ?f Denny Lien, ZQOBtPEPOQE
Ave. S. #1, Mpls. (Nominating meeting for the Bored of Directors.. Last meeting

ualify for voting in the election.) :
%aturdzy, March 23, 1974, at 1:00 p.m., at the home of the home of the Lessingers,

E ; Directorss)
4805 Lyndale Ave. S., Mpls. (Election for the Board (Bored) or :
Satgrdiy, April 6, 1§?4, at 1:00 p.m., at the home of Joan Verba, 5137 Clear Springs
Drive, Minnetonka. (See map.) (Last chance to register in advance for Minicon 8.
April 12-14, Minicon 8, at the Hotel Dyckman, 27 S. 6th St., HplS.
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There are a lot of non-Minnesota fans who are receiving this Rune for the first
time, or who received last Rune for the first time and are also receiving this
jissue. Many of you are there on the mailing list because we want you to come to
Minicon 8. You will receive Rune until Minicon. After Minicon, we will probably
remove most of you who have not come to Minicon, or who have not responded in some
way to let us know that you are still interested in receiving Rune.
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The issue of Insider magazine which was supposed to have hit' the stands around the
20th to 25th of January still has not come out (as of February 8). Nice to know
that prozine also know the meaning of Real Soon Now. KenFletch read the article
before it was sent to the printer and says that it is favorable to fandom and has
lots of good info about Mimn-stf and Minicon. ((2-9-74. It just came out, and it
does MNOT have the article in this issue.))

+
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Editorial Natterings

threesigéfslasflzsiﬁ? a number of interesting things have happened. Rune received
: . at a record?) Mark Hansen got some replies to some of his
train letters to Washington., (In effect, they said, "Of course we won't give you
a group;rate, W@y dop't you do something sensible like chartering a bus instead
of wasting our time with your silly letters.® They were slightly more polite
than that, bu? you get the general idea,) S0y Mark and I got a lot of information
about charterl?g a bus, (It looks a lot better than either of us had expected,
but Greyhopnd 1s trying to get a rate increase because of the skyrocketing cost
of fuel--which they will probably get at least part of, but nobody knows yet how
much the rates will increase. Their representative did tell us that he would be
able to guarantee rates to us before Minicon. Also, by chartering the bus we get
the right to have a bar on board. Unfortunately, we could not get any additional
discount by chariering more than one bus.) Things keep looking better and better
for Minicon, (If quite a few people are interested in staying until Monday because
of no gas on Sunday--and we expect there will be quite a few people who will-=we
will simply keep the party going Sunday night in the con suite. The program items
look very interesting this year. I expect the art show to be the best-one Minicon
has ever had. (Bring money so that the artists don't go away broke.) More and more
interesting fans and pros keep showing interest., Aind remember, all you low number
freaks, there are still a few low numbers available, but you®ll have to hurry.)

Mark Hansen, Kick Tatge; and I went down to Northfield a couple of Tuesday
nights for the Carleton College free movies on SF. The second time we went, Chuck
Holst alco showed up. Both times we spent about an hour to an hour and a half
after the movie talking with a good portion of the local fan club. (The bad portion
didn't shew up.) Participants included Jonathon Adams, Susan Guthmann, David Dyer-
Bennet, Robert Thinges, Nori Ann Odoi, and Julie Campbell. Most (hopefully all) of
them will ©te at Minicon, Semi-participants included Bill Titus (who put on the
movie series. and afterwards led the bunch of us to a locked room, let us in, and
then fled to avoid the resultant fannish insanity) and Susan®s roommate (who was
supposed to be guarding the building and probably thought we were a mighty
suspicious lot. She was right.) A fannish good time was had by all--they even
fed us the second visit (which is a good thing since nobody else in Northfield
would. Trhe idea of a town with two colleges but not a single hamburger stand
croggles the mind.)

M, 3F course got c-ncelled because too few people signed up for it. (All
of the courses offered had much smaller enrollments than had been expected--the
fact that it didn't get above zero for two weeks of the registration period
probably had something to do with that.) I talked to some 7th grade English
classes about SF. (A very bad experience. The natural tondency of 7th graders
to raise hell wes enhanced by the fact that ihe regular teacher was sick that
day. Ever try to talk over a loud roar of high pitched voices while dodging
paper airplanes--while the substitute “eacher chases around little brats who
are too busy throwing shoes at each other to pay attention to what you are trying
to say. Itz a lot different than talking with a class of college students who
are very interested in ST,)

I'm currently checking into the possibility of opening up a bookstore, to
specialize in SF, fantasy, comics, underground comics, a select few fanzines,
and a little SF artwork. If it looks practical, I'11 have it open before Minicon.

And I continue to get frerther and farther behind in my studying. (At least
something is going normally.)

If you get a chance to see Fantastic Planet, you definitely should see it at
least once, It is an animated SF movie which I believe was made in Bastern Europe.
(The projectionist turned off the projector light halfway thru the credits at the
end of the movie, so I don't know for sure where it was made. It was not made in
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English, and the names of all the artists sounded Eastern European.) The plot
was interesting, and the overall quality of the animation was very good. Ifd
say that at least half of the animation was superior to any American animation
I've ever seen, and there were a couple of short pieces that were absolutely
brilliant. (Until I saw this movie, I had always shuddered at the thought ?f
anybody animating Lord of the Rings--just think of hobbits looking like qul
Bear. But I think the people who did this movie could do LotR so that I would
enjoy the movie even more than I enjoyed the novel.) I hope to be able to see
the movie again before it leaves town. :

Mark Hansen recently complained because he doesn’t get any Jjunk mail. No
junk mailer has his address. In desperation, he has to resort to ripping open
any mail that comes to the Hobbitat marked “Occupant” or "Resident." Won't
you please help Mark out. If you have some junk mail you no longer want, give
it to Mark. If you have a crudzine laying around, mail it to Mark. It just isn't
fair that millions of Americans get junk mail practically every day, but Mark
never gets any.

To join Discon II, the 32nd Worldcon, sAug. 29 thru Sept. 2,in Washington,
D.C., write to P.0O. Box 31127, Washington, D.C. 2003%.7 The/first00 people
to register will receive an illustrated progress report size booklet of Roger
Zelazny's poems. (As of Jen, 6, 858 people had registered. You might still
nave a chance of making the first 1000.) Registration is $3.00 non-attendings
$5.00 attending according to Linda Bushyager's Karass or $7.00 attending until
June 1 according to Locus. I can't find a Discon progress report, but I believe
ghat t?e $5.00 figure is correct. (Lune also lists attending registration as

5.00.

The filksong on page 13 of the last Rune was actually written by Blue Petal
(as numerous people notified me after it was too late to do anything about the
mistake). Sorry, Blue. Also, I understand that it is already a popular song
to collate by on the East Coast. :

By far the favorite typo of last issue
was “secretive cliches.” Don't forget to
vote for your favorite typo of this issue.
I find that I actually make fewer typos on
the stuff that compose directly onto stencil;
than with the stuff that I type and proof-
read before I put it on stencil. Strange.

Joyce and Arnie Katz' Fiawol carries
the welcome news that Ken Keller has decided |
to bid Kansas City for the *76 worldcon.
Columbus and New Orleans are also bidding,
but the last I heard Columbus did not have
ad-quate hotel facilities, and I get the
impression that, rather than New Orleans
bidding actively for the worldcon, the
rest of southern fandom seems to 'be trying
to force it onto them. In Kansas City, the
recently remodeled, world-famous convention
hotel, The Muelbach Hotel, has promised to
set aside 700 rooms. And (digging out my
latest copy of Meetings & Conventions, I
see that) there are an additional 1180
rooms in other major hotels within one
block of the Muelbach. Since Minicon is the largest midwest regional before Mid-
westcon, and since there will be at least one busful of Minneapolis fans going to
Discon, it will be interesting to see which of the 3 bidding groups will be
sufficently organized to send a representative or group to Minicon 8.
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A Sort-of Addendum to a Sort-of Secretary's Report _

The following additions should be made to the Secretary's Report published
in Bune 34: ;

List of Minn-stf meetings for the year--add

December 29: Holst & Nichols 633
January 12: Blyly & Young & Fletcher &

Haskell & Ted & Alice A (38)
January 26: The Hobbitat (36)

February 9: Bob Schmelzer
February 23: The Hobbitat
March 9: Dennis Lien

The March 9th meeting, the 26th of the year, will be the last one counted
for purposes of qualification as voting members. Nominations for the Board of
Directors will be open on the meetings of February 23rd and March 9ths the
election will be held at the meeting of March 23rd, at the Lessingers, which
will then be the first meeting counted towards qualification for the following
year.

Rune 34 printed a list of 25 Minn-stf members who had qualified as voting
members by attending seven or more meetings as of December 15, 1973, Three
meetings have been held since then and, as of January 26th, the following names
should be added:

Carol Anndy Bob Schmelzer
Don Blyly . Joan Verba
Ken Fletcher :

Also, as of January 26th, the following people have attended from four to
six meetings during the year and hence need to attend from one to three of the
remaining three to qualify as voting members, if they wish to so do:

Sharon Campeau (6) Greg Lien (6)
Fred Haskell (5) Kirby McCauley (5)
Delores Lennon 4) Annette Odren (6)
Benjy Lessinger ) Chris Sherman (4)

Elizabeth Lessinger(4)

Once again, all of these figures are as of the sign-in sheets circulated
at the .meetings; no additions have been made from memory, gtec.

Dennis Lien
Minn-stf Secretary

e 3k 4ok 3 of 3k ok ok sk sk ok 3 ok ok i st o okl SR 3k ke Kok ok ke ok
Upcoming Event:

SF Play '

Stuart Rosen’s SF play, Jumpday, will be presented March 1-3 and 8-10, with
Friday and Saturday shows at 8 p.m. and Sunday shows at 2 pems The Lowry Hill
Theatre is in the Trinity Community Church; corner of Bryant Ave. S. and Lincoln
(one block north of Franklin), A suggested $1.00 donation may be contributed

at the door.



Page 6
Minn-stf Minutes Have Risen from the Gravel!
Meeting of January 26, 1974, at the Hobbitat
Meeting called to order at 3340 pm.
Chuck Holst announced that elections for the Board of Directors would be held on
March 23rd. Nominations would be open during the meetings of February 23rd and
March Gth. As the Minn-stf constitution requires, the election will also decide

the number of members to make up the Board for 1974-1975:¢ three, five, seven
or nine. The present Board will make no recommendation re number of directors.

Chuck Holst asked for a volunteer to chair
the elections (volunteer to supply own
chair, though the club might spring for
the rental of the whip and pistol loaded
with blanks). Mark Hansen stupidly
opened his mouth and was thus appointed
to volunteer; he indicated that he would
form a committee consisting of himself,
Mark Hanson, Mark Hanselo, Mark Hansenelo,
and any other misspellings of himself
created by the secretary over the past
year. Discussion followed on question of
responsibilities of chairbeing, procedures
for getting ballots to eligible voters,
ete. It was noted that another Rune
would be out before the election. Since : ,
the Board (which is elected) is responsible \,,p’
for appointing the office it was E |
ppointing cers, it was sug
gested that anyone desiring, for whatever
strange reason, to become an officer make
that fact known.

Upcoming meetings and locations were set: February 9 at the home of Bob
Schmelzer (as previously announced); February 23 at the Hobbitats March 9
at Denny Lieénfs; :March 23 at the Lessingers®; April 6 at Joan Verba's.

Don Blyly announced that he was making a Fanac Run to Waseca Office Supply
again on Jan. 29 and those interegted should place orders with him.

Craig Von Grasstek announced that Speery 1is having an office supplies sale and
that he had purchased and donated a ledger to be used as a sign-in book. (It
could also be used as a lampshade, but being rather opaque, it will probably be
of more use as a sign-in bock.)

Caryl Bucklin reminded people tnat eontributions of Minn-stf supplies, books,
etc., were tox-deductable; see her for forms.

Denny Lien made his usual desultory plea that people sign the sign-in sheet.
Almost everybody tried to move that the meeting close, and as a result I can
not identify people moving, seconding, thirding, or fourthing this motion. I

can report that Caryl Bucklin fifthed it and tnat Dick Tatge sixth it.

Meeting ad journed at 4:00 pma

[ Bl
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Letter Column
Harry Warner, 423 Summit Ave., Hagerstown, Maryland 21740

- I'm apprecigtive of the issues of Rune which-have bsgun to arrive again. I've
enjoyed these twob recent issues very much. Since I missed the Torcon and photographs
from that event haven’t been copious in fanzines, the picture pages in the 33rd issue
were of particular interest to me. You people seem to have learned some lessons from
German fans, who normally are the only people who are able to take and reproduce con
photographs as clearly as this, with heads big enough to be seen without energy-con-
suming squints. The photographs also bear out what almost everyone has been saying
about the Torcon: how friendly and enjoyable a con it was. The relaxed poses and
genial expressions here seem to prove that fact.

The Walt Kelly obituary was exactly right. I suppose that this death will
touch off in fandom a great revival of interest in this cartoonist. Fans were
amoung the first people to take him seriously, before he had gained his full
national prominence. Maybe the older fans began later to fear they’d be mistaken
for comic fans if they continued to write and talk about Pogo, because it has been
a dozen years perhaps since the comic strip has figured prominently in fanzines.
Kelly*s genius was probably as great as that of Disney, in'a 1ot of ways.

Chuck Holst's ponderings in this issue about the club's future must have been
echoed by almost every municipal fan club’s president at one time or another. I
hope you people are able to work out the present problems without a feud or great
dwindling of membership. lBefore last issue, the average size of meetings was 22,
with 30 being the largest attendance for the last year.  Since last issue, we have
had two very friendly, interesting meetings with 38 fans at one and 36 at the other.
1 don't think we or you have to worry about a great dwindling of membership;7 1 have
never belonged to a local fan club so I don't have the slightest practical experience
in what might work. But I‘ve always wondered why other clubs don't test the system
that the Los Anggles club maintained so many years: a formal mecting followed
immediately by an informal meetings members could attend either or both as they
wished; and it seemed to work particularly well when the club was meeting in a
cafe, where there was_food and drink to help the sociability during the meeting
after the meeting. /Minn-stf mectings are held at the home of various club members,
with the home-owner providing some refreshments and the attendees bringing some soda,
beer, and munchies. This is a good arrangement for informal meetings with clusters
of people scattered about the house, but most homes are not designed for formal
programming for 30-35 people. Thus, we can sometimes have a slide presentation or
show & short film for those people wha are interested, if the particular house has
a room suitable for that purpose, but a panel discussion or guest speaker is out of
the question. And most Minn-stf members are sufficently socially inclined to prefer
the present informal meetings with little formal programming to the possibility of
moving to a location good for formal programming but deadly to friendly drinking and
talking,/

However, when I think about what has happened at cons, I can‘t help wondering
if ten years from now we won't be looking back on this kind of problem as a quaint
reminder of how different things used to be in fandom. I wouldn't be surprised if
local club meetings in the 1980's begin after work or school late Friday afternoon,
continue through Saturday and Sunday, are officially ended at dawn Monday so people
who must get away can do so, but linger with diminished numbers on hand for another
day or two. It transportation becomes more difficult to accomplish over long dis-
tances, local club meetings may become quite similar to today®s regional cons.

In the 34th issue, the KenFletch illustrations almost made up for the lack of
worldcon pictures. Come to think of it, you might have had trouble_finding a new
worldcon to use for subject matter in time for your sixth annish. [Actually, we
did come up with another worldcon in time for last issue, but we decided to wait
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until this issue to publish a conreport on it. Never underestimate the ability of
crazy Minneapolis fans to find fun cons!/

T hope you can accomplish something with the rent-a-train project. It's con-
ceivable that the Minnesota Science Fiction Society could purchase the Penn Central
Railroad for -approximately the $82 per person rate you were quoted for a group
round trip fare to Washington. But maybe you people feel that this would be too
ostentatious or something. /Actually, we simply aren't interested in becoming quite
that non-profit ;7 I agree with you about the ability of comparatively few letters
to politicians to accomplish things, as long as they are clearly the work of
individuals writing them, not literally copied from some kind of form letter.

One other possibility might be to tackle the matter from
the travel bureau angle. There must be some kind of national
association of travel agencies to which local travel
businesses belong. I would imagine that the
severe cutbacks in airline service would be
making travel agents nervous about how
badly their commissions may be cut in the
future. It's conceivable that travel
business people are already thinking
about an attempt to substitute train
accommodations for the intra-continental
tourist groups which are not going to
find it as easy to arrange for charter
flights. (It must be getting bad,
because I just read about a college
football team that will be forced to
cancel one game on its 1974 schedule
for inability to find guaranteed
transportation from one coast to the
other.) If you could get a travel agency
association to add its clout to yours; it
might help convince people in Washington
about the economic effect on tourist attrac-
tions which could result if fast private car
service were made available on trains to the groups
that may not be able to find jets this coming season.

The minutes are entertaining, and much more coherent then most such documents.
I have this strange delight in learning inside secrets about which hotel is nasty
to fans even when they can®t possibly concern me.

As I should have said at the outset, I'm glad to see you publishing something
again., It did give mg 2 considerable start to find you publishing a fanzine ‘way
up there, though. /I still find that there are many fannish activities that I enjoy
a lot more then typing stencils, so I hope to only publish another issue or two of
Rune after this issue before turning it back to Bev Swansone Of course, when pub-
lishing a fanzine, its always nice to publish a clubzire so that you don't have to
pay for supplies or postage.

sk s 2l e e sk ol sl ok s s ke 8 sk o skl ol ke o sfeok ook sk ofe o sk sl sk koK

* Gerry Wassenaar handed me the following report on Bob Ferris:

Minnstf's alternate universe has, I'm afraid, put in another appearance. A letter
to the editor of Rune showed up in my refrigerator wrapped around a pound of summer
sausage. 1 assume it came to me rather than Don Blyly, the new Rune co-editor,.
because Bob just wasn't sure who was editing Rune these days. There were parts I
couldn®t make out but I have tried to reproduce faithfully as mych as possible.
Dear 1
Chuck Wagon's editorial or statement in' the last issue of Ruined is most
welcome. The trouble with Minnstf is that it just isa't sercon enoughs



Page 9

What has happened to purpose? Where is the meaning? Why aren't we hammering
away at the multimedia project like we should? Why aren't we tripping people
gt Shinder's and saying, "™Hi, I read SF, too. Want to be a fan?"™ What has
happened to Frank Smokeyvision's great idea of Minnstf Conquers the Universe?
« + « o Let’s stop fooling around with those damned fannish fans. If John
Cussed and Mike Apa don't listen to reason, throw them out. If that doesn’t
work, we have toe o o & ought to put stink bombs in their guitars.. 4 . 3eantt
let them push us around. . . snothing like good tow hour business meetings

to separate the wheat from Lher shiafdie v~ s

k3K ok s gk ok ok ool ok sk ok ok oK oK

Mike Glicksohn, 141 High Park Ave., Toronto, Ontario MéP 253, Canada

The latest of your club bulletins arrived complete with Minicon PR #1 and
the mystic rune on the envelope "Address Correction Requested." Herewith my
compliance with that demand. Since I would very _much like to make Minicon, I'd
appreciate your updating your records for me. [Xour change of address is noted.

Rune 33 was greatly enjoyed, mostly for its photos of Torcon 2 and Chuck's
extremely humorous captions. Excellent writing, and damn good photos too. I'm
also glad to hear of yet more attendees who enjoyed the con. Some people didn't,
but they're a very definite minority so far.

Looking forward to meeting more of you in a more relaxed atmosphere some day,
like at Minicon.

Fok 3k ook ok ok Kok o ot ok sk ok sk oK Kok s ook o e ok ok ok ok sk ok ok ok 3 ok o ok st sk 3 sk ak sk sk o sl k ok 3 ARl sk ok 3K ok ok ok o ok ok 3K sk Kok o ok ke sk ok ok sk ok 3K

TANSTAAFL
or
Fandom is Just a God-Damned Way of Life
by Frank Stodolka

Chuck Holst and Don Blyly have opened the issue of Minn-stf growth and meeting
arrangements in previous issues of the Rune. The bad feelings that a few Minn-sStfers
have concerning Minneapa's use of space at our meetings.is only-one symptor of a.
space shortage.caused by growth:'' This respcnsé: to ‘their sincere and well thought-
out analyses of the problem is an effort to put our growth into perspective and
to generate alternatives for solving the shortage problem.

Slowly but surely we have outgrown the apartments and homes of many of our
members. This growth has created a housing problem compounded by twe very unique
aspects of our membership: the diversity of activities we bring to our meetings
and our preference for a homey congenial atmosphere at meetings. Each of these
aspects separately can be considered as natural expressions of our Minn-stfers®
openness to each other and desire to share our fun at meetings. But crammed
into a Minn-stf meeting with games and guitars in a small apartment, diversity
and hominess are about as complimentary as tribbles in a Klingon star ship.

Until Chuck and Don opened this dialogue in Rune, most Minn-stfers responded
to this lack of meeting space by cliquing a bit, stretching out meeting times
and, yes, even grouching., Now we're a sociable lot but we too have our limits.

No matter how much we may want to talk to everybody new at a meeting there's '
always that old somebody special we’re engrossed in--and time passes. Meeting
times have been known to stretch from 1 p.m. Saturday afternoon to late at night.
Some fen have left the Hobbitat Sunday morning.

If we grouch a little because the Minneapa collating took too much space, or
the filk singing drowned out the Risk games, the grouching is softened by all the
good times we've had together. Although our meetings have grown--they‘'ve grown
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slowly. And through the years we've gotten to know each other well enough to
not only handle these personality hassles but also work together on our fanac.

The biggest fan activity in Mimn-stf right now is Minicon and I think this
on-going project of ours can serve as an example of how to handle the housing
problem created by our growth. Like our Minn—stf meetings, Minicons have been
slewly growing with more fen attending each time. Minicons have seldom suffered
from the tight clique stuff we've seen at many other cons--partly because therefs
so much to do at a Minicon. Like our meetings we've been stretching our conven-—
tions out with pre-con and post-con parties. oy g

We have every reason to congratulate’ ourselves on having a very good conven=
tion. Minicon is so successful because, as it has grown, so has our support for
the con committees that have run it through the years. The growth of Minicon has
been paralleled by the growth of a bunch
of fans who have earned this support
through the work that they do on
the con. So, I ask you, if we can
put this kind of effort into a
convention, once or twice a year,
why can't we put it into solv-
ing our meeting space problem?

In the last few months
I have been giving a lot
more thought to the al- ——
ternatives open to us -
for Minn-stf housing. ¢“;2
So far the best type of
structure that would suit
our needs seems to be a duplex, although how the duplex would be owned or financed
is entirely open to discussion. A duplex would allow separating the meeting fac-
ilities from the dwelling of the fen who would live in and provide daily main-
tenance for the structure. This means that meetings could be held there any time
by Minn-stf when we are on a flexible summer schedule or by any of our tfans with
a special interest in gaming, writing, or justing browsing in the Minn-stf library.

Gordy Dickson has suggested that one way to handle the ownership thing is to
incorporate a separate non-profit group' that could purchase the duplex, fix it up,
and live in half of it as “caretakers.™ On the other hand, since Minn-stf itself
is & non-profit group, any group or private individual (proncunced “angel") who
let us have part of a duplex rent-free can take a tremendous tax break. That's
the ‘whole idea behind our non-profit incorporation.

Yet another ownership alternative is to take advantage of our non-profit
status to bid on some of the FHA repossessed structures now available. Just as
a blue-sky estimate, we could probably buy and fix one of these up for $8000--
maybe a third of the market value. Bven if the price varied considerably .from
one structure to another, the savings would be fantastic.

Right now the quickest and least expensive way to solve our housing problem,
no matter who owns the structure, seems to involve fixing up an older duplex.

All the other alternatives that Minn-stf of ficers have examined in the past
involved exhorbitant rents and/or an institutional environment. This is not to
say that there aren't any other organizations left that could provide comfortable
housing. However, serious pursuit of an institutional arrangement require
changing some attitudes about "hominess'. 1s that worth visiting every church,
YMCA, public library, and Elk's lodge in the city?

Whatever direction we take, it is now clear that we need your ideas, your
opinions, and your support now. The space shortage problem is, without a doubt,
the toughest problem we've ever encountered. But I have no doubt that we can
solve it.
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A FIELDY REPORT

on the 1973 Worldcon in Minneapolis
by Dr. Dodd Clegler, Chairman
of the Institute of Trans-
Temporal Fannish Studies.

On schedule, my trans-temporal transporter had deposited me behind a rubber
plant in the lobby of the Hotel Lemmington in Minneapolis, - The date was 30 August
1973, a Thursday. It took me several minutee to disentangle myself from the luggage
of a fan I recognized from our identity tapes as Bob Vardeman --as I had several
questions to akk Bob in regard to the source of the infamous Sandworm puns, I was
quite disappointed upon my recovery tc find that Bob had already checked in and
was shuffling into one of the hotel's 6l elevators to take his luggage to his
rooms I am not as spry as T used to be. I headed for the convention registration
desk on the second floor,

"I'd like the lowest number available," I told the woman at the regestration
desk. I thought I recognized her --but she Seecmed only vaguely familiar, and her

five o'clock shadow seemed disarming to me,

"The lowest one is 2,147, Have you figured out who youlrc going to supoort
for the next worldcon yet2n J '

"No," 1 said as I picked up my finished registration materials. The woman
began to say something when I was swept away, luggage still in hand, by a large
number of veople rushing through the convention arca,

'"Where are you taking me?" I croaked. They didnft answer, but I heard some
of them mumble "Gridban" and "Zagat." Suddenly they stopped, and I found myself
in one of thc main meeting rooms. There were several people up on the platform,
seated in pairs, onposite one another, I quickly leafed through my program book
and found that the current program involved Arthur Leo Zagat, Volsted Gridban,

. Vektis Brack and Vargo Statten. All of them were participating via Ouija boards.

I carefully ncted this down in my little notcbook -=it seemed like a dengerously
crecative item. I'd have to do something cbout it...

I waited until the discussion finished--Zagat claimed that he sericusly
considered everything Statten had done to be utier crap,. but thought Brack could
really write--and then prepared for a debate between Beb Tucker, Gordy Dickson
and Poul Andecrson.

"Grain Belt," werc the only words Dickson said to open the debate, Immed-
iately Tucker began to shake his head. "Beam!'s Choice," said the latter. Then
iAnderson chimed in: "Scotch in defference to Gordy, but Grain Belt tiber alles."
"Beam's," said Tucker. '"Grain Belt," said Dickson, "But Gordy, I thought. sure
you'd want scotch, said inderson., For ninety minutes the debatc continued.
Then a waiter, who had been waiting at the foot of the podium shouted in a
voice all could hear, "Grain Belt it'll bc!" The waiter left the hall, and just
then the convention committec cleared the room. I was unable to find out whether
or not the waiter found the thrce men’later on; the noxt time I comc to this
convention I'11 watch him more carefully.

Despite my nrovision of stamina pills, I found mysclf overcome with hunger.
1'd have to' have that taken carc of next time I woent in for rcjuvenation. I
headed for the hotel!'s coffec shop.,

The restaurant was packed. I sat down at the .counter and discovered that
I was sitting at the left-side of Bob Vardeman. ‘

"Wardeman, old man," I s2id; and as I did so, somcnody on myn left said,
"Yes?" I turnad my head, and therc was Vardeman. Quickly I looked back to my

right, but the seat was empty. Another namcless fan sat down in Lhesgatafhiis
struck me as odd --I would makc a notation of it later. I had hecard the wides-
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prcad rumors, of coursc, thet therc had bocn several Vardebob simulacra at
Noreascon; I had the strangc feeling that I had just stumbled upon one--or ScmMe==
of them. I bogan to chat with Vardeman while waiting for my order to come.
Strange, but he talked mostly about fishing. I couldn't imagine why, and so I
flecided to note it also. Were fish and oceanic currents becoming current fannish
topics of conversation? If so, it might be dangerous trend ®hat would have to

be swerved aside. The hamburger made its way to me after about two hours; the
pickle tasted more like hamburger than the patty. Vardcman got up and lefilt aftecr
seeing it. I was ncvertheless so hungry that I actually atc it all. As I walted
in line by thc cash register I saw Vardeman cnter the rcstaurant once morej; he
must have been overcome by hunger, I surmiscd.

I ran into Vardeman again whilc trying to get through the crowd waiting to
gcet into the coffee shop. '"David," Vardeman said, calling me by my assumed namec,
"ct's go to the Minncapolis in '73 party." It sounded likc a good idea, so 1
followed him. Then I rcalized what he had said.

"Vardecman, old bean, don't you mean the Minnecapolis party--not 'the Minnea-
polis in 73 party2'"

"You have to understand Crazy Minncapolis Fandom. They'1ll be throwing
tinneapolis in !'73 parties for centurics to comc, in or out of linnecapolis. It's
the lMinncapolis metaphysic. You know, tuna arc doing quitc well in the Pacific
this ycare.e.."

We werc swallowed by onc of “thc gigantic clevators and whisked to the 1hth
floor. i giant party was obviously in progrecss. /i hub-bub worthy of the Roman
Senatc was in progrcss, and music of several kinds filtered through the noise of
conversation.

"Excuse me, Vardeman, but--" I turned to speak to him, hut he was gcne.

Then I turncd around, and Bob Vardeman, wcaring a suitcoat--which he had not becn
wearing before--confronted me.

mMyell there you are," I said. "Now tell me, rather thHat the Minnegp olis
'mctaphysic!, don't vou mean the Minnecapolis 'cthic!?!

"No, that's too sercon. It's Crazy Minneapolis Fandom, you know." He
walked off, mymbling about getting a drink. /

I began to suspect that the Zeppelin race, scheduled for the last morning
of the con, was not a hoax. I pulled out my notecbcok, ready to make certain that
my agernts in the future would make the race impmossible, when I hecard the word
nsmooth" bellowed out in such a bizarrc; outrageous manner, thet' I dropped my
book.: That any single voice should havc been able to carry over that noise,
that veritable charivari, was cnough to make anyone drop their notebook. I
looked down at thc floor, but couldn't sce the' thing. Dropping quickly to my
knces, despite advancing stiffness of the joints-~I'4d have to get that taken
care of, next recjuvenation--I began to scarch for the hook. It was nowhere to
be found.

In the sweltering heat of that room, terror began to grip me. What if
someone here should find my book and recalizc that it contained information on
what would be changed--how it would be changed--and by whom it would be manipu-
lated. Why, cven certain Trans--temporal formula: were in that manual! Disaster
had befallen me in the midst of an extremely routine operation.

I pushed my way toward the bar, in hope that somcone had left my book off
there. There was a trememdous throng of young male fans, oggling around the
belly-dancers, and it was 2 tight squecze through that part of the rcom. When
I got to the bar I found Vardeman in charge of »~perations.

"Vardeman," I croaked, '"have you seen my notebook? I just lost it. It's
about this big, black--" I gasped to catch my breath.

"No, nothing's been turned in here. UWhat you nced is a drink. Have some
saki. It'!'s quitc good, get it imported you know. Would you care for some abalone
in swect sauce? I get it imported too.es" I wandered away into the crowd,
drink in hand. I suppose this is what writers refer to as a daze, I thought to
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mysclfs T was almnost totally unable to think- R in G
o S from.y ink; I decided to find out where the

Lis I approached the Spot near where I 1 st the beok, I began to ask members
of the con committec who had cnunciated that horrible yell. "Sh it must've been
Tucker. Tucker always docs thaty=itls his'rcnutation,ubut have i tcld you about
the slan shack I'm going to build with the mohcy we makc on the econ?" T begged
off, and deftly manipulated the fellcow into r
conversation with a few nearby ncofans, 4 7 : =

"Say," I felt a hand grab my elbow and
turn me 'round, It was the slan-shack fel-
low again. I examined the quality of the
celling tiles for a few mimutes then asked,
"Do you know Bob Vardeman?

"Sure, surc, Verdeman's been very help-

hcw much help Bob can be when he nuts his
mind to it. 'hy there's Bob Tagkenl JNSav;
do you know Bob Tucker? Why den't Itintros
duce you?"

The man led me over to Tucker, grab-
bing my clbew all the way, and began to
introduce me. "Say, I don't think T caught
your name, "

"I dida't throw it," T tsld/the slon- /

shack fellow. "I'm David." I extended my
hand to shnke Tucker's, but he lifted a
bottle to his lips, drank for a few minutcs,
then hollered once more, "Smooonooth." .t first the floor shook, then the chan-
deliers rattled. I got to my feet finally, -and as I 'd4id I saw one of the hotel
porters carrying my bosk, I gave a fow CXcuscs,” and ran off after the bell=boy.

I took the 1L-floor escalator to the main lobhy of the hotcl and asked about
the bell-boy whe had been carrying my journal. I 1cft a small gratuity with the
person at the desk and carefully noted the time--11:55 P.li., Central Daylight
Time, 30 August 1973. T felt certain that I could catch some sleep while waiting
for my notchook to arrive; " I walked over to a sofa and sat down, :Bob Vardeman

2s slceping, head in hond, at thc other'cnd of tac couch. So cyen Vardeman must
sleep on ocecassioni I settled down, an? saw Vardeman running off towards thc
elevator. I cculdn't see Vardemon there, thecught I could have sworn that T had
scen him, I guesscd that I needed scme rest, ;

Every half hour I got up and walked to the lobby desk, asking for my notcbook,
it four that morning I ‘felt that 1t was time to quit; the man must have turncd
1t over; to“hls eaptatn, > 1 tioped the young man at the desk so that he would keep
a sharp lcok-out for my notcbook and ho said, "Thanks, mister." Now that phrasc
had been a code word last weck for some of the Institute's cperatives in this
period, T locked him over, but I was cecrtain he wasn't onc of our men, Could
there be some sort of counter cperation going on against us here?

I adjourned to my room, certain I could straighten everything out in a
seconit tour of this convention. The next day, I awoke in time to catch thc nanel
discussion with Bob Tuckcr, Mike lHoorcock, Phil Farmcr and Dick Lupoff on the
futurc of Zeppelins in SFe. I sat through a nancl of former liinneapclis fans--
discrcetly photographing them all--which include-l such s_mi-mythical fans as
Oliver Sanri, Redd Boggs, irt Saha and “Jalt Schwartz. Iy vision, slightly
blurred from loss of sleep, made mc wonder if they werc 2ll there. I could have
sworn that at least three Bob Vardemans stood at the bottom of thc stage just
before the pancl began; it seemed that some of the old-time fans were a bit fuzzy
around the edges. Suddenly I became completely awakc, Tuzzy around the edges, ch?
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iny one who had ecver gone through 2 prcliminery coursc in troans-temporal trans-
mission knew that fuzzy edges indicated a poor ‘transmission. Had some of those
old Minneapolis fans bcen sent from the future? I would have to examine the
photos carefully to be surc. = -

The parties that night were even morc grandiose that the night before. Three
Goolycar blimps had been rented and had beén moored to the hotel during the day.
The blimps had then beecn connected by walkways to the party suites so that there
would be room for all the fans. 'While watching a fish-fry in one of the blimps
I heard that Vardeman planncd to bid for the 1975 worldcon, It was the first I
heard of such a notion. It sounded more than.a bit fishy to mc; but Vardeman
was a fan who could scalc any  hcights. Just then, someone handed me a fin.

mMyhat am I supposed to do with this?" I askcd. ;

"Tt's the entrancc ticket to Vardemen's Secret Stencils of Fandom party
room 1492.5." I nocketed the fin, after carefully wiping it off--it wes a bit
fresh and thus somewhat slimy--and headed for Vardeman's party. _

As I entered the room, I realized that a terrible argument raged therein..
Apparently some Antarctica fans werc chrllenging Vardeman's bid. 'We've never
had a worldcon beforec, we deserve it."

much as I'd like to say vou deserve it," said Vardeman wittily, "you don't,."
The fans applauded and howled with laughter at Vardeman's remark. The Antartica
fans turned red in the facc in unison. Making a mental note of the procecdings,
I decidcd to catch a few of the other nartics. T went to onc party in which the
members of First Fandom werc listening to Mozart; he was spcaking in German,
however, anl my knowledgc of that language wasn't tco good. I left for another
party at which .inn Passcvoy and Juanita Coulson were singing when Bob Vardeman
walked up to me and askid me to vote for his worldcon bid.

"I know you're an important fan, avid," he said. '"Wote for me and I'm surec
we'll Hut on a great werldcon for you."

I loft for another blimp party, but the fumes were so strong there--the
blimp had becn clevateld, you sce--that I was making my way down thce gangway towards
the hotel when I met Vardeman once more. "We!'ll put on a worldcon you won't be-
1ieve." T shook his hand, smiled, and wnlked cn. ;

Then I saw that porter carrying my notcbook. I chased down the hall after
him., He was calling out, "Paging Mr. D. 0ddcleg Lear. Paging..." I nearly
caught up with him when he enterced a party. I struggled to gct through the door,
but my height and unfortunate girth madc it slow going; the bell-boy had passcd
intc the party between the legs of those peorle caught in the door.

T hcaded down to sce the movies. The local club had produced a feature-
length film, directed by Bob Ferris, called Frank Smok. yvision Conquers the
Universe. Lots of plot in the thing, but less action that I cxpected. Some of
the special effects were decent, thoughj; somc of thc scenes in which mole-hills
wore turncd into mountains were very cffcctive.

Saturdey I camc down with a bit of time-sickness. It happens to even the
most expericnced of us. T barely made it down to the voting session for tne
1975 worldcon. :bout 120 people zttended tho sitc sclection meeting, 70 of
whom were Bcb Vardeman. Now I knew that my suspicions werc wcll-founded. . There
werc tens on tens of Vardeman simulacra herc! The .ntarctica bid had sunk, and
the Minneapolis in '73 bid had never ha:il a chancu. They had already had a
worldcon, after all. :

That night thec -costume b~ll was quitc cnjoyablc, though onc dissident from
the SC.. showed up and tried to skewer a hotcl detective with his sword. He got
up on the runway for the masquerade, shouting '"Run varlet! The only good swerds—
man is a crookcd swordsman!' I found thec whole affair distasteful, completely
indicative of what I have endeavored so.lonz and hard to cralicate in fandom,
Friveclousness incarnate!

LA



Sunday, I spent a zood
deal of time in the huck-
ster's arca. Several book-
stores had been moved into
the hotel, down to the waste-
paper baskets, and outside
one of thesc I hecard Varde-
man claiming that he had
discovered ludefisk an was
socn to onen a northern of-
fice. I made a note of the
term "ludefisk" for futurec
reference. Perhaps it was
part of Vardecman's secret
simulacra process. Doubt-
lessly, he would have to be
deprived of his process,
whatever the casc,

T ‘decidedado” teur ;the
art-show that aftcrnoon, I
was quite dmpressed by the heroic sculpturc that had boon displayed in the show:
onc equine fountain caught my fancy., I had never seen a statue of ‘a urinating
horse so artful and creative. I would get = copy of this piecce, I vowed,

In the coffee shop, I heard the rumor that all the Varilemans had. dissappeared;
Quite a few angry mutterinzs were to be heard, damning the man for the riom-stuf-
fing he hal pulled during the site sclection.  Nuch of the fanrishness had temp-
crarily cvaporated from the convention becagse of it,  This presented me with a
scvere dilemma=-for I had to rid the convention of fannishncss, and also rid it
of Vardeman simulacra, If I rcmoved the simulacra, fannishness micht grow to
unrcmovable heights,

as I left the restaurant I saw the bell-boy with my notcbeok,

"Boy, I'm Lear and that's my notcbook,"

"Are ycu lr. D, Oddcleg Lear?!

Yes, yes, that's right." I looked around, anl ammittod to this gross mis-
nronunciation of my recal name becousc nd one was ncaorbr whe could nGssibly ident-
ify mss T grabbed my book and handed the boy a hundred dcllar bill, "Did you
recad through any of it?" : _

"No, I"don't rcad so good., I triel reading sumc of this seience fietion
stuff thcugh. Boy, it was strange. Weird, you know?'"

"Fine son, finc." I ran off. to my room. I checked throush the ook, and
all thc pages were intact. “uickly I uscd thc cclculator imbeiddcd in the b;covcr
of the volume, checking some mental calculations T hed made. To my horror I dis-
covered that if I manipulatcd Vardeman ~ut cof his simulacras, the convention woul:l
become so faanish that all of fandom would become uncontrcllable for ycars to come,
4and if T left it alone, the last days of the con would gradually tccome even more
fannish than any prcvious worldcen. I had onc chance.

Tenight at the banquet, Killgerce Trout woull meke his gucst of honor speech,
Tsaac asimov'would be toastmaster. 'If I could plece an essence-of-fish capsule
in dsimov's food, and add a drop of enger-enhancor in Trout's water, I would be
ablc to dampen the faanishness of this convention.

The hours moved slowly toward the banquct. I wandercd arcund the hotel for
ten minutcs cnce an hour, finding out how the nrinciples in my littlc drama were
doing., isimov was hoasting that he had produccd same qf his greatoest maspcrpleces
of wit for thc occrsion. That bothercd me until I used the snooperscope in my
notebook to rcad the stuff, It was tripe, uttier tripec. Only with a tot-lly
“runkcn audicnea and miraculous delivery could any of-that so-called .isimovian
humor be termedl moderately amusing.
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Trout was nervous, and that was nloying right into my hand, ©, I cadlcd  rogms
sorvice and sent Trout a drink oncc on the half hour. Just beforc the banquet,
I sent Trout a filet of sole dinmer through room scrvice, 2nd made surc that
the bell-boy asked Trout tc pay in advance.

They say the hcll-boy will recover the usc of his jaw.

I settlod down ot my place, drank the winc, broke the bread, and seven
abursces Inter~feltsgquitessatisfied. rI wos surpriscd to find out later that the
banquet hal been catered by the MacDonalds corporation. It wos quite strong winec,
I zucsss

Asimov got up, and I was surpriscd--though T could not hecar what he was s2ying
through the buzzing that secmed to plague the P.... system--to find the fans at my
banquct table hit by some spasmatic attacke. Thon I realized that they were laugh-
ing. Asimev had the delivery, and the wine had the audicnco. I tried to do some
cnleulations in my head--since I di< not dare try to use either my calculator cr
take pen to napkin for fear ~f being obscrved--and I rcalized disaster had set in,
Something unprecedented was about to take wlace, something with extremely faanish
-vertones. . Worst of all, things would only become more faenish if I tried to
change anything. I would havc to lcave thc vicinity scen, and ncver try to manip=-
ulatc the ccnvention, or it would becomc cven mere faanish.

Asimov began to introduce Trout, y

"There are fowe..ond so I said...now I humbly presciitesss™ The fans applauded,
loughed, stood on the tables, and Killgore Trout rosc to the podiume.

miy fellow fans," he said; and then, audibly, distinctly, and wetly, Killgore
' Tront e oy

Without giving any indicaticn
~f what had happened, Trout began
~gnin. "Fellow fans-~" and then
in mid-sentence, he farted cven
louder than he hed before. Titter-
ing began in the back rows, where
smoke clouds hung thickly; quickly
the room filled with laughter. I
found the whole affair disgusting.

..simov stoo:l up to quiet the
audicnce as I ncared the exit. I
turned to hcar what hc said.

The room slowly bccame silent
as Lsimov raiscd his hands. Though
therc was a somewhat queasy lock on
his facc, 4Asimov said, "Please. Let
us cbserve silence for cne of our
most respected-=" and then Isacc
Asimov, loudily, cxuberantly, and
fa~nishly, farted too.

In shcer ‘disgust’ I.left the..
roon.. -The - cinvéntion,. sd-far.as T
cculd do_anything to save: it fram
itsclf, was o ldst cause, "I heard
the peels of leughter, echcing cos-
micclly from that vast banquet hall,
T walked across the lotby to the
registration desk and asked tc check
out. 4 boy was sent up to my room
to got my luggage. When he returned
~with it, I had paid for my room and
was rcady to leave., I tipped the
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b?y to }eave my baggage--only one suitcase, actually--by one potte& palm, and
dialed in my hotebook for the trans-temporal iris to open in the wall. I stopped

the iris though, as I noticed a horde of Vardeman simulacra swarming through
the lobby.

"What are you all doing?™ I asked.

One of them turned to me and said, "We're looking for a site for our
worldcon." As one they all got down on hands and knees and began to examine the
floor. Someone tapped me on the shoulder, I turned, and there was a Vardeman.

“They're actually getting ready for an after-the-banquet skit., I'm Bob
Vardeman,. by the way. Have I met you? Would you like to buy some nice Atlantic

'Whitefish?"

"No thanks,™ I said as I walked away. "By the way,” I added in a tone
heavy with significance, "do you know what’s gone on in there?" I gestured
towards the banquet hall. Vardeman shook his head negatively. "“You better go
in there and find out before you present a skit. There‘s been more than hot air
passed in there."

"You don®t mean--" and Vardeman began to laugh outrageously. He staggered
through the doors of the banquet hall, followed by his troops.

Quietly T opened the trans-temporal field, grabbed my suitcase, and stepped
through into my world, my time. I irised the field closed behind me and breathed
a sigh of relief. This was one operation that could only be termed a “real

stinker."
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Son of Letter Column

Since the earlier letter column was typed, Rune has received letters from
Jackie Franke, Morris Scott Dollens, and Garth Danielson (who actually sent
some money to help us cover postage--a novel idea)s I am going to quote part
of Jackie's letter:

Jackie Franke, Box 51A RR2, Beecher, Ill. 60401

While Bruce Gillespie was here, after our stay in Heyworth, we came up
with the notion of establishing a fan-fund tc send Bob Tucker to the Worldcon
in 1975. I contacted Tucker about BT hola e 4 o= a0 IO cohsideration, he's given
his full approval. Gene Wolfe kicked it = :
off with donations of cash and auctionable
material and en account has been set up at
the American National Bank in So. Chicago
Heights, I11. (60411) in the name of The
Tucker Fund (courtesy of the creative
mind of aforementioned Gene Wolfe).

Bruce will be accepting contributions

at his address (GPO Box 5195A4, Melbourne,
Victoria 3001, Australia) in the same
name.

Because of the current DUFF and
TAFF campaigns, full-scale activity wilil
not begin until June 1st, though we would
like to have it made known that it will
be on, and start soliciting auction
material in early April. A fundzine
TUCKERBAG (pubbed by me *sigh*) will be
sent out June lst with (hopefully) auction
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items and progress notes. Update issues will be released as. needed.

A zine of reprinted material from Tucker®s fannish writings will be made
available in mid-June. Bob Bloch has done the introduction, Dave Locke (AWRY)
is handling the layout & stenciling, and various artists, pro & fan, are being
contacted for illustrations. I expect it to run in the 75¢-$1.00 range, with
about 300-500 copies to be made.

Naturally, contributions, donations of material (to remain in possession
of donor until auction is completed), suggestions, criticisms, comments, in fact
anything but rectangular, ticking objects will be acceptable and welcome by me.

- We'll need at least $1,000,00 by June of 1975 in order to send Bob on what,
I'm sure, will be the trip of his lifetime. Records are being made of all con-
tributions (though not being actively sought until after June 1st, as mentioned)
so in case (Chod forbid) we fail to collect the neccessary amount, refunds will
be made. We are, of course, hoping that such ‘a necessity will not occurs

We all know what Bob has done for fandom--it surely would not exist as it
does if not for him--we hope you'll agree that it's time for £ andom to do some=
thing for Tucker, After his recent eyz problems and his semi-retirement, he
never could afford a trip to Aussiecon on his own. We'd like to make it possible.
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