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RESOLUTION #5 comes to you from the usual Jackie Causgrove who lives in a new place,
namely, 2813 De Mel Ave., #2, Louisville, KY 40214, which i8 wnusual in the sense it
is located in a state she's never lived in before, but usual in the sense that it is
yet another in a seemingly unending list of address changes. Available for The Usual
(contributions of artwork, writing, egoboo, Letters of Comment, any combination of the
aforementioned, or gifts of Southern Comfort at conventions). July, 1980 is the hoped-
for publication date, but she's been wrong before, so who knows when this'll come out?

(8)s(e)s(s)s(e)a(s)a(s)s(a)s(a)a(s)a(s)s(s)a(s)a(s)8a(s)s(8)8(8)a(s)8(s)8(8)s(s)8(8)s(8)

It's a familar feeling to be writing Resolution's editorial portion at the last minute.
Working under the pressure of a deadline somehow works better for me -- at least it
works, which is moxe than can be said for the RealSoonNow method. Of course, in deal-
ing with a zine that hes, in fact, no schedule, creating a deadline is arbitrary. Too
often nmy enfeebled brain is unable to think of a quasi-logical target date to shoot .
for -- with the result that no zine is published -- but now that I'm relocated back in
the Midwest it is to be hoped that attending an occasional convention will provide me
with scattered dates which may provide incentive to publish and thereby save on those
ever-spiralling postage costs.

AUTOCLAVE 4 is serving that purpose this time, and I have a scant 2% weeks in which to
accomplish everything involved in pubbing this ish, except to dun Dave Locke for an
installment of his column. That was turned in almost a month ago, at the merest idle
mention that perhaps, maybe, it might be a ghood idea to get the newest incarnation out
sometime this summer. (As long as the job market remains so tight, what else is there
to do?) AUTOCLAVE is slanted toward fanzine fans, and since we didn‘'t attend MIDWESTCON
this year (and couldn't have gotten this ready by that time in any case) it seemed
serendipitous when Jodie Offutt wrote to suggest a workable plan to make attendance at
the con a possibility.

Initially I had planned to begin this the day after returning from my solitary drive

up to Wilcon (Jon & Joni Stopa's Independence Holiday bash in Wisconsin), but things
didn't work out as expected (do they ever?). After lazing about the past three years,
being flown and chauffered to the various cons I was able to attend, the 350 mile trip
was quite a strain on my out-of-shape musclature. I was spacey when I arrived at Wilcon,
I was totally wiped out by the time I got back to Louisville. Even then I could've done
some sort of preparation for this issue -- sorting through the LoCs if nothing else --

if other events hadn't intruded.

The particular event that caused complications happened far before Dave and I came to
this city. At some time in the past, the previous tenant of this apartment had ignored
the "no pets™ rule in our leases and had brought in a dog, which apparently treated the
living room carpet as a fire hydrant. This didn't cause any problems until, during a
rainstorm, the drainpipe next to our front window malfunctioned and we "took on water"
(as the sailors on the Titanic were heard to say). By the next day, despite prompt
attention from the maintenance crew who used a Rinse-N-Vac to sop up the bulk of the
rainwater, an ammonia smell developed that required us to keep our windows open in

order to breathe -- despite 90° temperatures (we blessed the provision in our lease which
has the &r conditioning paid for by the management: the electric bill would've thrown
us into immediate benkruptcy). When I came home from the Stopa's, Dave informed me that
the manager was going to have a new carpet installed, after stripping off the old and
letting the concrete flooring dry thoroughly. Moving furniture, after emptying out
storage items frcm their load of books, fanzines and assorted junque, is not my idea of
how to spend a day of recuperation, but the work had to be done, protests aside. Right
now I'm drafting this while the workmen crawl about me, stopping occasionally while we
tote the chairs and table to another spot so they have access to where I had been. It
makes things a trifle difficult, but the spur of the approaching conventlon drives me
onward. Deadlines must be met, after all. Ever self-imposed ones.



Several pages could be filled with an account of the Big Move itself, but having typed
up a version for an apazine, without gaining any hoped-for respite from the Deamons that
haunt my sleep these nights, I see little point in reopening those still-raw wounds.

You may count yourself fortunate that I find it sufficient to say that there's no way I
could erer recommend 2300 mile moves to be made via U-Haul. The chances become even less
when heavy rains, lasting for 3 days, are forecast; particularly when a less than water-
tight truck is being used. (Our furniture looked quite nice at one time; now the Salva-
tion Army sells stuff in better condition *Sigh*)

Nevertheless, we did make it across the continent, we did locate a nice apartment (though
part of its charm--being located on a high, wooded hill--may produce Problems come this
Winter), and we did locate fans in the area. Bob Rhoem, with whom I've managed to keep

in contact off and on through the years since dropping Slanapa, has been an especially
big help in this regard. He's informed us of movie gettogethers, parties, and FOSFA (the
local club; Falls of the Ohio Science Fiction & Fantasy Association--I never knew the Ohio
River had waterfalls along its course...) meetings. He served generoussly as a Mail Drop,
so we wouldn't be faced with ridiculous forwarding postage on our magazines and suchlike
material, and he put us up for a night before we found this apartment. Fans can be amnong
the friendliest of people, and Bob ranks right up there with the nicest of the lot.

Many people have asked us, in tones of bafflement, just why Louisville was selected as a
relocation site. X/Y VEdivping ¥d vidrdéx vyséXf/ I'd thought the matter had been adequate-
ly covered in past writings, but obviously it hasn't. Part of the problem is that it's
impossible to keep track of topics discussed in fanzines of a year ago or more (Hell, I
have trouble recalling subjects covered in letters of only a week or two ago), particular-
ly when there's no personal involvement to keep interest alive. It annoys me when faneds
complacently reply, upon being queried on some point or another, that the matter had been
covered in one of their fanzine editorials with the obvious expectation that I've cherish-
ed each and every word they've printed in each and every fanzine they've either published
or been printed in. I don't know which facet of that situation irritates me the most:

the fact that they're usually so smug about it, or that if only my memory weren't so rot-
ten I'd be able to keep all these tidbits of information straight and separate in my mind.
In any case, I cannot expect more from the readers of this zine than I do of myself, so
I'1l briefly reiterate our reasoning.

My roots, as it were, are in the Midwest. The people here, family and friends, meant and
mean far more to me than I'd realized when the decision to move to California was made.
Shortly after leaving Chicago, I developed a massive case of Homesickness that time did
not alleviate; instead it worsened. I simply could not remain on the West Coast. But
Dave, who means as much if not more to me, despises ice and snow with a vehemence that
must be heard in order to be fully appreciated. He flatly refused to move to Chicago,
homesickness or not. He was willing to move to within driving distance of the area, though,
if we could setile on a city that wasn't overly blessed with that white stuff that he
loathes so much. Louisville fit the requirements; proximity to friends and convention
sites, snowfall averages within his toleration limits, and a less-expensive cost of living
than most major cities. So here we is, living in a state of compromise which we fully
expect to satisfy us both, or at the worst, dissatisfy us equally.

Compromise, after all, is the art of working out two or more differences which prevent

the reaching of mutually-desired goals. Our goals allowed us to work out manageable com-
promises for the vast majority of our differences. We do have one left, though, that some-
how stubbornly refuses to Go Away. The ways in which we view Fandom.

Obviously, neither of us considers fanac to be an utter frivolity; we devote too much time
and energy to it. The inability to find a common meeting ground must lie in the diffi-
culty of defining a mutually used term. Definitions, we both agree, are based on percep-
tions which, in turn, color a person's view of the world at large. Definitions rest on
opinions--equally hard to deliniate--but discussing them increases understanding of each
other; me of those goals we each desire.

2]



In trying to develop a definition of fandom that is
suitable for our discussions, I realize that I have ; ] o
yet to define it fully to myself. What is fandom? ;MM‘\\

For that matter, what is a "fan", G*DOD GRIEF, IS w HEAD \
BEALLY TOO Fﬁﬁ‘FCR.Awro‘\

o one has yet to define exactly what is meant by the
rerm "Science Fiction!, how is it pessible to define

a fandon based on it then? Being a faned in desperate
search of a subject to expound upon, I considered the
means by which a definition could be established.

Nene came to mind that were completely satisfactory,
but perhaps a blend of the statement/negation and
reducto ad absurdwn logic techniques might illuminate
the matter--for myself if no one else.

As a starting point, I see one point of agreement
among virtually all fans: SF Fans are somehow differ-
ent from llundanes. Is this true? Well, sure it is.
le all know a fan when we see one, don't we?

Patently, that’s an absurd statement. Fans do not
resemble one another. Comparing two who are known
quite widely in their fannish circles should disprove
that point.

Howard DeVore, from Detroit fandom, is a tall, paunchy,
past middle-age man. He's apt to be dressed in neatly
pressed slacks and shirt, and has the definite air of

1Middle Class about him. 2 &

Gary Farber, on the other hand, is a short, skinny youth with long, frizzy hair he keeps'
restrained in a pony tail. He wears frayed denims (cut-offs in the summer) and imprinted
tee-shirts. He exudes the aroma of Radicalism.

It's impossible to say that these two people appear alike, and yet they both are fans.
lost importantly, they see each other as fans, too.

Does this then mean that fans aren‘t all that different from everyone else? I don't
think so, else how could we have a group to be part of? The difference between fans
and mundanes must lie in some other area than mere appearance.

In fact an overview of fandom, in most particulars, won't reveal glaring differences from

the general population, and some apparent poxnts of dlvergence don't hold up well under
close scrutiny.

Fans may be a bit more educated than the norm; but that's not a hard-and-fast rule. Some
fans seem to be better educated than they actually are--perhaps because of the typically

strong interest in reading--and some fans don't act as well-schooled as their credentials
would indicate.

Fans frequently are termed as more tolerant than the average person, but this broadmind-
edness can become illusury at times. Statements heard both for and against an entry in
a recent West Coast Art Show were rather reminiscent of utterances made by the Hawks and
the Doves during (and after) the Viet Nam conflict. Temperance and moderation were two

concepts alien to either side.

No, in these regards, fans just aren't all that different from John or Jane Doe from down
the street, who are known to get hot-headed about the results of a baseball game's final
score. Yet, something different is being indicated when say "He's a fan” or "He's a
mundane”. What do we mean?

Perhaps an examination of what fans do rather than what they are will be more enlighten-
ing. It could be said that all fans perform some sort of fanac. Ignoring the jargon,
it is difficult to refute this. A possible point of contention could be made by using

=
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Tucker's definition of fanac--"Whatever two fans do together"--and commenting that this
phrase is meaningless since it encompasses all possible kinds of human interaction. Yet

if what you do defines what you are, then what is it that fans do? What types of action
are meant when cne hears the term "fanac"?

Reading science fiction is one apparent starting point. Obviously, though there are
millions of readers of sf, all are not "fans"; and there are fans who no longer read sf,
{if indeed, ever had given more than a small proportion of their spare time to doing that)
While reading sf is not necessarily continual or continuing, from what I've seen, fans
who somewhere, somehow considered sf to be a part of their Yeading backgrounds, are apt
to also say it had some effect on their lives or viewpoints.

Reading, producing, and/or contributing to fanzines has been long respected as a fannish
activity. Sidestepping the fact that fanzines branched off from apazines, which are
rooted in a "mundane" activity, one must also acknowledge the fact that there are fans
who hHave only seen a couple of zines. They may know of a title or two, but in no way
consider fanzines as being or having been part of their lives. There, too, is a large
number of fans who formarly participated in fanzine activity--sometimes to a phenomonal
degree~~but who no longer have enough interest in expending the time and effort required
needed to maintain inclusicn among "fanzirne fans". Also there are fans who have never
been interested in publishing and probably never will be.

Attending conventions is another activity considered as fanac. Yet there are all ‘sorts
of "conventions"~--most of them mundanish in nature-- and there are people who attend sf
cons who aren't considered as "fans" by anyone, especially themselves. There also are
fans who never have set foot inside @ con-suite, and have no intention of ever doing so.
On the other hand, some fans perticipate so exclusively in conventions that non-con-going
fans have never heard their names.

Collecting books falls into a similar "some do-some don't" category. 1It's apparent that
all book collectors aren't fans, and just as obvious is the fact that there are fans who
consider the accumulation of books as a hinderance, and who dispose of just-read volumes
as quickly as they can. Some consider the disdain of books, as representative of mater-
ial goods, to be a political statement.

Discussing sf in all its myriad forms is occasionally looked upon as a fannish perogative,
but mundanes also discuss sf--a glance at the review columns of national magazines will
prove that, as well as a listing of courses offered in colleges across the country. The
number of times when fans gather and never once mention the latest book, or film, or zine
they've seen is incalcuable. Some fans include little else in their conversation.

For every supposedly typical farnish activity I think of, there are examples of fans who
do not fit into that mold. Fans who don‘t read sf and never have (Roger Sims), fans who
don't interact with fanzines (lartha Beck, Ror Bounds, et al), fans who don't attend
conventions (Ed Cagla, Bill Dannerx), fans who don’t collect books (names are harder to
come up with for this, but thev do exist), and fans who never mention sf (ibid). In some
regards, fandom is the most mutually contradictory group I've ever encountered, or even
heard of. Yet fans, myself included, say we know what makes up a fan. We know who is
or is not a fan; implying that we can recognize a species that, at the same time, is
undefinable. Damon Knight's definition of sf (#Science Fiction is what I'm pointing to
when I say it.®) applies equally well here. We all "know"; yet none of us can explain.

One of those awkward momants most fans will recognize comes when someone views all those
fringe groups and their activities as being representative of fandom. Mundanes often
confuse sf and comix fancdoms as being the same. The two groups have been at odds for
years, perhaps because of an essentially snobbish viewpoint on the part of sf fen, but

is also based on inherent differences between picture-oriented and printed-word-oriented
media. Comics attempt to blend the two, but to judge by the material on the mass-market
they aim for the absolute lowest common denominator; the under-12 person who can't handle
complex issues and who's vocabulary is restricted to the 5th Grade level. There are
more mature comics, but they are directed to a group who, more or less, grew up with



comic books and who have been trained to appreciate the mix of words and pictures, and
who often come to consider the form as being superior to books--at least on an enjoy-
ment level.  There are sf fans who agree that some comics show wit and deep conceptua-
lizing, but most will maintain that Books Are Better, and believe the separxation of the
two fandoms is complete and irrefutable.

A similar state exists with the newer fandoms. The filming and broadcasting of sf has,
while lifting the hearts of sf fen who desire to view their favorite genre as well as
read it, brought awareness of galactic adventure stories to the non-reading segment of
the population. Stfanal concepts have made their way into music, and that also attracts
many non-readers. These media have support among fans, too; but while some fans dote on
Star Trek, some will never, ever tire of Star Wars, and some extoll the praises of punk
rock, let a fan direct all his/her energies in appreciation of television or films or
records and he/she is cocuisidered as lost ==témporarily or permanently--to sf fandom.

So if neither those within or without the group can adequately define a Universally
Acceptable conception of Fans or Fandom, it must be considered a judgemental decision,
and therefore in the eye of the beholder. Then what do I see an individual fan to be?

Sf fans, in the main, are people who have been or still are affected by science fiction
as literature. (Note, not sf movies, or TV, or music, but the printed word upon a page.)
It may not be direct contact--in Sims case, his wife and friends were all involved--and
the first encounter with stfanal concepts nay have come through other intexests, but

the meeting must have taken place, and some effect occurred.

llost fans are people who are future-oriented to some degree. Their viewpoints may vary
from bleakest pessimism to wildest optimism, but consideration of the Future as an oper-
ant factor upon their lifestyles is apparent. Fans think, they wonder, they anticipate.
Because they recognize the alternate pathways that the Future could follow, they tend to
be less judgemental in matters subject to cultural bias. Cultures change: the concepts
of morality inherent in each change with them. Fans don't claim to be Omniscient: the
world they view is not Black and White, but consists of varied shades of gray.

This orientation toward the Future inspires discussion of matters and trends which affect
us all; weather, technological advances, personal relationships, economics, medical break-
throughs, philosophical concerns. Conclusions drawn from such interchange or musings
will vary as much as the individual fans, but the worthiness of these topics for mean-
ingful discussion is recognized.

I consider fans no better or no worse than the mundane who thinks of sf as That:Crazy
Buck Rogers Stuff, but the awareness of fans encompasses more than just the affairs in
their daily lives. The expression of this awareness depends on their intexests; it can
be oral, or textual, or visual, or any corbination. While acknowledging the fact that
some mundane people fit similar standards, the bercentage of those with this futuristic
world/personal/spiritual viewpoint is greater in fandom, and therefore any single fan is
more likely to share a commonality of viewpoint than any single mundane. People who re-
strict the bulk of their socializing to fandom (FIAWOLers) are basically lazy; they see
no need to search the wider body of people when a partially concentrated pool exists.

To those of the FIJAGH persuasion, some of their non-fannish friends fit comfortably
about my stated parameters, so they see no need to narrow the search. The size of the
oceans they fish may differ, but what's caught is essentially identical. '

Muddled in expression as it is, the fact I'm trying to state is that each of us recog-
nizes in others those aspects which have the greatest appeal. Ulhile I may say that comix
fen or trekkies or Pink F1 oyd devotees are not "fans", I cannot deny you, also as a fan,
the right to view them differently--I merely claim the freedom to say you're wrong.

What all this wordage boils down to, then, is Knight's insufficient and irrefutable
description applies to fandom. Fans are what I'm pointing toward when I say: "There's
onel!” I can only hope that you and I indicate the same people when we make that gesture,
but if perchance we do not, well, all I can say is “That's Fandom for you..."
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COLUMN | keep telling Jackie that gen-

by eral fanzine fandom is dead, or
DAVE | if not dead it smells bad, but
LOCKE ! she doesn't accept this as hav-

ing any bearing on the fact that
she needs another column for her
genzine. Another time | advised
her that we were passing through
a section of the country where
you could pull in only country
music on the radio, which she
found interesting but not ade-
quate reason for her to turn the
radio back on. These two inci-
dents may appear somehow unrelated, | know, but rest assured that neither has much to
do with science fiction.

This time I'm going to invoke some sort of columnist's privilege and wander, themeless-
ly, in and out of three different topics. So let's go ahead and first take a look at --

TABULATED WOMEN

Back in early March | was working on a letter to Ed Cagle, making the Selectric's typing
element go spastic as | pecked out various incredible lies, when Jackie interrupted me
to read an Ann Landers column. The column contained the results of a poll wherein one-
third of the women tabulated wore panties to bed.

imagine that.

Apparently there were individuals who thought it strange that women did or did not wear
panties to bed (regardless of whether or not the women were tabulated), and many read-
ers took their own polls or wrote in individually to state their preference. So now
we know. One-third to two-thirds. Another contribution to popular culture.

This much enthusiasm over the trivia and minutia of 1ife immediately suggested the poss-
ibility of taking polls on other statistics of the culture. | turned back to the type-
writer and shared the thought with Ed, and then | gave him a few examples of the kind
of questions that might be posed: how many men sit down to pee, if they're in the
bathroom and stark naked anyway? How many people wear their watch to bed? How many
women use half a roll of toilet paper in one sitting? How many women like to rake

their rails over a man's back while they're screwing? | told Ed that I'd bet if we
made a list of a hundred questions and set about taking polls, we could put together a
book that would sell like hotcakes. '

So far Ed hasn't commented on the idea.
I guess one-half of us are interested and one-half aren't.

GENZINE, GENZIWE; WHEREFORE ART THOU, GENZINE?

I mentioned back there that general fanzine fandom was either dead or smelled bad. |
know this must be true, because | smoke three packs of Saratoga cigarettes a day and
can't amell hardly anything.

Some recent fanzines (VOICE OF THE LOBSTER and Bostick's FAST & LOOSE are two) have
chosen to take this subject and drop-kick it around a little. It was interesting to
read all the opinionating. Brian Earl Brown believes that fanzine fandom died about
six years ago, an opinion which would go far toward explaining why | find it odorifer~
ous. Bostick feels that an apa boom has insidiously corrupted the general quality of
fanwriting, an opinion which no doubt will bring shame to such fans as Lon Atkins and
David Hulan for publishing some of the best fanwriting of the last ten years in their




apazines. Seattle John Berry believes that brevity and an unflagging frequency of
issuance are the overriding criteria for a great fanzine, then explains why his all-
time favorite fanzine is LIGHTHOUSE even though it was exceedingly thick and later
issues came out about once a year. Harry Warner thinks the average quality of fan-
writing is unchanged but believes that since the 60's we're lacking in the amount of
first-rate material, which istnteresting a statistical anomaly as l've run across.
Harry also notes his lack of'personal enthusiasm for what he views as a shift of
subject matter toward the visual media in science fiction and the in-person activities
in fandom. Arthur Hlavaty believes that genzines are on the upswing, which is as
close as anyone comes to making the point that the genzine had all but disappeared.
Don Fitch gets justifiably puzzled as to why Bostick would consider apa writing more
ephemeral than genzine writing, but Alan dodges that question with a wiseass remark.
Patrick Nielsen Hayden, who needs an operation to have his name shortened, makes the
astute point that fanwriting succeeds best where it doesn't attempt to cover the same
ground that others trod constantly, as our wordsmithing suffers in the comparison.

Paul Skelton in SMALL FRIENDLY DOG, notes that UK fandom (where the bulk of today's
genzines are coming from) is now going through a phase where it sees itself outnumbered
by the hordes of convention fandom, and the "prime movers' are increasingly being drawn
from the ranks of the new subfandom. The age of convention mania is creeping upon them,
and its nearness is viewed as an indicator that the focal point will back away from the
fanzine and leave it paler as a consequence. Skel muses that it ought to be possible
for the fanzine fans to '"gravitate to the smaller regional conventions where the accent
is more on the social aspects of fandom,' not realizing that the convention fans will
wish the same thing for themselves and for the same reason. Fanzine fans may or may
not be socially oriented, but the same can be said of convention fans (e.g.: hucksters
and smofs aren't necessarily ''social' in their orientation). The two subfandoms over-
lap best where both can enjoy a social setting.

It's my observation (IMHO: In My Humble Opinion; copyright 1952, Dean A. Grennell)
that the overview on the recent evolution of general fanzine fandom hasn't yet been
captured. It's been pecked away at, with some factors noted, but presented out of pro-
portion because of the limited focus.

It's true that postal rate increases came along and kicked fan publishing out of the
reach of many, and caused others to seek it out less frequently. It's true that fan-
publishing attracted the artiste enthusiast of printed graphics, and a sudden eleva-
tion of attentiveness to giving formal recognition for what could be viewed as boffo
performances in a few given areas. It's also true that conventions birthed a giant
subfandom of ‘people who were enthused by the convention itself, who loved the travel
and the widespread associations, adopted it as a social alternative worthy of a major
commitment, and generated a great volume of fanwriting on the subject of conventions
and the social soap opera which is attendant to it. Literacy is obviously at a low
ebb in this country, and one of its most minor spinoffs is a poor recruitment base for
fanzine fandom. Likewise the age of introspection rose up in a great tide and personal
writing attracted its own breed of fan. R

All of this has an effect on fanzine fandom. The apas are left in sturdy condition
because of their capacity to take on the appearance of a party held via the mail. The
personalzine, a potentially enjoyable narcissistic wetdream, becomes a province which
the wordsmither has to share with the flasher and with the enthusiast for social
relevancy.

What got shot down, at least temporarily, is the genzine. Instead of being a focal
point for the playings and posturings of amusingly sccentric personalities, collect-
ively the genzine has taken on the quaint aroma of the high school newsletter.

It's only fair, | suppose. The importance and positioning of science fiction has ebbed
and flowed in fanzine fandom. The fanzine done for the purpose of amusing shticks and



a good play at wordsmithing almost had to be an animal that would go on the Endangered
Species List, and then be found only on preserves somewhere (the largest preserve being
in the UK). This potentially paves the way for the fanzine about science fiction to
take on importance again in fanzine fandom. It would leave the wordplayer to a very
small, incestuous, and generally unsatisfying subset which will dry up and blow away,
at least until the idea of fanzine fun-and-games appears fresh and reborn with some fu-
ture generation of fan. General fanzine fandom has a bad smell right now, but that
will drift away and the next scent to come wafting along may, in its own way, be rem-
iniscent of pulp paper.

However, with regard to aroma, Jackie has a very interesting hybrid perzine/genzine here.
Attractive, pleasant aroma. The deadline for the next blossoming approaches, and a col-
umn installment is due. With all dignity and decorum let us move along to the next
topic, vhich logically will be about --

TIMBER RIDGECOM

In May, Jackie and | threw everything we owned into the back of a U-Haul truck, drove
2300 miles from LA to Louisville, and dumped all these belongings into an apartment in
Timber Ridge. That's what we did. | could make a longer tale out of it, but it's my
policy not to write Pain Stories until my adrenalin has ebbed down to bearable proportions.

Timber Ridge is the name of this apartment complex. It sprawls alone on top of a wooded
hill, part of which is collapsing (not one of the better features which might be deemed
reminiscent of Southern California), and can be accessed by two roads so steep as to
disprove the belief that a straight line is the shortest distance between two points
(the distance may become even longer when these roads get iced up).

There are 144 apartments up on the hill. Each one has a story. This is not one of them,
as basically | suspect they may be uninspiring.

It would make a hell of a place for a convention, though.

Jackie and | have been discussing this, but only when we're drinking. Until this point
we've been developing the idea, nurturing it gently, in anticipation of the day when it
got healthy and we could show it to you. Find out what you thought ‘about it. Listen
to you enthusiastic response.

Well, here we are.

The plan is to shoot for a co-op convention. Co-op is necessary because we can't figure
a way to throw all these people out or somehow entice them to go away for a weekend so
we could have the place all to ourselves. We should let them stay. Basically they
seem like fannish types. Timber Ridge people like to stand or sit around, in anteways
and on steps and against walls and railings, and talk and laugh and hoot while holding
glasses and cans, and many do this throughout the night. Many also keep beer in their
refrigerators, and do so in impressive quantities, to judge by the fresh empties that
each new sunrise reveals. Additionally, they can be divided into their own classifjca-
tions of fan and pro: there are at least four working girls here, as well as their
agent who wears beautifully tailored pink suits which might liven a masquerade if we
hold one.

All of these people have second bedrooms and lots of floor space. Sleeping accomodations
would be no problem. Those few of us who sleep at night could be assigned to the working
girls' apartments, as these are never used on weekends during the midnight shift.

Some of the folks at Timber'Ridge work Saturdays at jobs where they don't smell too good
when they get home at night. This might conceivably be a hardship if they aren't ade-
quately prepared to deal with finding that their bathtubs are filled with beer and ice-
cubes. We must prepare them by explaining the phenomenon of the skinny dipping party
and pointing out the practicalities of their joining us.



Further preparation is required in other areas because we would not be dealing with
hotel mmagement, who of course are prepared for almost anything. Timber Ridge resi-
dents would need to be given explanation or cover std& concerning the notion of experi-
ments in consensual philandering, or they might be disconcerted at finding occasional
''Co Not Disturb'' signs on the doors to their apartments.

We havc a clubhouse with wet bar which will be perfect as a con suite, and there's a

nice long table in there in case someone wants to organize a panel. Right below is a
laundromat, and the dryers operate at an efficiency low enough that we could utilize

them for keeping pizzas warm.

There's a large area, not to mention a tenni- court, which can be devoted to frisbee
throwing. Mithin ecasy walking distance are 24-hour cheap eateries and a drive-in
liquor store that sells beer by the gallon, though getting back up the hill will be
much more difficult. Each building on Timber Ridge, except the one with the clubhouse,
has twelve apartments located on 2% levels, and because each apartment looks alike it

wiil not be difficult to pretend that you're in a large motor hotel.

Spring or Autumn would be ideal for Timber RidgeCon from the standpoint of good weather
to stand.or wander around in. In Autumn you'll see much color in the surrounding woods,
which would be an added fillip, not to mention that we could cut costs by using leaves
tor badges. in the Summer you would melt, and in the Winter you'd never get up the

hill with a gallon of becr.

Let us know how much this swell idea receives your enthusiastic support,and then we'll

set things in motion. Send us your suggestions, too, as there no doubt are many things
which might otherwise go overlooked in approaching such an unusual endeavor.

HYe will await your response.

------------------------------ Dave Locke =~---=-=-=~--u--
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FURTILR JABBERINGS...

Filiing 1p those last few idle moments between the close of the day's activities and
the time L2 nctwvally trundle off to bed generally doesn't lead to anything worth remem-
bering in the harsh light of the next dawn. Exceptions sometimes occur to that rule,
and one happened the other day as I idly flipped through the file cards (rather dog-
cared and shabby from handling) that form Resolution's mailing list. It seemed to me
that a hefty proportion of that stack was filled from margin to margin with densely-
packed lines of notes and jottings. How many, I began to wonder, of those 136 cards
left in the newly-winnowad stack, displayed an entry for every non-apa fanzine I'd
published? It was but the work of & moment (*cough*) to check, and now I know that 20
of you have somehow menaged to get copies of the 14 Dilemmas and soon-to-be-5 Resolu-
tions. A good-sized chunk of the remaining 116 cards were begun with issue 3 through 5
of Dilemma. Considering that I'd begun with a print run of 50 copies, the ldngevity of
readership on the part of so many surprised me. It reassured me, though I'll be darned
if I can e or say why, and I went off to bed that night feeling somehow happier.

During later days I reinforced my resolve to somehow reduce the number of copies I run
but recalling the warm glow of that earlier evening, I got stuck in a quandry that I
still cannot get clear of. Having ruthlessly chopped off some 17 names from the mail-
ing list (and added-annther four *sigh*), I still find myself with Too Many copies to
mail. Passing out issues at conventions, as I'll be able to do more'frequently now,
helps on that score, but still and all, no one in their right mind can look at a postage
bill of some sixty dollars, after expending an equal amount on paper, ink, and stencils,
and see any sense to it. 1In that light, there is simply no way I can remotely hope to
keep to any sort of schedule: publication will have to depend on exactly how much spare
cach I have on hand at any given time. I can only hope that situation will arrive often
enough that Resolution doesn't become one of those "Pcrmerly published" titles in indexes.
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BUONFARK 3 Nov. '79 Available for articles, drawings, **0ld Fanzines**, or $1.00.
Dan Steffan Mimeo, 33 pp. Infrequent schedule.

823 North Vakefield St.

: Like most died-in-the-Twi i, i i
Arlington, VA 92903 S led-in-the-Twiltone fanzine fans, Dan appreciates

wit and intelligence in the zines he reads --"Give me any-
thing to keep from getting bored."-- and is also a part of
the growing segment which decries the current state of fanzines. Ergo BOONFARK, his
attempt to keep alive the traditions and trends that he likes. While I may disagree with
his statement that only one U.S. fanzine is of any worth (MOTA, which I assume is the one
he refers to since its editor is the only one I can think of who puts out a quality zine
and i1s also Dan's "neighbor and can come over and beat [him] up.") -- and it's the number
of U.S. zines I quibble over, not his choice of MOTA as best--he rightfully lauds British
faneditors for putting out the best of the fannish writing seen today, in zines such as
NABU, EGG, and the late MAYA.

So how does BOONFARK match up against the lofty goals that Dan sets for it? In some
areas very well, in others--pretty poorly. First off, Dan makes a basic error in Judge-
ment by stating how ‘familiar he is with fanzine publishing, the Great Zines of Yesteryear,
and the proper techniques he must use in order to achieve similar results., It's sorta
like the kid who puts a chip on his shoulder and dares you to knock it off. TFor all I
know, Dan's correct. He does know what's what in fanzines and can produce top calibre
stuff at will; but he's daring his readers to find fault with the zine he's placed before
them. That's a challenge few fans can resist.

For faults there are in BOONFARK's pPages. Not many, not serious, but still they exist,
and to heed the tone of Dan's editorial, this fanzine should be the Epitome of Fannish
Zines. Good try, Dan; but you didn't quite make it.

Dan lined up an impressive 1list of contributors: Terry Carr (who writes an early 60's
history of Fanoclastic happenings in "Towner Hall"--Ted White's basement mimeo shop in

New York City--and which consists mainly of excerpts from a couple of zines of that era,
with a mere T paragraphs added of original, introductory material. The excerpts were
excellent, as Terry well knew (he wrote a third of it), but insufficient to stand solidly
as History with such skeletally minim al support. Future installments are promised, and

1 do hope they will contain a bit more original wordage.); richard m. brown (with his 14th
Anniversary column, in which he discusses its history, his first encounters with fans and
fandom, the formation of Coventry among LASFSians and its history, runs through his part-
ing from West Coast fandom, and develops into a touching tribute to Ted (Dave McDaniel)
Johnstone-~perhaps one of the best fan eulogies I've ever read.); and Ted White (who

vaxes furious at Phil Foglio, his J##¥ #f talent, and repeated Hugo nominations--an article
severely dated in subject matter and age itself (some 2 Years passed before publication).
Ted then lays out a history of fan awards (Pongs and Hugos) before ending on a despairing
note about the Worth of It All. A short update commends Foglio for removing his name from
further consideration for the Fan Hugos, but otherwise reaffirms the tone of the piece.)

Also included is a tishtly editted lettercolumn which goes even further into the Fan Hugo
discussion before veering into a less-dated topic (meaning more enduring, since it was
pertinent in 'TT7 and is equally so nowadays) ; the woeful state of egoboo for fan artists.

The overall theme of this issue--nostalgia for the dead, fannish past--belies the atmo-
sphere of the very zines Dan wanted to emulate. Fannish fanzines from the 50's and 60's
celebrated the immediate past; events of the last Year, last month, last week~-not 20 year
old anecdotes.

/O



There's nothing wrong with fan history--heck, I dote on items like JoeD Siclari's FAN
HISTORICA or Gary Farber's musings in DRIFT and articles/letters to other fanzines. I
even re-read Harry Warner's ALL OUR YESTERDAYS every 5 years or so, not as a fannish ob-
ligation but because I enjoy the book and its subject; but Dan gave the distinct impres-
sion in his editorial that what he was intending to present in these pages was something
much different from the museum piece we were given. Damn it, I wish he had done what

he promised he would...

ANSIBLE 6 Feb '80 Available for news, trades, 4/60p (Europe), 3/$1 (II.A. and
Dave Langford Africa), and 5/$1 (Australia). I suspect the "usual'' may
22 Yorthumberland Ave. also be welcomed. Offset and mineo, 4pp with a copy of a

Reading, Berks. RG2 7PV TAFF ballot included. No announced Schedule.
ENGLAND While this zine smacks of Pandering to The Public (Dave was a
TAFF candidate when this zine arrived; he has since won and
will be attending Noreascon this Labor Day weekend in Boston), it contains such well-
done wordage that it succeeds in its aim of creating favorable feelings about TAFF and
the two candidates for the '80 race. Actually, being basically a newszine, Ansible
contains little Langford material, but the quality of the writing (and punning) by both
himself and his contributors--some of which was obviously Févtitiéh heavily editted by
Dave) is so high that one cannot help but think well of this Jim Barker...er Langford
chap.

ANSIBLE contains news, letters of comment (though I use the term advisedly), and mini-
articles in reduced-offset, with more up-to-date material in standard mimeo format.
Though the news has a heavilly British slant (which is to be expected), it's still of
value to the overseas fan who wants to have a more direct source of data on English
fandom and events. The rates make it a bargain, indeed.

MAINSTREAM 5 MAY '80 Available for the Usual, or 75¢ each, 3/$2. I[limeo with
Suzle Tompkins & Jerry Kaufman offset covers, 38pp. No announced schedule.

4326 Vlinslow Place North : : 2 A
Seattle, WA 98103 The last zine I'd seen from the Dynamic Duo of fannish

genzines was the last SPANISH INQUISITION. I was quite

WhtL hilfféd su<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>