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W nlcht Or day. Or maybe not.
e
e Mostly becausa T don't racall

just when I first seriously thought about
attending Aussiecon. I know it must have
been before August 9, 1975, because on
that day I was already on a plane headed
out over the Pacific, and I suppose it
must have been after the lLabor Day weekend of 1973, because previous to that
time the Aussiecon was onlg gleam in the collective eye of various fans. But
that still leaves a couple of years to narrow down, and T can't quite do it.
Somewhere in that period I slipped from thinking about Aussiecon as a nice
daydream to an outside possibility to a half-hearted plan worth the investment
of a refundable deposit. Somewhere around spring of '75 T began to realize I
might actually make the trip instead of simply being The First Fan on My Block
to trv to impress the others by talking about it. In early summer the Second
Fan on My Block, Don Bailey, decided Australia seemed somewhat more interesting
than his prev1ous1y—selected vacation spot of Nebraska, and I suddenly had a
traveling companion and a roommate and a commitment to throw the Minneapolis in
'73 party.

Which explains what I was doing on August 9 on a plane headed out over the
Pacific. (At least everyone assured me it was the Pacific; all oceans look
alike to mae.)

I knew it was going to bé a strange trip when I showed up at the Air New
Zealand ticket line in ILos Angeles International Airpert and was assured by tour
co-leader Don Lundry that I couldn't be Denny ILien because I was supposed to be
fat and bearded. (I'd been working on the former for some years, but the results

didn't seem to impress him.) He argued a good case; good enough so I began to
wonder if T were an imposter and thus didn't complain when the airline seated me
in the "Smoking" section instead of the "Non-Smoker" I'd wanted. After all, how
did I know which the real me would have preferred?

Don Bailey showed up shortly thereafter. He too was neither fat nor bearded,
=2
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which didn't surprise me since he hadn't been a few days before when I left
Minneapolis. I did catch Don Lundry shaking his head at this new betrayal of
the Minneapolis Image, and Bailey also found himself declared an honorary smoker
for the duration. A pattern seemed to be emerging.

Bailey and I were seen off by my wife, Doris Hess, with whom I'd been
staying for the previous few days. (Having run out of worlds for a professicnal
actress to conquer in Minneapolis, she'd moved to Hollywood with plans to become
the Toast of Tinsel-Town. Competition is fierce, but she's already become the
English Muffin and is understudying as the Zwieback. California readers of RUNE
who happen to be producers please note.) T got last-minute instructions -- buy
some more film, send postcards, don't migrate -- and then found myself walking
toward the big Air New Zealand jet.

As we approached, I ksgan to panic: did I really want to fly halfway
around the world in.an airplane named after a country whose national emblem
was a flightless bird?

ﬂl,&f f one could ignore the cigarette smoke, which I could with some
@Gl |l ifficulty, and concentrate on the inexpensive lLéopard Lager served by
7|l the stewardii, which I could with no difficulty, the trip was basically
enjoyable, I spent it reading Donald Horne's THE LUCKY COUNTRY :
AUSTRALIA TODAY, drinking said Lager. eating the huge meals that the line seemed
to serve every hour or so (sincc we ware losing time as we flew west, we may have
ate all of them at the same time, explaining the general air of surfeit), and
occasionally talking to the fans near me -- Don Bailey, Jack Chalker, and Roger
and Patricia Sims. My immediate seatmats was a middle-aged British lady who was
flying to New Zealand to visit her sons; we exchanged some smalltalk and I was
gratified when the revelation of my trip's purpose didn't inspire from her any
comments about That Crazy Buck Rogers Stuff. (Or even, considering her
nationality, That Crazy Volsted Gridhan Stuff.)

First stopover was Honolulu. I 2dded another state to the mental list of
those I'd set foot in and after setting the other foot in front of that one
found myself walking around the airport with Don B. It was midnight or so and

-3-



we only had L5 minutes on the ground, but even allowing for that Hawaii seemed 2
bit of a disappointment: no Polynesian women throwing flowers around our necks.
We discussed this lack with fellow fans and decided to take turns making it up.

Attempts to get Bruce Pelz to volunteer as an honorary Polynesian woman came to

nothing, however.

Next paranoid topic of conversation was the possibility that this was all a
hoax. The airport was mostly concrete and as we recalled Hawall was supposed to
be mostly coral. Perhaps Hawaii didn't exist and we'd really been flown to a
mock-up in, say, Idaho? In which case, Melbourne would turn out to really be
Philadelphia and so on. Shuddering at this eldritch intimation of things Fan Was
Not Meant to Know, we returned to the terminal -~ passing Bob Tucker complaining
that "I didn't get my lei" -- and took turns making the metal detectors beep
(Trufen have a steely glance and a lot of brass). Shortly thereafter we were
back in the air, as, fortunately, was .our airplane,.

it some point that endless evening we crossed the Equator and had great
lfun watching all of the right-handed people on the plane become
!left—handed, 3ll the "innie" belly-buttons turn to "outies," and so.on.
At some other point we crossed the International Date Line and found
ourselves two days ahead and thus much more sleepy. Don Bailey remained awake
long enough to work out the possibilities: if we're ever going to get the
Minneapolis in 1973 bid off the ground, we'll have to make use of the dateline
to get back to 1971 and stuff the ballot box. A mere 1500 flights apiece east
over the dateline per voter should ensure this as long as no voter has to lose
his/her day back again in between flights (we m2y appoint a committee to look
into ways to handle that). At roughly $500 one way Sydney to Minneapolis, the
forty or so hardcore Minn-STF members should be able to pull this off for a mere

thirty million dollars in air fares. Contributions to ‘the war chest are now
being accepted. R o

At sometime later in that endless evening we landed in Auckland and once
again spent a2 hour walking around a terminal (except for those who were sharp
enough to spend the hour sitting around the terminal's bar instead). Aside from
a couple of trips to Canada and a few to Mexican border towns, this was the first
time T'd ever been in a3 F303R¥*Ex#Is3N courtry and I felt rather like a world
traveller so I killed most of the hour asking myself for my autograph.

Back to the plane to discover my new seatmate was a globe-irotting
hospital equipment manufacturer from New Zealand currently going to
the Phillipines to attend a convention of same. I felt properly .
humbled and tore up my autograph. '

catch up with us and it was still morning of what felt

like Sunday August 10 but was really Monday August 11 ’;59/
when the crew packed one more lunch into us and

then pointed out that that funny-looking - /4¢;;?if
non-water-like stuff down below us was =
called "land." This called up racial
memories in most of us and we were

rather glad that our plane had been
lucky enough to find some:ef it to

land us oniafter all those miles
of the other substance.

The stop in Auckland had been enough to let daylight;/7;?/
7

I

B : _/_‘}“__._, & i
s ,j@;gﬂ%ﬂﬂ“\f\; ol
SN i e

BT e Y

The land was named "Sydney."
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O\l he customs forms we'd been given required us to declare any number of
~3l strange items, including used bicycles or tricycles., Not having any, I
. il got through customs easily and found myself part of a small group being
=== 4 mobbed by Shayne McCormick and other Sydney fans. I unleashed my
Instamatic and took a couple of shots of the group standing around with their
luggage surrounding them (pulled the bags into a circle as protection against
marauding herds of kangaroos, you know) and looking a bit like the wretched
refuse of your average teeming shore except, of course, for speaking the local
language. Secrt of.

A few of our number got kidnapped by local fen and taken off by car while
the rest of us found ourselves in what was called a private motor coach but
looked just like a bus. The Sydney Airport was quite a distance from downtown
so we had a long and pleasant ride taken up with challenging each other to say
something amusing with the assumption that any such quip would wind up in at
least thirty trip reports, and in counting the number of houses in the suburbs
which seemed to be roughly all of them.

Suddenly the coach made a couple of turns (always frightening when riding
on what your instincts assure you is the wrong side of the road in the first
place) and pulled up at the Hyatt Regency Hotel in King's Cross, which was to be
our home for the next two days. This was fine with me and my spirits weren't
dampened even when we all discovered that due to some engineering problem there
was no hot water in the hotel at the moment. UMy body wasn't dampened either.

Don Bailey and I found ourselves in rcom 1721 in the lower of the hotel's
two towers, closer to the desk, the bar, and most of the other fans, but further
from the room of con chairperson Robin Johnson, who'd come to Sydney to welcome
us or possibly size us up, and who was throwing the evening's party. At the
moment, sleep and a shower (cold, even) seemed more interesting than a party,
which gives you some idea of how being tired can affect your value system. We
paged through the tourist brochures supplited with our room, made tentative plans
of what sights we would try to sightsee the next day, and looked bemusedly at the
number of ads for opals, souvenir koala bear dolls, and escort services ("Hello!
We are Dreamdate's Girls. Please call and enjoy a fun evening. We love male
company, cdancing, romantic little restaurants and prefer good wines. Phone
between 5 p.m. and 9 p.m. . . . American Express Cards accepted."). Don planned

3127:::;;é&h“ to take a nap and I sneered at him for lack of stamina but decided
}ﬁﬁf Sy “*qu to lie on my bed and read for a few minutes before going out
A e . 2and exploring the bright lights of King's Cross.

L INE N

N o h
EU QEW" e Four hours later I woke up. I consoled myself

<‘¢f‘  f*\‘with the thought that at least since it was now
fog N\, evening the bright lights would stand out better.

- Sydney is supposedly the most
IL N, "Americanized" city in Australia
“ylvand Kdngls: Cross suppesedidly ifs
! %._ most Americanized sector.
3 Fighting off a strong
i\, sensation of deja vu, I
F wandered past adult
movies, strip shows,
1 ' .. Sex shops,
ti?*§ék§ﬁk : , ‘ _ : ‘% 2\__sandwich shops,,
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then did a double *zke and went back to the sandwich shop.

The Australian sandwich shop looms large in my eating habits for the
duration so a2 word is probably in order. This is not your American-style
McDonald's (which zapparently exist but which I didn't see -- or look for) but a
generally small place with little or no seating which makes sandwiches to order
and charges per irngrz2dlent, lNost of the ingredients seemed straightforward
enough but some were o Little strange 2nd I'vae always regreted I never got' around
to ordering a spazhetti, baksd bean, pineanple and beet sandwich. Hamburgers
when orcdered gencrally coms with California rabbit food all over them; I was
thankful that mr fe days in Tos Angeles had so sccustomed me to this that T
actually ate the lettucz instead of picking it off piece by piece as I was used
to doing. Only one dsy in Sydney and I was already becoming Americanized....

After a lit*le searchiog I discovered two late-night secondhand book stores
and proceded to rsid thcm of British paperbacks. The clerk at one of them
suggested that I wlgiut stop back and trade them back in when I'd finished reading
them and T cxplained vy for several reasons this would be a bit difficult.

After further exzploring I returned to the hotel, ran into Don, and headed
with him to the psrty in Robin Johnson's room, Much of the thundering herd had
already comz znd gone und tlha beer stocks were small so I sipped on wine and
had s graod timz swopp mg liecs and cccasional truths with Al Fitzpatrick and
other local fars whoue nzrec have receded in the general connish aftermath. I
remember best the talk of th2 more vital questions of the day such as the system
of basr distributior in Australia and the old Goon Show. My own pride in having
sixty or so shows of *the latter on tape was trumped by someone whose brother had
all but half a dnzen., After I stopped drooling I ‘began to casually enquire about.
local penalties for such peccadillos as burglary and homicide.

The nap didn’t prove to have been quite long enough and around midnight we
211 began turning ivin punokins and sought our beds which, fortunately, we found
L) | @00 SIS - :

t some wnriczzind hour ¢f Tnesday August 12 we awoke, finally got our hot
showers, and dacided Lo try the hotel coffee shop for breakfast. This
pLkod expenszive bui oth2iwise fairly good if one could ignore the grilled
i tomzto which *tuornsd out *“o 2utomatically a2ppear on most Australian
breakfast trays:2s a2 -yauter of course.

Returning o tnu loily prsparatory to

settipgiouty T foand mysdll lsoking won-busy
for a2 mome nu'/ﬁ"” Cu s r sl Casatll SEievaleEs
I should have known betts:) acd Robin Johrson
collared me and copointed ms trall boss in

charge of seeirg that everyone flying to
Melbourre the nexst cay knew whoi the coach to
the zirport would bag ls=ving. Sinca at the
moment n2ither Rehin w2 I &id, this presented
a possiblel problews Tive Tdwms el dtd find out
and was given a -isuv ci p20pls ans oom
numbars which tenled *o iatecn to some extent.

Don Bailey =0od I caught = bus for the
harbor and discovered thzt on Austrzalizn buses
you pay a conductor rather than the driver --
this allows the driver to concentrate better
znd supplies somcone to guard his/her back

Ll
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At the harbor, we managed to locate both a
bathroom and a store which sold sunglasses, but
discovered that only the former was within our
price range. TWe shortly embarked on '"Captain
Cook's Coffee Tour," a motor launch tour of
harbor sights, and I joined the happy crowds
(including several fans) shooting pictures of
the Sydney Opera House from every possible
angle asxcept underneath and of every other
sight that moved or looked as though it could
be trusted not to. It was all great fun up
until the point when it started raining after
which it became good fun, but not great fun,
and we didn't much mind when we were returned
to the quay.

I did, however, mind a bit when Don
pointed “out that I'd had the lens cap on my
camera ever since we'd left Los Angeles.

I took it off and since it had by now stopped raining we threw caution to
the seagulls and. caught another launch across the water to the Taronga Zoo which
advertised 5000 birds, mammals, fish and reptiles; three hours later we decided
that we'd seen L9999 of them and were not about.to go back to check which one we'd
overlooked. Highlights were the native animals (especially those in the
Nocturnal House such as my first live Tasmanian devils), and most -especially
their platypus -- even though it turned out to be a rather incompetent platypus
when it came to finding the worms dropped into its cage/aquarium -- it did
manage to find several large stones but no worms which says something to me about
the evolutionary odds on.monotremes, or maybe on worms, Or, possibly, stones.
The platy was cute anyway.

We caught the last ferry back to the quay, ate at a nearby cafe, and
returned to the hotel where I did a few trail boss things like find out when the
bus would be (11:30 a.m.) and who, if anyone, already knew about it. The task
was not 31mp11f1ed by discrepanciés in the list of fans I had nor by the fact
that T knew less than half of them. After leaving a few notes and the like I
decided that was enough serious constructive activity for one night and it was
time for the big questions like is there a party tonight and if not who else
wants to go barhopping? The big answers turned out to be no, and Don Bailey and
Genie DiModica, respectively.

Genie left to eat and didn't return which, with 10 p.m. closing time
creeping up, left it to Minneapolis: fandom to set a good example (in fairness,
it should be noted that Tucker and various other reliables had already left on
the night train for Melbourne). We did our best but it was not one of the great
barhops: our first (the Outback Bar) had "authentic" decor and only two other
people in the place (which may have been part of the authenticity -- not many
folks in the outback, you know); the second was called the Dirty Half Mile
possibly refering to the bar which was about the only furniture in the place,
and by the third we'd decided the best thing to do while sipping was to decide
whether or not our room number (1721) was prime by taking turns eliminating
possible factors -- this also served as a sobriety test which we both started
flunking by .10 p.m., anyway, around "107°?",

And. so to bed.
T


took.it

| nd so up, ard so to breakfast. (Wednesday, August 13.)

A 1 continued to contact people, involving at one point a trip to a
=== cheaper hotel Lo which Mike Glicksohn had transfered ("Lien Travels
Halfway Around Globc to Knock Up Glicksohn in Cheap Hotel"), Finally I decided
everyonc had heard excz2pt for Richard Brandshaft who the remaining people
seemad to think had caken the night train. Since neither I nor the remaining

people ccemed quitc sure who he was, the opinion had to be discounted a bit (but
turned out to be correct).

The sight of thirtr or so fans camping in a corner of the lobby of the
city's swankest hotel with duffel bags piled.around and milk and crackers being
passed about and Fannish Things Beirg Said made me Suddenly Realize I was at
(or sbout to be at) a 0N,

(Previously I had thought I was at a ftuna fish cannery in Tacoma, wondering
why everybody had funny accents and drove on the wrong side of the road. '
Obviously T hadn't been paying atténtion.)

Tvo bus trips, one plane ride, three hours and seven scrawled-on
postcards later w: were at the Sothern Cross Hotel in Melbourne,

After dropping our bzgs in room 630 (not prime), we went up to the 15th
floor to register. I hzd the nasty shock of realizing my trip package had not
sutomatically converted riy supporting membership to attending and so fed a few
mers dollars into the cenis coffers. Don discovered the Star Trek computer games
in the room adjacent to the registration area and saved the galaxy from the
{lingon invaders. (This wss not as easy as it sounds -- Ken Konkol, following .
him on the same machine, destroyed the Enterprise in one move by running it into
= stsr; later another playor managed to destroy not only the Federation but,
%1% 15 more importsnt, the computer program.) Bruce Gillespie spied my name
"2 5nd the body attachad and told me that the special Tucker issue of SF
COMMENTARY (in which I nrd m bibliography) hadn't made it out in time for
Aussiecon. I in turn €pisd a body, did a double-take, and declared it to belong
to American fan Don Fitch, who had not come out with the tour and had in fact
been in the countyy for soic Lime aiready. Aside from problems of having a
third '"Don" to distinguish zmeng in mv report, T was delighted to see him both

ac a Gond Fan and a notorious Minneapolis in:‘?B Sympathizer.

After the usual quantity of fannish chatter
and Klingon bashing it became later than it had
been earlier (even though we were after all
in the southern hemisphere) and thus, it
being Wednesday, time for the local fans,
temporarily doubled or so in number, to
adjourn to DeGraves for food and
e related items. We followed our
= native guide down an endless number
4 of strange streets at the end of
which we put on _our silver shoes
and stepped through the looking
glass and there it was, right
between Gavagan's and the
White Hart.

DeGraves turned out to

be a largs semi-subterranean
place which was a little
slow on food orders but




fast enough on wine and beer so I didn't much care. Don, who is not much of a
beer fancier, discovered that he actually liked a local brew appropriately named
"Courage;" I met David Grigg, with whom I had once shared an apa (actually we
both shared it with about LO other people); and topics at our end of the table
(occupied by Connie Mellott, Evelyn Clough, Genie, Don B. and myself) centered on
such serconnish topics zs Pittsburgh and fake book jackets (1001 THINGS TC MAKE
WITH HUMAN SKIN) and the foghorn-like qualities of the cook's voice as she called
out orders. I kept watching for Ieigh Edmonds and Valma Brown to come in and
after finally spying them across the floor crept up behind arriving as Valma was
explaining to her tablemates why nametags were an absolute necessity at a
convention. I dropped in some comment about agreeing because after all she
hadn't recognized me yet and had the satisfaction of seeing her do a full-body
doubletake ending with her shrieking and hugging my head (which happened to be
closest to her) and bending my glasses out of shape while Leigh sat there
chuckling evilly and everybody else at the table looked bemused. It was great

to see them and talk to them for the first time in a year (telephone not
counting). e happily blabbered about mutual friends and Minneapa and the
Minneapolis in '73 ad for the program book and lLeigh's DUFF report until my
goulash and their whatever started to get cold so we postponed further for later
and shortly thereafter I caught another native guide back to the hotel.

By then it was 8:30 and half an hour later.a con-pro-publisher party on the
15th floor opened to the proles, this event being signalled by the reputed free
bar turning into a cash one. The publishers looked excessively mundane even for
mundanes; all wore suit and tie (well, not the same suit and tie, it just looked
that way) and most seemed by general consensus to have called the escort
services for their escortees. (The people supplying the computer games had
themselves hired three professional escorts to advertise them, decked out as
"Barbarella Girls'" -- one of the less-inspired innevations. Don B., feeling the
missionary urge, attempted to convert one to science fiction -- a task
complicated by the fact that not only did she never read s.f., she never read
ggything.) The best response to the menace of creeping mundania was by common
consent that of Neil Rest, who for the occasion wore his "Eat The Rich" t-shirt.

I bought Tucker his ceremonial drink and eventually settled into a group
consisting mostly of him, Mike Glicksohn, Valma, Eric Lindsay, John Alderson and
me, with exact personnel varying depeanding on whose turn it was at any one
moment to run off to the bar. At one point I glanced off
across the room, found myself staring at myself, and
decided that I must be finally cseeing Paul
"Antifan'" Stevens in the flash. Ve didn't look
quite as much alike in our respective fleshes
as we seem to on film but there wis enough
resemblance remaining for us to offer
mutual condolences, and z=fter =2 while
I caught him sneaking stsres at me
and moaning softly.

At some later point I found
myself in a room with Leigh and
Valma and some other folk
listening to a3 radio ionterview
with Ben Bova and spnickering
2 bit at the interviewer,
and at some time after that
I called it a night
("Wednesday night," to be
exact) and crashed.




A=\ ||or some reason we were up by
‘Q% 8 a.m. which is better than I do
ﬁLﬁﬁb most days at home. The reason
== U may have been tha excitement of
the con or the desire to show the Aussies
what a self-disciplined bunch we
Minneapolitans could be, but then the
demoiition crew across the street who
started up their jackhammer at 7:45 may
also have had something to do with it.

Don and I walked a couple of blocks
over to a late-night esrly-morning place
called the Pancake Parlour where we found
Mike Glicksohn and Sheryl Birkhead and
were shortly thereafter joined by twenty
or so more fans. In honor of Mike T had
Canadian bacon but he refused to pick up
my tab anyway. Don noted the chess bower
below us and pordered the chances of
hanging around hustling chess games with
the bet of a breakfast on the side,
possibly luring in timid opponents by
spotting them one knight and one
scrambled egg.

We pondered the chances of somehow
organizing an ‘expedition into the
Somewhat-CutBack to visit the giant
earthworms but decided the chances were
not good and settled instead for an
expedition to downtown Melbourne. First
stop was the 0ld lMeloourne Gaol and
Museum; after viewing Ned Kelly's armor
and death mask, Don decidsd to add him as
a menace in the spzcial Australianized
Dungeon game he was constructing.

Nexv we took in the Natural Sciences
Museum of which only the aborigine
exhibits stood out for me from your
run-of-the-statec museum, though it was
fairly impressive tor sheer size as we
discovered when we lost sach other.

After combining 2 3earch with a
viewing of remaining floors and fighting
my way through tne hordes of ‘school kids
who'd poured in (more Dungeon menaces) I
decided I'd better leave before I lost
myself; it was a bit past nocn and I
planned to stop by Cpace Age Bcoks on my
way back 1o the opening ceremonies at

~

c p.m,

-+ .Space Age was the fourth and best sf
specialty bookstores I've been inj; larger
than Torcnto's Bakka or Minneapolis's
Uncle Hugo's and friewdlier than
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Hollywood's Collector's Book Store. I raided their second-hand paperback sectlon
and bought a few special wants from the new racks, deciding I'd have to leave the
used magazine room for later. I made it back to the hotel well before Z and
found (1) Don hadn't yet returned; (2) no one seemed to have yet scheduled a
party for that evening.

We'd vaguely thought of the Minneapolis in '73 party as a likely Friday
event but this chance seemed too good to pass up. I started asking about
supplies and was reminded by a couple of people that the Aussie fen were barbaric
enough to prefer wine to beer which was fine for them but I still needed the
traditional bathtub full of ice for the soft drinks and for the beer which I at
least planned to consume and it was at this point that i1t occured to me that the
hotel had no ice machines. A kindly committee member (whose name I have
shamefully forgotten) took pity upon my perplexity and got himself and me on the
phone and about half an hour later we'd arranged for forty pounds of ice to be
delivered that evening; hardly a tubfull but perhaps enough to cope. I headed
off for the opening ceremonies of the con and stopped on the way to tell various
folk about the party and ask them to spread the word.

The con was formally opened by Race Mathews, a former fan who had gone down
in the world and was now 2 mere Member of Parliament; it was proper touching to
see the way everybody applauded him just as though he were a big-name letterhack
instead of a mere politician, Other opening ceremony items included an
impressive slide-show and an introduction of notables at which it was announced
that Donald Tuck, the Australian Guest of Honor and the person I'd most looked
forward to meeting (always excluding Leigh and Valma, whom I was remeeting
anyway) would not be able to make the convention -- definitely my biggest
personal disappointment of the entire trip.

The next item on the program was a panel called "How to Really Enjoy
Yourself at This Convention'" and since I didn't figure I'd have time to enjoy
myself for a while anyway I left to start stocking up for the party. Opn the way,
I passed word on to Don Fitch, who insisted upon contributing to the support of
the Minneapolis party. This bumped the budget up another bracket and ensured our
ability to see that every attendee we could squeeze into the room could have
enough booze to drink everyone else under the table, always presuming that each
attendee brought along his or her own table.

A couple of hours later I had fourteen bottles of wine either cooling in the
refrigerator or standing around thinking room-temperature thoughts and six dozen
large (3/L quart or so) cans of warm beer awaiting ice and one large (6' L" or so)
puddle of warm fan awaiting roommate when it occurred to me to ask about store
closing times which turned out to be RealSoonNow -- so, off again in search of
munchies and soft drinks which with a bit of a scramble I obtained before the
sidewalks rolled up. By now it was around 7 and I'd missed two further program
events but had found Don B, in what scarcely seemed a reasonable trade. He'd
heard of the party and had placed a woticz on the bulletin board which gave me
visions of 630 fen crowding into room 630 but anything for P.R. for dear old
Minn-STF, one supposes....

We located supper at an Australian restaurant which like most of the other
Australian restaurants we found were run by former Italians (except for the
Italian restaurants which were operated by ex-Lebanese) and were back by 8 to
accept delivery of the ice and to juggle cubes, cans, and tub into a mutually
satisfactory whole. The party was set for 9:30, which gave us a chance to pick
up the latter portion of Ursula Le Guin's guest of honour speech with which I
mostly found myself disagreeing. I'll have to wait for a chance to read the
complete text to see if I can decide why (mostly I seem to have a higher
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tolerance/liking for junk than seems respectable in an age when sf has become
art, or thinks it should be so).

This evening we didn't have to ask where the party was.

Quotation from the next day's issue (#2) of THE DAILY CON:

"Yesterday evening two fans from Minneapolis held the traditional
"Minneapolis in '73' bidding party. 'Minneapolis in '73' is 3 wvery
strange thing and the only person who can explain it properly is
somebody from that city — if you see a tall gentleman (510/ with a
mustache and the name tag which says 'Denny Lein' (also sic ) he is
the person to ask about it. Anyhow...back to the party._—ﬁhen your
humble editor arrived the room was packed. As time passed it became
even more overcrowded until there was hardly standing room and the
bathroom was holding its own party at which at least seven people
were attending. As other parties collapsed the 'Minneapolis in '73!
party went from strength to strength and all the best people were
seen there at one time or another. ILate on in the evening it was:
impossible to move so everybody moved up to the State Suite where
the party lasted well on untll the early and/or late hours @I WS
morning.

It perhaps remains to be noted that the affair was conducted in Minneapolis
Formal Wear on the part of the hosts consisting mostly of propeller beanies and
such items as a "Moosylvania Farkling Squad" t-shirt and Minneapolis in '73
buttons; that the soft drinks as usual gave out first; and that the transfer to
the 15th floor was-courtesy of Robin Johnson and probably about one jump ahead of
the hotel moving in to shut down the party altogether after various warnings to
pull people in from the hall and keep the door closed. I began to feel like
calling room service for twelve hard-boiled eggs and one duck egg but kept
getting.distracted by people and bottles instead.

" The move to 15th took place around midnight and shortly after it happened 1
realized I could stop playing'host and shut down my adrenalin factory and sneak
back to the room for a very unfannish spot of sleep. 'The con had officially been
open for only ten hours and I'd spent 30% of that time drinking for the honor of
the Minnesota Science Fictlon Society (anytlme, folks). That seemed to me about
the ideal percentage, but it proved impossLble to maintain; the next time I
opened my eyes (to the tune of jackhammers) the con had been open for eighteen
hours and I'd wasted eight of them sleeping.
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PROS AND CONS

The Minicon 10 Fan Guest of Honor Speech

GOEAPON ' R “BI RSO

(transcribed by Dave Wixon)

((Intfoducfory commen ts by Lester del Rey not included here)) .
It's very hard to agree with Isster.

However, in this case -- because it is a great honor for me to be Fan Guest
of Honor here -- I must admit he's right. T To begin with, fans already know that
the Fan Guest of Honor outranks pros; which is why, when the committee approached
me with this honor, I said: "You'd better be kidding! I'd pass up a chance like
this?" And I didn't. And I'm.here. Lester is quite right, about a great many
things. - g

Lester is a very perceptive fellow. T like him very much. He has one bad
effect on me. ' ' ¥

As most of you know, I am the kind of person who can stay up very late at
night and get up in the morning and still keep moving. Normally this doesn't
bother me. However, about a year ago I was in New York, I think it was for the
Nebula Awards week or whatever it was, and I woke up in the morning with a pain
in my head. Now, as you can check with all my friends, I never have a paln,
other peopie get pains in their head I doilicn

Butaghis mornlng I had one. - And again, the next: trip, it happened again.
The only common denominator I could find was that Lester had been involved in all
the evenings before. I checked with my local physician, and he said: "There's
something wrong hereg. I can't put my finger on it, bat there's something
N definitely wrong. I ‘have.known you," (as he has),
"for about thirty years.. You've never had pains in
your head and you sheuildn't now. Other people have
pains in their heads, you shouldn't A

And I said, ”well, SRS true, you know. I have
very sharp, piercing pains. ‘Tt starts at the edgés .
and spreads out." ‘He saidy "Well, I don't know what
to do," and sent me down to Rochester.
f B fut
Now -~ you know the Mayo.Clinic in Rochester?
Very famous research place -+ they checked me out.
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And couldn't find a reason for it. However, about two weeks after I'd been
checked out, I got 2 long-distance phone call from Rochester, from a doctor there
who said, "I've had a marvelous idea; would you come back down?"

Well, I got back down there next week-end, and he checked me out. He used a
large, mechanical, silver device which clamped sort of like this; and he checked
me out. And he said, "Now I want you to come back after your next trip east, the
next time you get the pain."

And I said all right. So I went east -- I think it was about last October --
came back, and went down to see him. He said, "Pains?" I said, "Yes." He put
the silver thing on my head and said, "Just as I thought, pressure's up again."

He checked my left ear. "Just as I thought. You're stopped up over here. We'll
have to operate."

Well, to make a long story short, they did operate and removed forty-two
strong del Rey opinions which had gotten into my head through my right ear and
couldn't get out again. They tell me the team of specialists who did the
operation were exhausted afterwards. i :

Now to the important talk of the evening. It's just that I had to settle
lester's hash before I got started here. I realize ~-- we can go into it later

B oo doc are you hearing me? I seem to fade in and out, to my own ear....
((laughter))

I have something to say about fans. It's fairly brief, but it's a heartfelt
thing: there is a phenomenon.known as science fiction,.and there is nothing like
it. Truthfully. -

It's unusual in ways that go beyond this type of friendly gathering and
things like this; because spelunkers get together, mystery writers and mystery
fans get together, and so on and so forth. But there's a very peculiar thing
about science fiction. Apd that™is that we have what opera used to have, in
certain areas of Italy: we have a claque that isn't a clagque. But it is not an
approving claque. (You know.the whole business about the claque in classical
opera? All right. Those who do can tell the rest of the audience. Very well.)

The point is, this particular claque does not simply sit there and applaud.
It sits there and throws rocks. Thich is very good for the field. Becauss, you
may be a king to your publisher, you may be a king to your audience, you may be
a king to the librarian, and to people who come trotting in -- but boy! if your
last book offended the fans, they will let you know! That's why it's nice to be
a fan as well as a pro: T get to throw rocks along with everybody else,

Lester once said something that made me very proud of him at the time; I
don't remember exactly what sparked him off, but somebody once said something up
on the platform at a convention, and Lester answered him. You know lLester: he
can talk from twenty rows back without a microphone and outargue the man on the
platform. At any rate, somebody on the platform (I think it was somewhere on the
West Coast, but I'm not sure) said something like: "This is what pros are meant
for," you know, to be paid attention to, to have their expenses paid, so on and
so forth, ((Voice in the background, probably lester: "It was Harlan.")) So
this person, whose name I shall not mention ((laughter)), said, this is what pros
are for, they are different than fans.

And Lester stood up, forty-two rows back, and, drowning out the PA system,
said: "But Harlan -- I'm a fan!" Am I right, sir? ((Turning to Lester))
Okay.

g



Basic to science fiction, and you see it along the doggone row at the table
here, there is nobody who is. useful to the field (except in very recent years,
when fandom has gotten to be a larger thing) who wasn't a fan to start out with:
Don ((Wollheim)), you were a fan at one time, right? Right. Poul ((Anderson)),
Lester, myself, Cliff ((Simak)): fans.

The point is that there was a good reason for it: you have to love what
you're doing before you start to do something with it. You can't make good pots
unless you say: "Oh boy! I can imagine a marvelous pot, nobody's made it yet,
but I'm going to make it. .It's going to look just like this." And you go
putter-putter on your potter's wheel, and you think, "No, that isn't right, but
next time I'1]l make the perfect pot " And you keep on turning out these 'things.

Soon someone comes by and says, '"Hey, what're you doing with these pots?"
And you say; "You know, I'm trying to make the perfect pot here, heh, and it's
not coming out quite right." And he says, "Well, these aren't-perfect, but you
know, T kind of like them; may I buy this one?" You say, '"Well -- Okay." You
——~— . know, five sestérces. So he takes one
4 Cleve T 2t 2 away. Then someone else comes in and

; » says, "I. haar you're selling pots for
five sesterces." And you say, '"Well,
there's only four of them left, you
know., Maybe they have some value.
Actually T hadn!t planned to sell them
at all, but 'since there's a market for
them, I think I ought to sell them for -
at least seven." So he takes one away

for seven, see.

: "
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And you're going on, and this time
it really is a perfect pot -- Wowl!
Magnificent pot! You say to yourself,
"Yeah! This is superb! Some of this
superbness -must be in 'the other ones --
that's why they wanted to buy them."

So somebody comes in and says, "I hear
you're selling your pots for seven
casterces." But now you say, "Ordinary
pots, yes. But the point is, these have
the mark of greatnsss about them., You
see, I'm working on the' perfect pot
here., Fifteen sesterces at least." He
says, '"Nonsense! I won't pay more than
twelve." '"3oldl"

And this goes on and the price goes up.

Now, the great danger is that in falling in love with the perfect pot (which
you never make; nobody ever makes a perfect pot), and you keep upping your price
on the ones that don't work out, and consequently, your chest swelling along with
the price, you say, "Boy! Am I a pot-maker!" They're now paying you fifty-seven
ESHerCe S, & T

To the point where you lose sight of what you're dealing with. This is true
in every field of art; it is .a danger in every field of art. Unless you can get
away from it. Now in every field of art, to get away involves ‘going off and
being very much a loner, Very much alone. And I Jook at the people around here
who are professionals, who.think this way, and who were fans to begin with -- and
I mentioned people along the panel: Phil, and...both Phils are fans: Phil Farmer
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and Phil Klass -- these people know, as I know, that writing is a very lohelj
business. Most of us speak of going away; somewhere....

So the one thing that saves you, in this lonely business, is having people
who come by every so often and say, "You know, they aren't worth fifty-seven
sesterces, but you're on the right track." And this is what sustains you. This
is what fandom is good for, this is where it's useful, this is what it does.

This is what it does for those of us who are up in the blinkin' spotlight;
but this is'only half of it, it does something else too. And I wish first off -~
Is Bob Tucker still here? (("He's in 'the bar.")) ((Laughter)) Okay. Stands to
reason. @kay

The p01nt is that if Bob were here he!d back me up very strongly At el 5
becauSe if ‘there 1s any one of us who has been both pro and fan from the very
beginning, it's Bob. He has done both simultaneously; he has been pro, fan --
and he has been not merely pro science fiction, but pro science fiction and pro
mystery writer at the same time. He knows this,

It is always a lonely trade: your work, you do alone. But the idea of
people who will give you .an honest, "You know, your pot is crooked," is great!
Now, if you lived in an artificial world where nobody liked your pots, until this
came along, and somebody said, "Your pot is erooked," you'd say, "Hey! Stupid
idiot! What do you know?!" But if it's somebody you've known for a long time, -
and you know he likes straight pots, you say, "Eh? Nonsense!" But you go away -
saying, "Hmmm? Maybe it is-crooked." And you look at it again. 5

The great advantage of writing science fiction is double. One is part of
the technological revolution: the airplane and the long-distance telephone have "
put, us in Touch with each other. Stop and think: there never was -- the
0ld-world” phrase was "a schgol of writers." Science fiction writers are not a
school of writers: each one that is useful as a writer is markedly different
from each '0f the others. They are not people who live in a small community and _
follow a common pattern at all, 1In fact, they operate generally at
cross-purposes, in many ways.

But the point is, they can survive and do this. And I quote you the words
of Ted Cogswell (and they are historic words, particularly for a writer (but
they "re true for fans too, because fans ars also highly-geared people who will
chew each other up)), who said: '"Writers should live at least five hundred miles
.apart, and see each other at every possible opportunity."

And this is what is péésible, with jet planes.

Now, it costs you money, so you don't do it all the time; you don't always
- see the people you want. And when you do see them, you're in condition to take
them for“a thHree-day binge, which is what it amounts to. All of you fans --
reallv’ -- don't all of you have a three-day. binge on this kind'of thing? You
_know, . it's‘a high-gear deal: 'you're exchanging information, you're living on a
high lével. - All the things I do myself: ‘I find myself staying up until five in
the morning, catching three hLours sleep, and:saying, "Oh boy! I've got to be
here and there...."

And it'isn't just because I'm on the pregram; it's because I don't want to .
miss a minute of 1t. These people I don't get a chance to talk with, except
under these conditons.

Okay, the point is that this situation builds a community. The community
has a fine critical effect-'on the writer; it enables the ‘community to tell him
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what..it

what it doesn't like without destroying him. And the trouble with creative
people -~ artists, painters, sculptors, composers, anyone -- is that, very often
if you tell them that what they're doing is wrong, you destroy them. There's a
strong, almost visible umbilical cord betwsen the writer and his novel, betwsen
the painter and his painting, between the composer and his score -- all the way
along the line. And it is awfully hard to get good feedback without somebody
coming along with an axe and going "chop!" on this blinking umbilical cord.

This is what you run into in commercial reviews generally -- newspapers, book
reviews -- no matter how well meant.

The thing is, the writer who does not have this feedback, who does not have
fan feedback, which -- so help me God! -- seience fiction writers are very lucky
to have; when he gets the review fed to him by a clipping service or by his
publisher (because publishers are very nice and pass on reviews), he is likely to
get something that will destroy him. For the. next week, he's ruined. And not
merely for a week, really, but for the rest of his life, damn near, he goes
around thinking that maybe there was some truth to the idiot review. The review
may have said: "This author has written a story about climbing a mountain, but
apparently (and I checked) he has never been above five hundred feet; so what
does he know about climbing a mountain? And since there is no obvious evidence
he knows anything about climbing a mcuntain, his story can't be any damn good."
And that man will feel destroyed, in spite of the fact that he may have been a
cliff-climber for years (there are banks of the St. Croix River out here eighty
feet tall that mountain climbers actually come from Europe to try, simply because
they are classical tests of skill. They are eighty-foot cliffs over a river -- -
when you get to the top, it's a nice, green, you-walk-away type of situation).
Well, the point is, in spite of the fact that he knows better, he's going to be
destroyed. Contrawise, as the result of a gosh-wow good review he may be
uplifted beyond reason, just as he may be destroyed beyond reason by the other
kind.

Fandom in science fiction is proof of counterweight, all along the line;
this is why T cherish it. This is why (and remember, I'm just substitute Fan
Guest of Honor), when it was offered to me, I said, and I think I said earlier:
"You're kidding if you think I'm going to pass this up!"

I love you all!
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A Column by David Emerson

Last issue I said that Mike Gorra's
RANDOM was "the faaanish fanzine these days."
Well, that statement's going to need some
revision. First of all, RANDOM has folded
and Mike has semi-gafiated, having found
that there are better things in life than
pubbing one's ish. Secondly, not long after
RUNE L)L was mailed out, we received MOTA #11
from Terry Hughes. MOTA is now, I can
freely say, the faaapish fanzine. I am
spared from having to decide between the two
finalists in this contest of fannishness by
Gorra's timely resignation.

Why is MOTA so fannish? Tell, for one
thing, Terry Hughes is certainly a fannish
fellow. No doubt about that. Then thers's
3 Bob Tucker article. Can't get much more
fannish than Tucker, that's for sure.
Another article is by Bob Shaw. Though his
pro writing is well known. (as is "Wilson"
Tucker's, by the way), Shaw has been a fan
for many a long year, and a fannish fan at
that, And of course the lsittercol is full
of fine fannish names.

Big deal, I hear you say. Most
fanzines are edited by fans, with articles
and locs by fans. Why make such a fuss
abouwt a3 particular group of fans, calling
them "fannish" and setting them apart from
the rast of us?

You may have a point there. After all,
we're all in fandom because we like to be.
Nobody is going to force you to read
fanzines; fan clubs are not mandatory, nor
are conventions. The whole point of fandom
is enjoyment -- enjoyment of science
fiction, and enjoyment of other fans., If
you enjov a fanzine, it doesn't matter what
label anybody puts on it; if you like it,
that's cool, and if you don't like it,
that's just a matter of taste.

So can we really ask, '"What is a
good fanzine?"

In an objective sense, no. But we can
arrive at a consensus opinion and make
subjective judgements on fanzines based on



our own tastes and likes. So I can say, "A good fanzine is one I like." And
what is a better fanzine? One I like more, obviously. And the best kind of
fanzine is the kind that has me saying, each time I turn a page, "Wow! This is
great! T haven't enjoyed reading a zine this much in a long time."

What kinds of things in a fanzine can make me say that?

Basically, it boils down to this: good writing, by an interesting person,
on a subject I want to read about. Good humorous writing. Good art, too, if
it's well-reproed. Otherwise, repro and layout and other visual considerations
are mere frosting; the only requirement is that they be neither so poor nor so
spectaculaf that they interrere with the reading. ;

A key phrase in the above is "interesting person." Especially in the kind
of fanwriting that takes as its subjsct the day-to-day happenings in a fan's
life. Frank Denton's THE ROGUE RAVEN is always 2njoyable, because Frank is an
interesting guy and I like hearing about what he writes about. TRR #12 is mostly
a Westercon report; #13 and #1Ly cover subjects from his son's wedding to a Colin
Wilson book on booze; but Frank's personality comes through it all, transforming
it from a mere recounting of events into a communication from a warm, friendly
human being. On top of all that, he just plain writes well.

What else do T like in a fanzine? Humor, if it's well done. It can be a
humorous concept, like the SF-author trading cards distributed with Dave and
Mardee Jenrette's TABEBUIAN; or a write-up of a humorous event, like Ted
Cogswell's "Evolution of a Soldier" in TABEBUIAN #23, describing how he became
Brig. Gen. T.R. Cogswell, Ret'd, US Pederastic Corps and the Vicar-General of the
Order of St. Vonnegut; or even reportage of humorous scenes, like the following
in Mike and Pat Meara's XNOCKERS FROM NEPTUNE:

"Skel: 'Are those potatoes supposed to squeak when you peel them?'
"Pat e 'No?! '
"Me : 'Could be this is a Koala bear I'm peeling, then?!"

The best kind, and of course the most difficult to do well, is a description
of an ordinary, perhaps even trivial, event, in a humorous manner. Another
example from KNOCKERS FROM NEPTUNE illustrates this, as Mike talks about seeing
the battlefield where Richard III was defeated: '

", ..there was a 'Battlefield Centre!, a converted farmhouse with a
display of bits and bobs, an unfree filmshow, and various booklets
and brochures at various prices. (I got all this info from Pat; .
she and Cas went round this lot while Skel and I sensibly sat in. the
nice warm car, drinking Newky Brown and eating crisps, while the |
kids ran around desscrating various items of historical interest.)"

Or this, from Peter "eston's column "Slice of Life", in MAYA #8:

"There we were, Adrian sitting on the W,C., 1lid reading old Zeniths,
me nailing down floorboards, talking SF.

"Wi1ld better be careful or I"Y¥l hit a pipe,! I said, hitting a pipe.!
Personally, I have a sense of humor that appreciates the bizarre. I'm
delighted by inspired craziness. We got this one-sheet dittoed oddity called

BRAVE NEO WORLD from Lee Carson (himself something of an oddity), which starts
out, "Brave Neo World is the bell id of Beta, too, but not a Soma-Lee Product,
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tho deadicated in parte to Those Who Make The Trains Run On Time", and gets less
coherent from there on out. We also acquired a copy of a one-shot produced at
this year's BYOBCon in Kansas City; it's as if the high spirits and hilarity of a
successful con party suddenly condensed onto paper. It features, among others
taking their turns, Bob Vardeman, Mike Glicksohn, Bill Bowers, Nate Bucklin, Jon
Singer, and Tim Kirk; and there's a recycled Steve Stiles illo on the front.
There's something about a convention one-shot that makes people want to fill
stencils with lunacy. Especially with the cast changing so rapidly, and odd
linos being stuck in at seeming random,

But T still haven't explained why I like fannish fanzines, or even what a
fannish fanzine is. Well, I'1ll do that, but I have to digress a bit first.

When Rob Jackson's MAYA #8 arrived in the RUNE editorial office (koff koff),
I glanced through it, noting the magnifiecent Harry Turner cover and the
impressively laid-out, typeset interior, and then settled down to read. ILittle
did I suspect what awaited me in the middle of this seemingly innocuous British
fanzine. I was reading slong merrily, listening to Malcolm Edwards talk about
fanzines, when up from the lower side of the page jumped the phrase, "The author,
David Emerson...." He was talking about my article in AMOR! Far out! And then,
not content to gush in admiration over my not inconsiderable talents, he printed
an excerpt from thet selfsame article. He quoted me! ME! Dear Friends, do you
know what this is? This is Egoboo!

EGOBOO! The fannish wonder drug that cures scurvy, hives, and flat feet,
wins friends, influences people, and is guaranteed to grow hair on a peachpit!
EGOBOO, the seductive narcotic that all fans clamor for, thrive on, and die
without! EGOBOO, which hooked me on Fandom and has never let me gafiate!
Egoboo the superb, egoboo the sublime! Egoboo, sweet egoboo.....

Ah, Um. Excuse ms.

Having had our .little digression, we can now see that fans like to see their
names in print. Wwhy else would fandom invent the word "egoscan"? A corollary
to this is the phenomenon that 2 fanzine will seem more interesting and be liked
more if the reader is mentioned within its pages. I mean, I just love that issue
of MAYA., Great fanzine.

But the odd thing is, I like seeing other fan's names in print almost as
much as my own. I want to communicate with other fans and find out what they are
like; and many fans communicate better im print than in person. We all want to
know what everybody else is doing -- fans love fannish gossip. Consequently, a
fanzine full of fans talking about other fans is a lot more fun to read than one
that talks about science fiction all the time.

An example of this was apparant as I leafed through KNOCKERS FROM NEPTUNE
and found myself dwelling longer on the anecdotes about other British fans than
on the book reviews, and to some extent the fanzine reviews as well. I learned
quite a bit about British fandom that I hadn't known before, simply from reading
a few British zines. Another example is DRIFT, the first issue of which has been
published by Gary Farber -- he talks about other fans almost the entire way
through. Not only in individual incidents, but in fan club meetings and
conventions, too, giving increased opportunity to hear about the doings of fans.

Now, all this is very enjoyable, and getiting more so as we go along. But
it's still not quite what I have in mind when I say "fannish". Let me point to
a specific example,

This particular example is somewhere in one of these boxes of fanzines ...
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just a sec, I'1ll see if T can find

it .... hmm, POTLATCH, FOCAL POINT, what do Jou mean .
hmmm, CIPHER, FOOLSCAP, EGOBOO, hmm, | upet {;amgh enot gl-,
ENERGUMEN -- gee, that was a fine - gi

issue there -- hmmm, BEABOHEMA, THE
GREEN FANDOM {where'd that come
from?), hmmm, METANOIA ..... No, I
guess it'!'s not in this box....

Well, in that case I don't think
I'1l analyze The Enchanted Duplicator
right now.

Let's look at this other
example: FOCAL POINT 12.5, produced
by rich brown and Arnie Katz in 1970
for the promotion of a special fan
fund to bring Bob Shaw to the s sk
Noreascon in '71, This was a fannish Wall
enterprise organized by fannish fans
for the benefit of one of the most fannish of them all. As rich says:

"This is a separate case [ from TAFF|. We are a specific group of
p =

people -- and I include you, reading this, because by definition
you are One Of Us -- who know exactly what we want and are trying

to achieve it. e have done this before and will do it again when
we find it necessary.

"Mie are fannish fandom. And we will reward our own."

Although this seems to imply "fannish fandom" is one specific group of
people, like "Brooklyn fandom" or "Minneapolis fandom", such is not really the
case; only in the sense that fannish fans tend to be in contact with other
fannish fans throughout the whole of fandom. As fans throughout the mundane
world are in contact with each other. Tf fandom can be said to be an 5
"underground'", then fannish fandom is the sub-basement. A step farther removed
from mundanity. '

This analogy holds further to explain some of the "why" of fannishness.
Readers of SF become fans so they can talk to each other abtout their favorite
subject -- science fiction. A subject that they can't discuss with non-readers.
So . they become part of fandom and experience it as a social phenomenon; fan
politics, fan gossip, feuds, social standards, groupings and gatherings.  Some
of them become interested in the social phenomenon itself more than in science
fiction. They find they're too busy publishing fanzines to read any SF at all.

As a reader can't talk about SF with a non-reader, the fan who wants to talk
about fandom certainly can't talk to a mundane. The jargon and fannishly-coined
neologisms are enough to throw most outsiders, let alone the concepts behind the
words. So out of the broad spectrum of fans, the few fans actlvely interested in
fandom form their own small group -- a sub-fandom.

Big deal, I hear you say. (Funny echo in here.) There are lots of
sub-fandoms around. What's so special and different about this one?

Look at FOCAL POINT 12.5 once again. In his editorial, rich outlines the
previous fan funds, tells of Irish Fandom, and shows how the Bob Shaw Fund
developed. Ted White relates "How I First Met Bob Shaw, Ate Pizza, and Found
Ghod", Steve Stiles, in an installment of his TAFF report, describes the
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fabulous fannish character Harrison and the accolades that British fandom had
heaped upon "the mainstay and chief support of the British Empire." There are
reprints of classic articles by Bob Shaw and Charles Burbee. Arnie closes the
zine with references to the now-legendary Irish Fandom, SIANT, HYPHEN, The
Enchanted Duplicator, and Ah, Sweet Idiocy (which Bob Shaw was not involved in).

The outstanding common feature of all these articles is their awareness of
the history of fandom. Today there are so many groups within fandom that one
might be led to believe that there is no such thing as Fandom, but merely a set
of fandoms. But Fandom is a historical entity, having existed for several
decades now as a continuous, evolving society. This continuity is the only"
point by which we can distinguish the true Fandom from all the other fandoms.
Continuity is established by continuous individuals (like Tucker), continuous
fanzines (say, YANDRO), and continuous organizations (like FAPA or LASFS): it is
maintained by a continuity of ideas and social standards. Prasent fans who are
aware of fandom's history are in touch with this continuity; and fannish fans,
due to their interest in® fandom. tend to have that awareness.

Other subfandoms tend to have little or none of this awareness. It is this,
rather than lack of contact with the rest of fandom, that many fans really object
to about groups like Star Trek fandom. Related fandoms can originate on their
own and establish their own goals and standards, have their own BNFs, and even
their own conventions; but unless there is that shared knowledge, that common
origin, they are not considered a part of "real fandom". -

One does not have to have lived through all of fandom just to be fannish,
however. Some fannish fans are quite young, and seme are vciy new to fandom.
Most of fandom's legends and traditions are handed down from BNF to neo through
oral history and common subcultural knowledge, but there are a few written
documents in the field: Sam Moskowitz's The Immortal Storm; Harry Warner's All
Our Yesterdays and his forthcoming history of the 50's; FANCYCLOPEDIA's I and II;
and a few special projects here and there, such as Dick Eney's A Sense of FAPA,
Of course, the fanzines of any time period are valuable as source documents,

In the fifties, Lee Hoffman published a fanzine called MANHISTORY, the
subject of which should be obvious. And currently, two young i~w York fans,
JoeD Siclari and Gary Farber, are intending to publish FANHISTORICA, hoping "to
reprint articles of historical fan interect and have articles (v3w 2nd old) on
fan history." They have already put out a "non-issue', which they claim is
merely a prospectus for the actual zine; it contains piecas 17 to 25 years old,
including a look at a 191j0's SF club, a write-up of a 1960 event, and a classic
fannish article by Redd Boggs. So perhaps it's
time for a revival of interest in fan history. S O SR W )
Mo NoT T
Now, T don't know about you, but I really (VMDVWL_n =
like fandom; I'm very pleased to be a fan.

Fapdom feels like home to me, like an extended
family; it offers something special to me, like 2
no other group I've ever been in, I enjoy that :
feeling of being in touch with Fandom As A
Whole ~- which is why I go to conventions, and
read fanzines, and write articles for fanzines,
and contribute to apas, and sit around smoffing
in my spare time.

And that's why I make a big deal over
fannishness. Because it puts me in contact with
True Fandom and makes me feel like a trufan.

Sometimes it's almost as good as egoboo.



FANZINES MENTIONED ABOVE:

MOTA #11, July 1975. Terry Hughes, 866 N. Frederick St, Arlington VA 22205,
For the usual.

THE ROGUE RAVEN #12-1L, July 15 to September 15, 1975. Frank Denton, 1L65L 8th
Ave. S.W., Seattle WA 98166. 10/$1 or, presumably, the usual.

TABEBUTAN #23,’Fall,1975, Dave & Mardee Jenrette, Box 37L - Coconut Grove, Miami
FL 33133. 12/33 or the usual.

KNCCKERS FROM NEPTUNE #1, July 1975. Mike & Pat Meara, 61 Borrowash Road,
Spondon, Derby DEZ 7QH, England. $1 each or the usual.

BRAVE NEO WORLD, Lee Carson, 3412 Ruby St, Franklin Pk, IL 60131. No information
as to availability.

BYOB CON ONE SHOT, by fans attending the 1975 BYOBCon at the Hotel Muehlbach in
Kansas City. No information as to availability, but try KaCSFFS.

MAYA #8, July 1975. Robert Jackson, 21 Lyndhurst Rd, Benton, Newcastle upon Tyne,
NE1Z ONT, England. $1, L/$3, or the usual,

DRIFT #1, July 1975. Gary Farber, 10L7 E. 10th St, Brooklyn NY 11230. For the
usual, and/or 25¢.

FANHISTORICA, JoeD Siclari and Gary Farber, Box 1343, Radio City Station, New York
NY 10019. For the usual, old fanzines, reprint suggestions, help in research, or
59¢.

OTHER FANZINES RECEIVED :

ASH-WING #17, July 1975. Frank Denton, address above. For the usual, or "first
editions of the Gutenberg Bible, signed (by God, not the printer), french fried

mantras, maps for buried treasure in Lankhmar, and recommendations for records.”
General,

BHEER #1, August 1975. Matthew B. Tepper, Z200-Sixteenth Avenue, San Francisco
CA 94116. 25¢ or the usual, Purple ditto on white paper; this copy's already
getting hard to read. A sercon zine, despite the title. Cover is a Kelly Freas
drawing which suffered in the translation to ditto master, and was further ruined
by the neoish lettering of the title. But a little above average for a firstish.

BOOWATT WEEKLY #1L-22; ORLY #1-2; and SERMON FROM A MOUNT; all from Garth
Danielson, 20-327 Edison Ave, Winnipeg, Manitoba R2G OL9, Canada. BW is 6/25¢.
Personalzine, printed on the backs of crud shsets.

BRITISH COLUMBIA SCIENCE FICTION ASSOCIATION NEWSLETTER, #26-28. Clubzine of
BCSFA, Box 35577, Station E, Vancouver B.C. V6M LG9, Canada. Subs for
non-members, $1.50 per year.

BROWN PAPER WRAPPER #1, Brian Earl Brown, 55521 Elder Rd, Mishawaka, Ind. L65LL.
For the usual or two 10¢ stamps. Personalzine with reviews.

CYGNUS X-1, #2, Summer 1975. Bob Ruben, 1351 Denniston Ave, Pittsburgh PA 15217.
Clubzine of Western Pa. SF Association. Very neat appearance; contents include

a comic strip and a very good article by Stu Kisilinsky about, and in the style
of, the Firesign Theater. Presumably for the usual.
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DON-0-SAUR #L2, June/July 1975. Don C. Thompson, 7498 Canosa Court, Westminster
CO 80030. Aside from the Shulls and the Canfield, most of the art is pretty poor.
Content is mostly personalzine and letters. 35¢ or the usual.

DORK-PIZZILE #1 & 2. C,E. Bennett, Box 8502, Portland OR 97201. The usual, or
25¢; $2.25 per year, Quarter-page sized personalzine. ,

DRIFTGLASS #2l;, Jostein Saakvitne, Ekornrudv.Z7b, N1L10 Kolbotn, Norway. In
English, fortunately -- an international issue, they call it. Rather enjoyable,
small but interesting in its glimpse into Norwegian fandom. Excellent artwork
by Geir Olsen, including a surreal comic strip. For, I suppose, the usual.

DWARF #3. KaCSFFS, 508 W. 75th St, Kansas City MO 6411L. Edited by Joe Rhoads
and Sarah Sue Wilde. Lotsa convention reports this time. Available to members
and for the usual.

ECLIPSE #7, Mark Sharpe, 2721 Black Knight Bv ((sic)), Indianapolis IN 16229,
The usual or 50# Fiction.

FANZINE FANATIQUE #10, 11. Xeith Walker, ¢ Daisy Bank, Quernmore Road, lancaster,
Lancs., England. The usual or L for 35p. Fanzine reviews. Getting better.

FOUDROYANT #1, Mike Blake, 2799 Pawtucket Ave, East Providence RI 0291l;. Clubzine
of RISFA, G50¢ or the usual. How to build your own sandworm for fun and profit.

GAIACTIC REVIEW #1, Stanley Greene, 7,0 Sycamore St, Apt 6, Red Bluff CA 96080.
,0¢ , or maybe the usual., Movies and comics.

GREEN EGG #72 & 73, Church of All Worlds, Box 2953, St. Louis MO 63130 $1 each
or $7. per year (8 issues). Neo-paganism, Earth Religions. e

GUARD THE NORTH, Daniel Say, Box 65583, Vancouver B.C. V5N SK5, Canada. The
usual, I guess. Generzl,

IT COMES IN THE MAIL #17, Ned Brooks, 713 Paul St, Newport News VA 23605. No
info as to price. Fanzine reviews and rews about fans. ;

THE JOURNAL SUPPLEMENT v33 nZ (formerly SON CF THE WSFA JOURNAL), Don Miller,
12315 Judson Rd, Wheaton MD 20906. 20¢, I think. SF reviews, fanzine reviews,
some fan news., :

KARASS #16, Linda Bushyager, 161l Evans Ave, Prospect Park PA 19076. The usual
or 3/$1. Good fannish newszine.

:,,»w \ : KNIGHTS #13 (formerly KINGHTS OF THE PAPER SPACESHIP),
o 8 Mike Bracken, 3918 North 30th, Tacoma WA 98L07.
7 ,//\‘ \ $1.50 each, l;/$L, or the usual. Slick cover, fancy
}// Y \\ layout, 102 pages long. Once a crudzine, always a
/// ' crudzine.

KYBEN #12, Jeff & Ann Smith, 1339 Weldon Ave,
Baltimore MD 21211. 35¢, 3/$1, or the usual.
Almost all letters.

j 2N r)

> /E\ £ MUNDAC #L, Rlck Stooker, hOB Henry St, Alton IL 6200Z.

{ e/ ﬁ\ 25¢ or the usual. Personalzine with 1etters The

i / major item is "Scenes From a Day", an unusually
perceptive and candid story of physical and emotional

Y
{ Kjf Qd {\4~!/ events in one day of Rick's life. It gets pretty
Nl LF heavy. _of
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MYTHOLOGIES #6, Don D'Ammassa, 19 Angell Drive, East Providence RI 0z91L. 7T0¢
in stamps, 7S¢ in coin, or the usual. Discussion of Serious and Meaningful
Topics.

NICKEIODEON #1, Tom Reamy and Ken Keller, 1131 White, Kansas City MO 6L126. $2
or something approximating the usual. Slick and visually impressive, but content
is far from outstanding.

NOCRES #1 and 2, published by Nocres (the club); first issue officially
editorless, second lists as editor Cat Ocel, 343 E. 19th St, Apt 6B, Minneapolis
MN 55L0L. The big drawing card of this zine is the large number of photographs
of fans and fan gatherings. Twin Cities fandom boasts several high-quality
photographers, and several fine pictures have been well reproduced in this offset
fanzine. Not for the usual, but for 25¢ each, L/$l.

NOTES FROM THE CHEMISTRY DEPARTMENT #12, Denis Quane, Box CC, East Texas Station,
Commerce, TX 75L2B8. 30¢ or the usual. Science and Science fiction discussion.

PHOTRON #1l, Steve Beatty, 1662 College Terr Dr, Murray KY 42071. The usual
or LO¢. General.

PVENUS PFLYTRAP #1, Linda Johnson, 67L Elm St, New Haven CT 06511. Clubzine of
The New Haven Science Fiction & Fantasy Association, spelled NHSFFA, pronounced
"fred". 25¢, L/75¢, or the usual.

REQUIEM vI n5, Norbert Spehner, L55 Saint-Jean, Longueuil, P.Q. JLH 2Z3, Canada.
75¢, 6/$L. "REQUIEM est disponible pour des échanges avec d'autres fanzines."
Not a word of English front to back. Sure looks good, though.

SCIENCE FICTION REVIEW #1l (formerly THE ALIEN CRITIC), Dick Geis, Box 11408,
Portland OR 97211. $1.25 each, L/$L, 8/%$7.

SHADOW #L7, Eric Larsen, Box 16369 NCSU, Raleigh NC 27607. 25¢ or trade.
Clubzine of The Nameless Order of R'lyeh.

SOUTH OF THE MOON #10, Tim C. Marion, 61L 72nd St, Newport News VA 23605. The
usual or L/$1. Index of generally available apas. There is some amount of
misinformation here, and Tim has already generated bad feelings in many areas by
not checking with his own published sources for verification. Caveat emptor.

STRAWBERRIES FROM MARS #1, Robert Melhorn and Tom Foster, 90 N. Belvedere,
Memphis TN; $3.50 for 10 issues. Also a Tom Foster coloring book, for $1,
from 502 N. Avalon, West Memphis, Ark. 72301. Quite bizarre and otherwise
indescribable., Foster has a weird mind.

SYNAPSE #11 and 13, Taral Wayne MacDonald, 128, York Mills Rd, Apt 410, Don Mills,
Ont. M3A 172, Canada. The usual, OSFiC membership, or 35¢. Clubzine of the
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