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COVER by Naaman Peterson

from an idea by me. Dangerously
Destitute
INTERIOR ART by Bob Kellogg, Larry Dick's
Bourne, Dean A. Grennell, Jim Bradley, Dicry 1is edited and published by

Dave Rike, Ralph Rayburn Phillips, Ted
Rasmussen, Arthur Thomson, Plato Jones,
and Williem Rotsler.

ULTRA SPECIAL PHOTO-OFFSET INSERT by
Bob Kellogg.

The Leather Couch...where geis forgot to mention
that he rambles on and on and on and onN........ 3

SFF CON REPORT by Peter graham is the last of the
liohicans and is definitely concluded........... 6

The Observation Ward is fanzine murdersS....... 20

TakE IT AW-A-A-A-A-Y is & poem by Wallace West
in nine stanzas with Kellogg 1110S...ceveveen. 28

THE PSYCHO ANALYST is a rending of a book by the
cheif render, Noah W. McLeod......cvcviuuvnenn 29

20,000 LEAGUES UNDER THE SCALP is an odd piece

which must be read to be depreciated.......... 35
vhoops...larry Stark wrote it..... N

WHY I DIDN'T GO TO FRISCO by Gregg Calxins in

which Peter Vorzimer is tromped on again...... 1805)

SECTION EIGHT is the letter coluwin....c..ce.... 29

The People Who Make OTHER WORLDS by Bob Tucker
and which features the hMajaderc.....c..ceoceen. 61

Second Session is where the editor forgot to
neation that he continues to ramble on and on.63

DER FINAL BLACKOUT is located on the contents
page...in fact, right below.

This is the last page I type this issue. Plain-
ly, this last ish isn't too much to be proud of
from the repro standpoint. I had some trouble
with the stenofax inserts leaking ink through
imperfectly glued seams. Ny fault. The first
page of the Leather Couch was typed without a
cushion...my fault again; it didn't come out
well when duplicated on the Gestetner. I tried
to stretch ink a few times...it don't work well

Richard E. Geis

1525 N.E. Ainsworth

Portland 11, Oregon
UisS. A

\
15¢ per copy, 7 for §1

14
In Britain: §d per copy,
Pilfor 716,
14 for 14/. Send to

Fred L. Smith
613 Great Vestern Road,
Glasgow W.2. Scotland.

at all. I was careless in lining
up the receiving tray and as a re-
sult a lot of offset was not avoid-
ed. The lettering from the guides
is not good. I'm still learning to
use those things on a stencil. The
Nature Notes by Kellogg was done by
him on-stencil and without benefit
of a scope or drawing plate. If you
study it real hard maybe you can get
the idea behind it.

All in all I did precisely what
Grennell and I have been complaining
about in others...I didn't master
the machine before foisting the re-
sults onto you. No excuses.

SCIENCE FICTION REVIEW will be done
in green ink next issue. If you
like it that way it will continue.

Next issue will contain an article
by Damon Knight, an article by Curt
Janke, a book review by licLeod, a-
bout 7 pages of dialogue prozine
reviews by myself, a British News-
letter, and a long letter section.
The cover will be by Kellogg. Need
T say more?

-—-KEG



,-—-«._1-«-
T
S
AR

7 0,
B
o
iy
s

(P4

CENSORSHIP IS A LOUSY THING Especiclly when it strikes into the vitals of our own
: true fandom. 4And especially wien it strikes at me!l
I expect by now &li of you loyal and true PSY fans have written cursing letters to the
Solicitor General in Washington compl: ining about the rank and unjust censorship of my
"Brilliant-but-not—-printed-editorial® which was supposed to be in #18. I wouldn't mind
so much if I hadn't sent the government the only copy I had. If I'd had & cerbon I
would have put a "Sign and pass on" on the buck of it, and sent it Tirst class to e
friend. But...I didn't have a carbon. Sob. I learned a mighty imoortant lesson!

as it is now, I ain't NEVER gornua submit NOTHIN' to them pecples AGAIN. They teke
too long to answer and are just too tco oificial for my taste. Bunch of stuffy pom-
posities. Gr-r-r-r-r-r-r-r.:

nnyone for revolution?

© FABULOUS...A GESTeTuwihk!i!l! I honestliy don't advice anyone to go into & Gestetner

ageney and witness ¢ demonstretion. I honestly don't...
uilless you ot $5C to use as @ down rayment. This is because once you witness the
‘incredible ease of operation and beautiful results, that old mimeo you got in the
basement is going to be like & fat shrewish wife to return to. So tase my advice
and don't go anywhere AEAR a Gestetner agency. Don't even looi in the window at one
because it will intrigue you with its twin cylinders and complicated looking peper-
fead. You will be lost to aBDick forever.

Now, louik at the meemio worik in this issue. This is the first meg I've ever run off
on it, and I made a few mistages. I had a tendency to uider-ink a bit. &s & result
some of the pages are s bit light. But even light they are damned purty. Too, I
go:fed a bit at first in trying to insert the Steno-Faxed il _ustraticns. &g & result
o few of them got parts missing. That's only right...a lot of people think I got a
brein missing.

Also, I used my PICA typer for & lot of the issue because I had the idea that this
elite Remington Noiseless wouldn't type a stencil. I KNEW it wou.an't type & spirit
master, so concluded it was lost as a gtencil cutter too. But I tried it with & typ-
ing plate and a cushion, and...Lo!

THE COVER AND THE TuSERT I hasten to zssure you that the cover wes not done by

Sten-rfax on ¢ Gestetner. would that it was! iope, it
was done by old reliable John o. Swift Co., 2100 Locust St., St. Louis 3, Mo. This is
o free plug because I ap reciate their fast service anc personal interest in the for-
tunes of my publishing.

But back to the cover by Hisiei PETERSON. T thot up tone idea, and he ezecuted it very
aicely indeed. T Lave a large certoon by Naamean coming up in SFR whick was produced

by the same type colleboretion. I reel liwe J.w. Jampoecll. The photo-ofizet insert

py 508 KELLOGG is that cartooned poecn which lie ori ginwcily did for LYRIC, but Jim
pradiey let m2 have it in returu ror letting him buy my Rex-o--Craph. I had been drool-
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ing over the Heather Ale item for months, and he finally parted with it. Aren't
you happy? If you'd like to see more of these Kellogg illustrated poems, write me -
and say so realoud. Incidentally, Bob has the cover for next issue, the first ish
of SFR.

AnD SPEAKING OF SCIENCE FICTION REVIEW.... After much soul-searching and examina-
3 A ) T w tion of my navel, I have decided to
make it a bit more elaborate that I had planned. In going over my prospective con- -
tents pages for the coming issues, I was only mildly surprised to note that each is-
sue called for 24 pages of material. This was bad because I had announced a 16 page
magazine. I had to admit that I couldn't adequately cover the science fiction field
to my satisfaction in less than 24 pages (counting covers) and still stay month ly.

A 16 page biweekly is not to my liking. So...... for better or for worse the price
is raised to 15¢ and the pages to 24.

The magazine is to be nice and snazzy with a photo-orfset cover, two articles or
columns per issue, my own four to six pages of promag reviews in dialogue, a British
Newsletter by Fred L. Smith, a New York Newsletter (I hope...still dickering), a book
review by Noah kicLeod, and a long letter secticn. This last item, the letter section,
is a virtual must in any mag I edit, and after reading over this issue's letters, I
expect you'll agree that SFR without a place for faus to blow off in would be a sad
thing indeed.

. But there is a fly in the rosy ointment...one which will cause many to level the ter-
rible charge of 'Dirty Pro' at my not humble head. Briefly, I am not going to trade
SFR.

"No trading for SFR..... DID YOU SAY NO TRADES??7?7?"

Right. Everyone will receive a copy of the first issue of SFR, but after that it is
money or else...unless you are a contributor. I'll be all too busy with 24 pages a
month to bother with a complicated trading system, and I refuse to go all for all.

I am going to review fanzines in A BAS, so if you want to send review copies, fine.

I intend to sub to those zines without which I cannot live. Putdownthatbrick!! --REG
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I awoke four hours later at 10 o'clock. The morning was almost ruin-
ed for me by the loss of the $48, and as soon as I dressed I went up to
903 to see if there were any further developments.

when I arrived Mac had just gotten up, and Boob was in the process of
waking up. sac hadn't quite gotten around to telling Stewart about the
missing money, so when we did it was quite a shock to him. fve all pored
over the list we'd made the night before, and decided that one particular
fan who had been alone in the room twice was our most likely suspect; we'd
found him alone in the room once after opening the door with our key--evi-
dently he'd come in with the cleaning woman. We found out later, of course
that the "suspect" was entirely innocent on all counts.

Terry and I decided to come right out and tell the management what
had happened--to throw ourselves on their mercy, so to speak. I still had
at that time about $20, so I could still pay a large part of the bill.

The Assistant Manager was quite nice about it. He told us that we
could pay what we could now, and he would send me a billfor the remainder.
That was fine with us, so we told him that when we checked out that after-
noon we would do that.

In the Monterey Room Ellison came up to me and asked in he could use
my clipboard. hen asked why, he replied that he was going to make the
nominating speech for Detroit at the business session which was due to
start in a few minutes and he wanted it to make notes on and to use while
making the speech. Just think--Harlan Ellison wanted to use my clipboard!
Go sh-wow !

When I came to the convention, and for all the months before, I had
definitely planned on voting for Cleveland for the 1955 con-site. This
was the intention of everyone in our group of fans from San Francisco, and
try as we might, we could not think of anyone else who would put in a bid.

Then, at the convention, Detroit was found to be in a whirlwind cam-
paign for the '55 choice. I still had planned to vote for Cleveland, but
rumors ran rife that the Cleveland group had split up; there was no organ-
ized club in Cleveland capable of putting on a convention; Nick and Noreen
Falasca, who were from €leveland and who were to make the bid, were dirty
dogs and didn't know what they were doing; and so on. Gradually my feel-
ings began to sway toward Detroit and once there they stayed. I made a



lot of friends at the con from Detroit---George Young, Art Rapp, Rog 3ims,
Harlan Ellison, and many others who were all for Detroit; 1little wonder I
was swayed. Harlan Ellison's inclusion in the for-Detroit group may seenm
a little peculiar as he lives in Cleveland, but he was one of the most ar-
dent "anti-Cleveland" persons at the con. He said that he knew from ex-
perience what the Cleveland Clubs were like---a bunch of bumblers. This
"knowing from experience" angle impressed a lot of people, including myself.

Fortified with rumors, when I met the Falascas for the first time I
thought them decidedly unpleasant people; but it must be realized that they
would've had to have been angels or better to overcome the effects of all
the rumors floating around.

The two cities are not more than 200 miles apart. My vote, and that
of most others at the SFCon, was not decided cn a "Who is closest?" basis.
Rather, on the number of friends we had from the cities concerned, and the
impressions they made on us. The Detroit delegation had made a good im-
pression; the Cleveland delegation was almost non-existent. The general
consensus of all opinion, - from Friday onward, was that Detroit would win
by -a landslide.....I could find few people who were planning on voting for
Cleveland. It was in this state of mind that the convention rolled aroud
to the business session on s#onday...called to order by Anthony Boucher.

There were a long series of motions and discussions regarding future
location and finance for conventions. I won't go into detail because by
now most of you know these from other reports and from the Clevention Bul-
letins. Boucher then announced that the next item of business would be
the voting on the next con-site. Nominations were requested. No one seem-
ed anxious to be first to make a nomination----there were to be at least
three; besides Cleveland and Detroit, Don Donnell had been propagandizing
to a large extent "Buffalo (N.Y.) in '55" with campaign buttons, yet. This
was an extremely dark horse, though, and no one expected Buffal to win.

Boucher then declared a ten-minute recess. 1 went over to where Ell-
son was sitting and listened in on the campaign strategy. hs soon as the
meeting was called to order again Ellison was going to stride majestically
up to the rostrum with "WELL, SINCE NOBODY ELSE SEEMS TO WANT TO MAKE 4
NOMINATION, WE WILL."

The session was soon called together and
the doors to the Empire Room closed and locked.
Boucher again asked far nominations. Ellison
half-ran up to the rostrum muttering: "Well—
since—no—-one—else—wants-to-make-the-bid—we-
might-as-well." The effect, I needn't add, was
ruined.

Ellison, when he gave back my clipboard,
left his notes on it, so I can reconstruct his
speech somewhat better than the others. He
announced that they had two hotels lined up,
one of which had actually lowered banquet pric-
es at the July 4th regional con, that they
‘were trying for H. L. Gold as Guest of Honor,
that Auction pics would be matted and framed
at no extra cost, that they could get a free
trip through a local brewery, and a somewhat
ambiguous statement to the effect that while




everything would start on time, there would always be plenty of time for
évery event! On hearing this, Boucher chuckled to himself.-

The next bid was made by Don Howard Donnell for Buffalo, New York. He
‘started out with a statement to the effect that ¥“Some people don't think
IS 158 JSER O S 0 LG aiel- 1, s et This preceeded a well-prepared and
’ well-done speech, including letters from Chambers of
Commerce and such. His bid was seconded by another L.A.
fan whose name escapes me who also read some letters of
4 the type from Important People.

Then Noreen Falasca made her bid. Hers was tthe
moSiHasens iiles sshie) SSEateds =i oht < ot by * sayane: she
would dispense with letters from VIPs and such,
as_they don't really matter....what matters is

that she thought she had a good group and
could put on a good con. -

Her bid was seconded by EEEvans, who m&de
a rather unfair digtat théiBaffalo ar&rBekroit
e+ vuUps by saying that ¥...a convention should be run by
a group of mature people; and in my mind Cleveland Is
that group.¥ I didn't like that myself, and neither did
many other people (including Harlan Ellison, who reacted
QUL te Vil ol e tit s iy .

The Sergeants-at-4Arms then passed out slips of pa-
per for the votes and there was a short time allowed for
thinking it over before the votes were to be ccoliedted.
I wrote Detroit on mine as I'd been thinking all during
the con. I heard somebody say then, to my left, U Ghod,
; I wouldn't vote for Detroit---look who'll be Chairman---
Eilison!t '

I hurried ovér-to the Detrarlt contingent and asked who would be Chair-
man, then, and found it would probably be Roger 8ims or soineone of like
caliber, but certainly not Ellison. I returned with this information to
the questioner, but it didn't seem to make him want to change his vote.

hs soon as the votes began to be counted the outcome was obvious ;
Cleveland by a landslide in one ballot.

4 few minutes later I heard that 3am Moskowitz was looking for me, as
I had been saying I wanted to buy a copy of The Immortal Storm, and he was
looking for buyers. I found him and we went up to his room where I bought
the last copy of the 24 he'd had airmailed from the publishers...air-mail-
ed because they'd been completed only a few days before the con. It seems
that he gets $1 out of every %5 per copy he SIciNESRReTEE o 5t - 3 Srisaid- atgliTu
the publishers he gets nothing. - He considers it a labor of ChRer: G al.,
and doesn't care much about ‘the money. He also told me that his next vol-
une would be probably on the period between the ending of The Imimortal
Storm and Pearl Harbor, which was quite an eventful and quite en important
PlEriled o tien—sy.n ok Sall 1s a tallish sort of man with a megaphone voice,
black hair and a personality that can pnispse deseritbed "as jeharming. . «.. he

was very polite about the way he shooed me out of his room after my chat
with him.

It suddenly came to me in a flash that I'd better eleelk: " Blfts Apeit ty

the group putting on the con. She ventured..



quickly, as check-out time (4 o'clock) was approaching. I grabbed Terry
from the crowd in the Empire Room and we went down to the lobby to do the
job. When I was in line at the cashier's window and about to be waited on
I was suddenly called over to the Assistant Manager's desk where Terry was
waiting:

"Did you have your money in an envelope?" he asked. "I said yes and
he rushed off around a pillar. Ve waited a few moments and talked with
Noreen Falasca who told us some very tentative plans far the Clevention...
The 4Lssistant Manager came back. "How much money was in the envelope?"
"Forty-six dollars," we answered. He handed us the torn envelope we had
put the money in and we breathed an audible sigh of relief. It seemed
when closing the door once after making an inspection to see 1if 1t was
between the two doors, it had fallen flat and been pushed under the
other door as I closed the door on my side. The people in 905 were honest
and had given the money to the cashier the day before. The hotel had only
just then connected the two events.

Lfter thanking him profusely, Terry con-
tinued talking to the Falascas while I paid the
cashier the money, and then we were off to
round up lMac and Boob to get our luggage out of ft

£

,,.,-/

the room. This we did in guick time and moved
it all into Frank Dietz' room. Frank again was
being a good Samaritan; not only were Terry,
Boob and I leaving our luggage there, but I was
to spend the night there again after the mas-
querade. Again---Frank, you are a winner.
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4fter dinner I suddenly realized I'd not
even started something I1'd planned for Frid ay
night: a tape.recording to %Walt Willis. Vlalt
is in the peculiar position of being able. to
hear tapes, but not to record back--he tried it
once on a tape I1'd sent him and it didn't re-
cord for some reason. Besides that, he borrows
a taper to listen and has qualms about record-
igno - prgntHgE Fthe ! shopnowier.
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I'd intended to get Bloch, 4ackerman, the
Evanses and Kyle on it along with anyone else
he'd met at the Chicon or had met personally at
all. On thinking back this is an awfully nar-
row-minded selection..... I'm sure he would have
Fiked® bo slisten~to Ant sRapps Les Colej and sev= i
eradissrther fengat- the ~gon, Lk - \
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. I hurried into the lobby, found Bloch, and
asked him if he would do the recording...... I g
spoken to him once or twice before about it. He
said that he didn't have the time then, -and to
see him later about it. :

D//k

I then cornered Forry .sackerman. le went up to Frank Dietz' room
where I had my machine, and found indy Nowell, the 48 hour fan, 1in the
bathroom putting on his make-up for the ball. indy had a terrific "cos-
tume" consisting of green face and hands, white hair and a mundane busi-
nigeis, S il He really did a tremendous Jjob on that and almost stole the



awards away from the llasquerade Ball winners...he won an honorable mention
at.that,

Forry recorded for about five minutes and then cut off so I could get
someone ‘€lse on. He and I left, and while leaving the elevator en a floor
1 found EEEvans and his wife T, D. Hamm. They came up and did two or three
minutes. hfter that I got John Magnus for slightly longer. Magnus had
qualms abou{ recording ad-11b, so he made careful notes of what to say be-
fore he came on.

I noticed then that it was tiase for the Ball. So down went Magnus and
I to the transformed Fmpire Room. The doors had Just been opened and Turk
sgurphy and his band were still warming up. Marphy all night was tremen-
dous; I don't care much for Dixieland music, but I'm telling you that if
Turk Murphy plays anything, I'm going to listen.

Lbout 8:30 Bob Bloch, .nthony Boucher, Vampira, and I believe, Ev Gold
started judging the costumes. Each person in costume would walk acress a
space 1n front of the band and the judges either told them right away they
were disqualified or gave them a number. Many interesting and beautiful
costuames were seen tnere: Karen inderson took the cake with a beaytiful
Bergey-girl costume, although she had Virgil Finley painted on her steme
ach. Others included Roxanne Crossley in a leopard outfit--entirely sexy;
Jessica somebody as Space Lust; . .a real babe in a black costume as Outer
Space--beautiful but cold; Pat Scott and Beverly ? who came, respectively,
in black and white skin-tight dancing tights which gave the impression
that they had nothing on from the waist down. Pat Scott was the subjeect
of some confusion; Terry danced with her and said she was real smooth, but
Ellison, ah...Ellison: "Eh. 4 real nothing. Lotsa hip movement, but noth-
ing else.. Lotsa hip movement." :

I sampled the two bowls of punch residing in the llonterey Room. One
was plain fruit juice, but the other was fruit Juice mixed with vodka,



They were both gone before the party was a quarter over.

.The judges picked a trio of beautiful dolls, but had to disqualify
Karen inderson because she was a member of the Convention Committee. There

were two guys 1n space suits there. One was an LHir Force man and he com-
mented on the other's, a kid from Burbank, by saying: ¥That's the most
realistic thing I've ever seen.? It did look real good.

"Wie are property...Ellison's property." ---Ellik.

When the Ball was breaking up I asked Ellison up to record some to
Willis. He talked for about five minutes and was followed by about a min-
ute of Terry Carr who violently disagreed with what Ellison said. Harlan
had stated that he thought this SFCon was the worst con he'd ever attended
...the pros were hidinger than ever, cliquder than ever; the hotel was
the worst ever (agreed) ; the attendees were a bunch of hangers-on types
"...glorifying a punk little fan like me..." and a bunch of blotters. il
disagree on all counts, but since this was my first TWorld Con I don't
think I'm privileged to say.

lastier;, - thedphone “szang. It was Dietz. He had taken Pat Scott home
and had come back to the hotel and found that all persons without room
keys were not being allowed back into the hotel.  Since I had his key he
was frankly regarded as a freeloader by the hotel and was only being allow
ed to make this call. He came up a minute later followed by the house
dick and the issistant Mansger, who walked in right behind him. They saw
me and Terry reading, and Ellison asleep on the bed. Terry;leht for heme
immediately, taking his lugpgage with him, but I had planned on staying.in
Frank's room that night and my bags were still there. Ellison, being a-
sleep, was more of a problem.

Howse2dick: ~UCVmar, get up."
Ellison: "Murblegezzerupub...wha'?" Rubbing of eyes.
H-d: "C'man, get up. You're getting out.™
HE: "Whawhaywha'?"
H-d: "You're getting out!" -
Ellison: (catching on) "OH, oh, oh...yeah, waidaminnit."
H-4: "C'uMON, BUD---QUT'"
HE: "Hdey, I haven't done anything. You can't put me out of here. I'm
just visiting this friend of mine, you can't
Rl b.Mewelit = Beor gosh sakes, this is .2 hel-
luva hotel---"
e *hssistant. Managery pointed his'.
finger at the now-sitting-up Harlan.
"Look, bud...you got a room here?"

"Yhhy, no, but..."
The house dick all but grabbed
Ellisdmaahds shriew. himiowt.«. "This

guy's been causing trouble be-
fore."

Shocked expression on Elli-
son.

e imearl, saeus., < ol "

Realizing the futility of



43 @l 1% Meah © yiels, okay. Lenme ge' my coat." Harlan
was still half-asleep. HEEs . Loek, you canii ce stk
T oM o« AHUmYE T rieetetitisZien = you icant just -theow.me out
hichF i st Spieistiinme this I hitend: :0of .mine, . fep. cripest
sake, I gatta right to---" : '

Sleid dirp !

The two men followed Ellison and myself out of the
room. I could see frenk pointing at my recorder and
nodding, and I knew he'd keep all my luggage until the
following day.

Wle got into the elevator. "Floor please. gl for
down?"
HE: "Up = 1"
H-d4: "Down."
HE: "Zeventeen, please."
H-d: "Down!"
rllison: "i'm going to the Convention Suite! You- -cagalst @6, thi s
to me." The elevator started downward. "I'm a member of this convention ,

and---"
ETieegsnzention!'s “over ; 'buddye"

LThie Congrént iiona@emmitt ce i selEian t nell thteshetel tyet .- | “For eryin! Jout

loud, ‘I can tell you there'll never be another science fiction convention
here!" -

"That's for sure."

"Iook, I'm going up to the Convention Suite and talk to the Chairman
about  thisgl

The doors opened....

"Ml ean't do. thirs T torwsh « Wle were Just visiting this-friend: of ours

and - yousegme ehlanesandit N '
Qut dnisitheafoyer . fus

IS E hEeh 1S Lo slei N i S SROGI:. We've got a right to see a friend of
ours, I'm registered at another hotel, I'm not going to stay here tonight
for  danaNshrel: . "

Down the stairs....

s adSSE U a ST SR w R EN S O Us@eint i@ o Sbhi S 'te me, the. Champer  of
Commere e millEShieat s S HOUE ~thass - Tin FeElfksmioFaion s by yge silyow ean !t @@~ this to
us. I'11 put in a complaint, the Convention Committee will take care of
you - bl EeibEite:

et e N SIGIEET T e '

"...and for gosh sake is there a law against seeing a friend of yours?
You'd tiiink we'd comwitted a terrible crime or something..." mumbleumble..
"...fuggheads burblegeebisheizen largenholeand no subtanew Dimensions.... "

Uinkaue ]l Zlols. .

I aaEad=ce shrimes juistesieer e fritend Tand. . .\ imumnble . ..SFCon ‘blacklist-"

e ol

"...farishwisha never woulda happened innDetroit....™



"Harlan."
.xiubygixubxgcdte cervuyt falasca putemupta this...what?"

"Harlan," I said, I was planning on steying in Dietz' room tonight...
but you see what happened to that. D'you think you could give me flocr
space over in your hotel tonight?"

"Oh, sure, Rete, : fine. I1'll find out.what the other three ‘guys . in
our single have to say, but I'm sure it'll be 211 right."

‘So that's how I spent the night with Herlan Ellison. I also spent it
with George Young, John Magnus, and -Roger Sims. They'd utilizea a very
clever method of sleeping in a double bed; you merely reanove the mattress,
and some sleep on that While the rest sleep on the covered spring unit.

Thus ended the convention, and thius ended Mondey.
Vve all awoke Tuesday morning at © or .so and made plans to get out.

Then Ellison decided he was going to call his mother in Cleveland. ie
called the hotel switchboard and asked for the 1long-distance opera-
tor. snd he asked again. ind 4LGaLIN. Finally he got her and asked
to put through a collect call to his mother. .  "Name, please?" He answered
b RERclt N RErRdieant ~Fl lixgon 1 Of course he wasn't registered for the room
arige: the hotel clerk ‘ :
might be listening, but
that was all right.

The gl didn't igo
through--his mother was
not there or something.

"Gee," said Har-
lan,"I love my mother."
de walked over to the
bathroom where Rog Sims
was shaving. "You hate
your mother!" he saigdg,
and walked back. Rog
came- out of the bath-
rooia with a wha-wha?
expression on his face.

We had to leave by
twos, of course, and we
figured on the day - clerk
not knowing who thenight
@isemis Miad Srelbasine,  Sims
and 1 walked through
ey Heblys ¢ sehie, bt ting
quietly, when we were
aadsisedioy « the person at
the desk. Rog was al-
ready out the door, but
I was caught. I walked
back to the speaker.




"sre you registered with those boys in 314°?"
Innocent expression. '"Why, no."
ghsssa TMrs ghit, &L Thahlatrote™

I walked out into the street where Sims was waiting. Why'she (6 ralio kY. o
ask me where I was registered I1'll never know. Rog and I went to the
Drake Hotel which was the rendesvous for our whole group.

Ellison arrived a half-hour later and we all went to breakfast across
the street at Tiny's. Just before ordering,
Ellison remembered he'd left something in the
hall of the hotel they'd checked out of that
morning. He told us to order a waffle for
him and left. He came back later to find us
all about to eat,; with his waffle there wait-
denor lCMENNC e R A SRS - enK,  saidd  WTee “hard."
and sent the waitress back with it. Things
like that make ne believe that Ellison's goal
in life is making people notice_him.

Ywe'ate a liesurely breakfast. lagnus was
busy reading WMi:D comics and laughing 1like
el SEEEeINE abous v hthe, .- Time | Frides or
Sa el st e 6 BT ERISestz , - dn'i803 , had
gotten the 1idea that he wanted some dope.
Vorzimer, Carr, et al head sent him cdown to
some room, hon-fannish, on the third floor
with the info that a peddler was there. ©Gatz
had come back with the succinct comment: "He
saidghe didn't have any more." Heih courlidnidt
understand why we laughed.

4fter the Dbreakfast broke up I went up
Cemibacigzas - room agein. . The phone rang and - my
mother asked for me. 3She had gotten the num-
ber from Terry and wanted to know when I
Wwould be home. fRalskegiiver to pick me up:at
; Siamime. I went with Frank, then, over. to the
hotel with Ellison, Magnus, Sims and Young where they were now staying. Js
soon as we got there they started a card game. I watched for an hour or
then went to Frank's room, packed my stuff, and returned to chat with them.

My mind was obsessed with the idea taat 1 wouldn't be seeing them a-
gain®Bora long times: :

5 pm rolled around. I said farewell to the guys and left.

Thus ended Tuesday, end thus ends the report. The SFCon was great fun.

---Peter Graham.
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VAGABOND #1, edited and published by John W. Ilurdock, ¢/o Henry Moore Studio,
214 East 11th Street, Kansas City 6, Mo., and Jin White, 77703 Rosewood Ave.,
Los Angeles 36, Calif. '

4 48 page itea which boasts very nicely done aineography, nice layout,
and...and...well, some of the naterial is readable. 4And, too, there is one
other facet of the zine which is extremely commendable: the amateur approach.
Now, most beginning faneds will ambitiously set up a price for their mag, quote
subscription rates and generally make like Big Publishers. Not so with these
two fans. John and Jim have set up the magazine as a strictly amateur effort,

. charge nothing for it, and have continued in tle amateur spirit by putting the
name of the zine in small caps at the bottom right on the cover. The only oth-
er information on the cover is the date and issue number. This realistic at-

.titude I find entirely wholesome and refreshing. I only wish other beginning
fan editors would emulate it. ‘hen their magazine has improved enough to war-
rant a price and when they have demonstrated an ability and a sense of respon-
sibility in publishing, I expect the publishers of thls magazine to charge for
their effort. Certainly they should. I have nothing but praise for this ap-
proach to amateur publishing.

And now to the massacre. The cover, by Henry Asbell, is a trite bit of
amateurish drawing showing a remarkably stocky man with a stick and bindle look-
ing over.the crest of-a hill at a futuristic.building. -In the sky are the in-
evitable spaceships. I suppose the drawing 1s supposed to illustrate the title
of the magazine.

The editorials are all written this issue by John Murdock, and a horrendous job
he does of them. Take the editorial titled "Of Reviews And Reviewers". In this
one ilardock deplores the reviewers whom he describes as "spoil sports": those
who rip and tear at a story and infer that anyone who enjoys it is a moron. Mar-
dock maintains that these reviewers forget that tastes differ. He seems to not
recognize that a reviewer is not especially interested in "taste" appeal, but
writing quality and technique. I'd best quote some of this fellow to show how
he reasons. He says: "To me, the essential thing in stf literature is not how well the
story is written, or how high a literary value it mey have, but hew the story is told." "Give
me a story, no matter how badly written, that is interesting and I'll be satisfied."
Haw! How in hell can a story be intemsting and still badly written, I'd like
" to know. Or, if it is badly written, how can it be interesting? Obviously if
a story can interest a reader, keep him reading...then by definition such a
story is well written.

Murdock then goes on to moan about a fellow who was watching a Robin Hood



movie and stood up in the audience and shouted "Look at the telephone
polesi!" Mr. Murdock decries this as ruining the movie for others. MNr.
sMurdock prefers the "Boost;, don't knock!" attitude. Probably he thinks
thits L iffle of ourns: “zssizhe best of all possible worlds. I expect he is hav-
ing cat-fits over this review.

In "Alas, A1l Stagnatlng" Jim Tibbetts, Jr. writes a remarkably fog-
gy article which is-replete w1th illogic and shallow thinking. I am forced
to quote this crap.

"Gone are the fiends and rayguns of’yestéryear, along
with many ill-construected stories. Unfortunately,
missing along with these, however, are the fresh out-
look, the new ideas and the desire for entertainment
of the reader.

"We have instead slick paper, trimmed edges, symbolid
covers, blotchy and often meaningless inside illos,
and well-written stories.

"Yes, the story you will find in the current ASF, for
example, is generally well-written and clever in con-
tent. It'is also apt to put you to sleep..."

The patent idincy of these statements 1s enough, 1 think. No need for
me to point it out.  But leave me quote more of this wondrcus prose.

"If somebody decides to invade planet, he must nev-
er be foiled by a bang on the snoot. No, he must be
QR Oy L Lhea Ty . Jerea ot bisra s e p 1 e’ of “cere-
bral maneuvers, which leave him in utter confusion.
What a shame that our writers and editors cannot de-
vise a mental solution for today's threats of Commun-
1 s, . pOvEE by "ang® ritolerans es!

I wonder how many invasions have ever been foiled by a bang on the
snegl . dine pedl 1 if e24Con MERvion pileshuire " Ulie: intrepid spy in the inner: cipel e
of the dictator's friends? He marches up to the eader, floors him with a

1eft"heok; ®*8nd "woosh, *the #nvaSaen i sifedidled v TYeahi - This business :of
solving all the world's problems by ACTION hasn't worked at all worth a
damn in 211 of man's recorded history. But Tibbets can't be blamed for

thinking like most peop.e, I guess.
Mark Schulzinger fills up two pages-

Donald M. Grant and Gary labowitz manage to ‘'review" at least twelve
books in two pages. I sure do wish they'd tell me how they do it. I
couldn't review a book in less than three piges. Not and do a halfway ade-
SUiaEel Siessof s by

Stan Woolston, in "Makeup Problems" does a creditable job of tell-
ing something of value to beginni g faneds. I might add:that in all the
time I've been pubbing a fanzine, the one thing that has slowly seeped into
my brain ‘is that if a thing is worth spending lots of money and time on, it
is worth doing well so that in the end you have something to be proud of.
T?ls may sound like a rather trlte homi 1y, sbat "Et-ds ce“talnly true for all
ofl that.



Jane Keith doés a_poem titled "The Spaceman"; "With Apologies To Ru-
pert Brooke" is added below the title. ©She should also apologize to the
readers.

A round robin story written by G. M. Carr, Olive lMorgan, Emily Thomp-
son, Isabelle Dinwiddie, and Orma McCormick runs to seventeen pages. Oh,
my God....

Richard Sand writes 24 pages about "Is BIG Good?" He had nothing new
to say on the subject.

G.d. Edwards presents .some amateur science fiction. Lsnt Sthat nice
of him? :

George T. lietzel, Raleigh E. Multog's penname, 1s nepresented by
"Howard Phillips Lovecraft In The Amateur Press." I cannot help but feel
that this sort of thing has an extremely limited audience today.

Ah....the fanzine reviews. By Keith Brandon. This guy likes FANFIC-
TION and does not like WAD. I would estimate that Keith has been reading
fanzines for maybe three or four months now and that naturally makes him a
competent reviewer. Think of all the background he has. 1 weep.

But' I suppose that when you have a lot of energy and paper as do Mr.
surdock and ir. Vhite, you must fill up the blank space with something.

I wonder if two -co-editors have ever produced a distinctive fanzine?

OBLIQUE #2, edited and published by Clifford Gould, 1559 Cable Street, San
Difeae? SyCaltifonnia. - 107" ‘copy.

This has a nicely done cover by Jay Johnson and an exceptionally good
logo. The cover reproduction process is some sort of photographic effort;
I shudder to think of the editor, or anyone, slaving in the darkroon, mak-
ing each and every copy by exposing the paper in the enlarger, timing it,
dipping it In the developer, timing that, slipping it into the stop bath
-and thence into the fixer (all this has taken three to five minutes al-
ready), finally washing the whole batch for an hour, Then, of course, the
things have to be dried flat...a hundred copies at least....individual at-
tention every one€.... God. If that is the case someone must really be a
devoted fan.

The contents page flatters me no end since it looks to be a copy of
the contents page of PSY, complete to the editorial comment concerning
each item. However, it lacks the little touches of humor that I put in
P5Y's page. Be different, Clifford, be different.

In the first issue of OBLICUE, Gould penned a take-off on-ilatheson's
style of writing which was very well done. 1In this issue, as a result of
much flattery from the readers, he has attempted to immitate another styl-
ist in the ranks of science fiction with "More Than You MA&N", subtitled
"The Eternal Neofan." But apparently Cliff isn't too sure he did a good
job of it because he takes no chances on the reader not perceiving whose
style is being satirized; he adds the pertinent information "Scribed In
The Style Of Sturgeon" below the illo and title. But this effort, too,
is quite good, though perhaps not as well thought out...or it could be
that Sturgeon's style is not as naturally suited for adaptation to fan-
nish satire.



"Exempt" by Jan Jansen is an interesting discussion of Pete Vorzimer's
article in the previous issue which stated that the Big Name Fans had a fan-
nish 'duty' to contribute to neozines. Jansen worries the question about
for three pages but never comes to grips with it; he doesn't really do much
‘of anything but give possible points of view. Still it is the best item in

the is'sue. P e

Larry Walker does an EarlyRayThompson column. -That is, he wastes three
pages saying he doesn't know how to write a column. Growl....

Larry bourne is a fan I know personally...I see him about once a week.
Fortunately, I'm bigger than he is. So I feel relatively safe in giving my
honest opinion of his "Bourne: Into Fandom," a column, I guess, which at-
tempts to be oh-so-cute-and-humorous and fails...miserably. Larry takes the
word "Fugghead" and tries to be clever. I won't reirain from saying that
he demonstrates a remarkably well-developed inclination to write very super-
ficially.: That's the polite way of “saying it.

"Tips For The Editor Of A Trufanzine" by larry Anderson is mildly in-
teresting and certainly a fair enough discussion of what can contribute to
the "success" of a fanzine; worth reading for the solid truth presented.

One point, though:-his truth is relative to his definition of a "successful"
fanzine. Anderson was thinking of Vorzimer in large part when writing this
article, 1 believe. . :

- Fred Malz contributes about 3,000 words of article titled "How Green
Was iy Valley." I am lost in admiration at the originality of that title.
He rambles for a page or so about the ranch his family owns, then gets down
to describing his trials and tribulations concerning receiving mail, his
adventures with the unseen postman in the area, his efforts to construct a
mailbox...oh, it's good fun, interestingly written.

Lnd the letter section finishes off the zine. Walt %#illis is present
with faint praise, a monstrous pun, and some pertinent comment on the Vor-
zimer article in OBTIQUE #1. Then, at the end of the letter section, when
1 say the same thing as-Walt, I get the full force of the Gould arguments
re BNF 'duty' contributions. ' L guess I am not yet a fannish Ghod one can-
not ever offend. Of course, I did csay what Walt said a bit more, ah...firm=
1y,< but that shouldn't have made the difference...should it?

THE POOR STUPID FOOL

Though Willie used to cranch and skren,
Vasten, blesh, and cranch again,

His playmates thought him rather sguarish:
Willie couldn't even Varish.

——-from "wldes .To "4, Gt Liditnkery"

——Charlie Harris
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"How come you-do thees thing, Geis? How come?"



TAKE IT AWA-A-A-p-Y

Dear bims and dear BEMS of the E.3.F.4.,
I'd like to discuss my new plot.

But lawyers record every word that I say e b o
They Hnsifss T thatPtaliEipliot I Mmist not! T, .

Every last word of prose, whether better or worse,

Is counted and twice copyrighted.

But I've found me a loophole -- I'll do it in verse

And I'm sure that you'll all be delighted. - (Applause)

I won't give any secret material

About -how I struck oil on the IHoon.

I'm saving all that for a twenty-part serial
That 1s coming, I hope, very soon.

1 can't even mention wy coming excursion

To the place where they soup up the stars.

And I'm dying to tell you the straightforward version
Of my red-headed bird-girl from lars.

£11 that you will read of -- but here's something nice
(If it won't cause undue apprehension.) -
I've perfected a galaxy-shaking device:

My Dimension-Ascension invention.

ks every fan knows, the dimensions are endless.

They are purple, transparent and green.

They are all shapes and sizes, both plastic and bendless
End many strange things in between.

My device uses ethero-matic transmission.
It shiftsiJust by setting a bHead.

It's powered by mental electronic fission,
And brings in whatever you need.

For example, you're lost out in space and need air:
Set “the*diat For LUNGS: Without fail

It will scan the dimensions for one that can bear
The stuff that you need to inhale!.

I want no reward for this masterful feat,
Though the brainwork involved was no joke.

I did it for Bergey, through kindness of heart,
b0 his beautiful gals wouldn't choke.

— WALLACE  WEST



HELL'S PLVEMENT was produced by joining two stories published in
different magazines some years apart, and reworking and amplifying
the resulting hybrid. It certainly shows signs of being a graft
hybrid, and some of the added matter is only loosely connected with
the plot and might well -have been left out. with no loss to the
story. :

The plot of HELL'S P.LVEMENT falls into two distinct portions, separ-
ated by several generations. The first and shorter portion (and in
my opinion much the better handled), deals with the invention by Dr.
Ripslseaisrafpdievicenrfor « MAndue ingssinhibitory hallucinations ' in the
criminally insane. It is highly effective, rendering dangerous
maniacs harmless. But the government votes to apply it to every-
body, with the result that all effective opposition to the ruling
ciligisisEs e egises).

The second part of the story, dealing with the misadventures of one
srthur Bass, an apprentice clerk in a department store, takes place
150 years later. Lrthur is completely immune to inhibitory hal-
lucinations and has sense enough not to reveal it. He is fired
from his job for a series of minor mishaps and escapes from his
howme community of Glenbrook.

He has been taught since childhood that there are no humans outside
of Glenbrook, only demons. In Darien he finds humans, but instead
of the rigidly puritanical culture of Glenbrook,, he finds that Dar-
ien is a ‘"wide-open" town whose life centers about gambling halls
and brothels. He spends the evening first in the company of Flor-
ence, a married woman with a wandering husband, then with .snne 5il-
vier ytanvimfluential pevernment sofficial. Losing contact with 4nne,
arthur decides to bring the people of Darien and Glenbrook together.
He  sBarts - a- - fire,  is deteetedy, and: then rescued by laudermilk,
whom he recognizes as a high Glenbrook official.

laudermilk reveals himself as an important member of a secret soci-
etyof people immune to inhibitory ‘hallucinations and offers to en-
roll irthur in an underground university where he can acquire a
real scientific education. Arthur accepts, but after a few months
he is off'ered an assignment as a secret agent.

Lhmerieaysiisy Splitt EHEg. “a  rEEnBET Y¥oT ' small < Bovernmental units,
each centering around a great merchantile trust, and the popula-
tions are divided into three castes: "Stockholders", "Executives",
ardsi<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>