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TRADITIONAL OPENING LINE: This issue is late. However, slthough this
issue is later than I planned, it's sooner thsn I expected. A4s I‘ve
since gradusted from school I can't blsme my studies; I'm just s
damned slow typist.

This issue is 8lso lerger then I planned. Larger than the last
igsue; in fact. As of this writing I've polished off some 30 psges.
with two contributions to go and the end of Dick Lupoff’s convention
report just barely in sight. If I had the luxury of freedom of choice
1 might be very tempted to leave Les Gerber‘s columa snd John Koning's
piece for the next issue. Unfortunstely, there may not be another issue
of Sem ss we know it.

Caught your attention, hey? Yes, it looks like Sesm., as & genzine.
mgy fold. This bit hss come about courtesy U e Sagm who, in 8 burst
of remarkable holiday timeliness, sent me the following message on
December 20th: #You are hereby directed, fella., to produce yourself

for an immediate pre-induction physicsl...,% (UMERRY CHRISTMAS,
BUDDY L),

Ho, ho, ho.

_ We will drsw a veil over the seven hours spent at the draft/induvct:
ion center, except to say that if you're a girl you can count yourself
lucky, baby. The point is, that at any time at all this free and un-



shackled spirit, your editor, may be drafted into the army. Thus this
thicker issue of Sam; I might as well go whole-hog and out in a blaze
of glory-

Although I°11 probably hste collating this.,

If/when I am drafted, snd until thet tine, Sgm will revert to its
previous small size, with 211 the material by SStiles. In a way I'm
glad to go back to the small, casual format; the last four.°1arge“ :
Sams hsve only been an gpproxismetion of what I°ve wanted in s genzine,

“LEERInG, I RIPPED THE GUTS OUT OF HIS CON REPORT": Yes, I ripped the
guts out of vick ILupoff's con report. At s conservat guess the guts
add up to about ten pages. ¥het you will read is Just a pitiful skele-
ton of what had been a3 lot of fet wordsge. If you are interested in
what I've deleted you may csall Dick Lupoff on the telephone snd he will
be more than glad to read you those parts. If in 2 pay phone have lots
of nickels,

When, in Sgm #11, I wrote that I'd be getting s job Sooner or
Later, I didn't really, ;ggliﬁ believe it would be Later. After g8ll,
I wes @ scholarship student, hed meintsined a B+ agverage for three
years and had been kind to small dogs and children (in that order).
However, 1 soon discovered that jobs were scarce on Madison Avenue
during the summer months, Or, at any rate, I had a tough time getting
a Job,

d Most of the reaction to my work, some 25 ads, typographical
experiments, jecket designs snd 80 forth, was favorsble. It was s time
for egoboo. But: "We’re not hiring just yet", "We don‘t have room for
new people", and-- most importent --"We don't have the time or the
people to bresk in a kid fresh out of school". Eventuslly I decided to
stop hitting the gd agencies and concentrate on the art studios -
which, I gathered, were The places to get trsining.

The very first studio I went to hired me, snd here I am living
happily ever afterwards,

Although nost of the comments I recieved on my work were favorable,
I recieved some criticisms on how to nt ny portfolio, Now I know
of several young, budding srtists in fandom end in case they should
ever want to get started in commercisl srt I will print these criti-
cisms so that they may plot their plsns of action on firm ground.

Here they are, sll you young, budding ertists:

(1) One should never hsve more than 25 pieces in s portfolio.
2) One should have s many pleces as possible.,
3) Emphasis should be on idess, not on technique.
4) Emphssis should be on technique, not on tdess.
Rough lsyouts snd comps are all that are required.,
Ads should be ss finished snd polished as possible.
Concentrate on storybosrds for television.
) Concentrate on print advertising.
) Drewing is more important thon design.
0) Design is more importsnt than drswing.

I hope that this rendom sampling of sdvice is as much help to
you as it was to me-
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"First Thoughts" is the part of my editorisl thet's navel-gazing,
therefore let me mention thot there will probably be faint iuplicat-

ion on some pages, not due to mechanical difficulties but %o some
extremely old ditto masters.

And now that the interesting stuff is over, I'd like to mention
that I've decided to rsdicaslly cut down on my fansc. In the future 1'd
only like to put out S and do cartoons/colunns for a Chosen Few,

You see, I'm the kind of guy who can’t do a good job on snything if I

have too many obligetions. People who're about to ask me for materisl
please take note.

Remember lastish when I said that I migh%t have a review of "Limbo"
in thet dissue, but didn’t? Well, I°m not hsving snything about "Limbo"

in this dssue either. Sometimes I think there's something in me that
likes failure.

By the time this issue is finished
many months will have gone by and Arthur Thomson's trip to the U,S.
will be ancient historys And yet, ‘even though Art's been long gone, I
cen’t help but look back to his visit, particularly to the beginning
when his first action on Americsn soil was to shake his fist st ne.

Terry Carr's welcoming party for ATom was s great success; as 3
natter of faet, it's hard to visuslize any party for a British TAFF-
man 8s 'being a flop-—--why, it°s unhssrd of! We have s reputation to
keep up! It would de nggg%gggglg to heve had Arshur Thomson go hone
and say "My welcoming psrty in New York wag s dismsl flop." So it's
lucky thet the psrty was 3 good as otherwise it would’ve been boring.

The only dark spot at that party csme of my own doing: it casme
when I leaned over to Pst Lupoff and said "I wonder what's wrong with
Mrs, Fen X--- she hasn't said a single nasty thing sll evening. Gawd,
I hate 'eri".

Hr, Fan X was sitting next to me, of course. I fled to the
kitchen and stayed there for most of the evening, putting my head
under the faucet and in the oven every once in s while.

This certainly wes an embarrassing incident. "Don’t think about
it, Steve," advised Carol Carr. "Things like that happen to people,"

aa%d Arthur Thomsonw---well, I certainly wish it ‘hadn't happened to
me !

I guess one could expect that a Terry Csrr party. would be a good
one because, cliche that it is, Terry Cserr is what we csll & "Good
Man". I think that Terry Cerr has, in fact, slways meant a great
deal to me., Platonically:

I think that most of us know the level of Terry Cerr's fsnsc——--—
--who can forget, for exsmple, Terry Corr's memorable S~=- in SAPS?

But what of Terry Carr, the man? What indeed? How about that?

I,.gan recall the first time I met Phil Harrell at the Philcon; I
hoaxed

Into believing that I was Dan Adkins. "MR. ADKINS!" ssid Fhil.
falling to his knees, "I've always wonted to meet you! You are ny '
ideal! You sre the greatest artist in the world, better thsn Steve
Stiles (the hock) even!™ Fhil gave "me" so much egoboo that it began


Stil.es

to make me wish thset I wss indeed Dan Adkins.

The hoax rolled merrily along with sstounding success, As I've
been @ friend of Adkins' for yesrs I know most of his msnnerisms, and )
it was with these that I entertained Pnil. I even drew some '"suthentic
Adkins illos for Phil, who wes so pleased he burst into tears.

At thet moment I looked st Terry Csrr, who haoppened to be sitting
next to we. Terry looked st me. Terry Carr looked at me with those
big brown reproachful eyes of his and looked gad, ond shook his head,
and ssid "Shame on you". .- '

I broke down, of course, and had to confess everything.

So much for Terry Carr, morazl enforcer.

Another insight into Terry Carr that I can remember was shortly
after the publication of Lighthouse #9. A whole group of fans were
sitting sround Terry Carr znd comparing notes ss to when they got
that issue.

"I got ny issue of Lighthouse Wednesdey," ssid one.

"I got my Lighthouse last week," ssid snother.

"I got my Lighthouse when I rsn it off on QWERTYUIOPress," ssid
sonebody.

And then everybody turned to me and said "And when did you get
Jour Lighthouse, Steve?"

"I'm getting my Lighthouse from Bill Evensg, sec,./tress. of FAFA,
for twenty five cents," I sgid.

Terry Carr was sincerely sorry thst I had to get my copy of
Lighthouse #9 from Bill Evens, sec./treas. of FAPA, He looked up at
me with sn spologetic, sincere ssd smile. "I'm sincerely sorry, Steve,"
he said.

I guess I'm Jjust trying to say that Teery Cerr is a dengerous
mengce who should be run out of fandom.

"But that men who welked through the wsll doesn't look like s
frog!" —--Bullwinkle Show,

GARY DEINDORFER: I°l1 bet some of you remember a guy named Gary Dein-
dorfer. Well, I do too, snd I miss him. Wot only do I miss Gary Dein-
dorfer because he wrote masterisl for this fanzine, but I miss Gary
Deindorfer becsuse he was refreshingly original, both in regerd to his
fannish output snd his personsality. But it's probably the former
(materiosl for this fanzine) thet I niss the most, because every few

nonths & few fsns and I get together and go see Gary and hold s
Trentoncon.,

The most recent Trentoncon was held during the summer. Mike
McInerney, rich brown snd I bosrded e train, wemt to New Jersey, and
coon afterwards were gathered together in Gary®'s room, slmost like it
was in the good o0ld days of Tenth Fendom.

It was then thet I found thet the new, gafisted Gary Deindorfer
had developed ss sn Intellect, and, not only that--or in spite of
that, was still a good humorist. F' exsmple:

%What do do for kicks in Trenton New Jersey, Gary?"
"I kick little old ladies," replied Gary.



My lands, thet Gsry Deindorfer!

I think that Delhdorfer works best in what, for lack of a better
lsbel, I can only call Surreslistic Humor. His ideas zll revolve
sround running mundesne people up sgainst the totally unexpected: "For
example,” Gapry once said, "what would hsppen if a2 bunch of guys enter-
ed a3 crowded subway train during rush hour snd proceeded to put fags
on everything. On straps they would ‘put tegs saying °STRAPS', on doors
they would put tegs rasding "DOORS', on seats the tass would resd
"SEATS®, So when the train resched it's lsst stop, it would be full
of tegs resding "MAN®, 'WOMAN®, CONVUUCTOR', °*SMALL CHILD',°POLES®,
"SUITCAsK? , *LIGHTS’, *DIRT', 'SLEEPING OBSCENE BUM®, °*WINDOW®',

' VENTILATION SYSTEM--BROKEN®', 'SHOES®,'TIE®, °HAT' gnd "TRARSIT
POLICEMAN®

Just wisualize thst for s minute.

Another of Gary's ideas was to board s train carrying thousands
of squsre pieces of psper, or what Gary chose to call "Woogles".,

"I would go through each car," Gary explained, "hgnding out these
doogles of mine to esach snd every person I encounitered, and as I
handed them out I would say, ‘Here, person, have a Woogle: I msde it
just for you!®®,

This whole msnuever would hsve to carried out with the utmost of
cheerfulness and politeness so that nobody would get bugged enough %o
call s cop. But, come to think of it,; can you imagine anyone going
up to @ policemsn and saying "Officer, srrest that men; he gsve me
a Woogle!"?? .

THE USUAL MOVE OF A FANEDITOR: You know %he usual move of the
faneditor when ‘he reaches a point where ne cen't think of anything
elss to write about? Well, in the recent psst, the usuazl move was

to write about the Breen Boondoggle. However, actuslly, the standard
method is to write about his pesst experiences ~-<how Aunt Msude kissed
the cow, ete. Or a3 recent movie he's seen.

Let me tell you sbout some movies I°ve seen recently.

Well, I°ve seen several recent movies lately. One of them was
called "Tarzan and Jane Regein", sterring Taylor liesd & produced and
directed by Andy Warhol. (Andy Warhol is one of the new pop art film
mskers, famed for producing sn eight hour picture of a men sleeping.
Admission wsg free, but you had to pay to get out.)

The interesting thing about this picture was thot Taylor lead is
$3y, and 1t°s g Heal Experience to see s gay Tarzsn flashing his
buttucks gt the fescinsting movie sudience,

I.only mention this picture because there msy be Edgsr Rice
Burroughs fans reading this., The scene where Tarzan defests. the Evil
White Hunter by prayer is not to be missed.

One of the other pictures thet hs¥ csught ny fancy is the
Bestles® "A Hard Days Night". Now I'm no rock&roll fan, but_ this
picture is not to be missed, The ert direction, courtesy Richsrd
Lester, and the photography, courtesy s Mr, Simms, was of a level I
geldom ses, The music was enjoysbly integrated into the picture
(unlike the clumsy Elvis Presley movies, where it’s obvious thet the
plots sre built to give Presley every opportunity to whip out his



guitar), end I think it‘s been generally conceded by the intelllgen81§
that the Beatles do have a good sound. Probably the biggest surprize
of 8ll was the humorous content of the picture; the Beatles have an
excellent humorous kermo 2nd a very personsl cnd individusl bresnd of
surreglistic humor., "Stop being shorter thon ne," "'What do you call
your hairdo?' ——'Albert.'", and "He's wery fussy obout his drums, you
know; they Loom Large in his Legend." were just s few of the lines 1
was sble to jot down. You ought to see this picture if, by unlikely
chsnce, yow hsven't already; it's fannish.

MADNESS: It's s sad fact of life, but one of the most interesting
sights in the world is that of a lunastic running through his schticks,
There's a strange fascinmetion for nuts, just as there's a fasecinstion
in looking down from a great height, or watching the snakes in your
bathtub. It isn't rare for people to talk about the nut they've seen.
And so it is with me.

Some unhappy people, unheppy .ith the humen race, have claimed that
something like this is am indication of s basic evil in the human
personolity; s streak of depraviiy that reveals the humon rsce as, in
spite of the mosk of civilization, being vicious and sadistic.

Well, if we reslly e basically vicious and sadistic, there's
nothing we can do sbout’; end we nmight as well enjoy it.

Anywsy, the nut I've secn wss g little o0ld mon walking down the
street, He was dressed in pajemas end 2 ssilor hst, barefoot, and in
his mouth was a2 hsrmonics upon which he was msking rsndom noises, none
of which could be really described s music,

- "He'1l be in Bellevue before this day is out," I thought, continuing
on my way to work,

The next desy there he was agsin.

And I Bsaw another nut s few days after thet; s little old lady.
This womsn was welking down the street, st 7:45 p.m., secresming st
the top of her lungs in 2 1lilting Irish sccent. I couldn't mgke out
what she wss scresming, but I could make out the words "Jewish doctor"
which she repeated over 2and over agein. And over sgsin.

Being something of s psychologist I decided that perhsps sometime
in here l1ife she had experienced what we psychologists call s "trau-
motic experience” with 2 medicsal msn of the Jewish faith/nation (or
whotever it is).

"She'll be in Bellevue before this night is out." I thought.

She was still scresming when I got bsck et ome thst morning. Ah,
New York is & Summer Festivsl,

-=Steve Stiles--

"What color is s Peace Conference?"
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Science-~-fiction fandom is, to psrasphrase somebody's famous words,
all things to 3ll fen. A meeting ground for cowhobbyisysq s serious
literary group of somewhat specislized interest; a sociological and
political microcosmos, a non-stop boozery, a seeking place for part-
ners in fornication, snd so-on. Conventions hsve - *raditionslly
been intensified doses of fange in virtuslly every form, a pure-
distillste, ss it weres Certainly Pacificon II lived up to this
concept.

The convention started, I suppose, as carly as New York's
welcome ATom festival wey back in August. Then there wss s LASFS
meeting at which Arthur wss welcomed to.lLos Angeles, and s dinner for
the ssme purpose, and then a grand psrty Seturdsy night, August 29,
at Ron Bllik & Al Lewis's house. Thet was the first part of the
Coast activity that Pat & I attended, having flown in that sfternoon.
It was 2 lively offsir, with many people in sttendence who were
previously just.names to me: Rick Snesry, Len lioffatt, Dave snd Katya
Hulsn, Al Lewis (WC) himself, Don Fitch, a whole femily of Lsvenders.
Phil Castora, the Pelzes, Alex Elsenstein, like Domina, and so on and
on. In sddition to coventionsl (shem!) psrtying, two gambling dens
opened; in one of which Boo-Rsy (is thet the right spelling?), and
in the other of which Brag ruled supreme. Oriented to poker, I took
quickly to Brag, won a few smoll-to-medium pots, and then got into s
WO3W with Ted Johnstone snd Nick Falssks, with bidding running wild
until the pot (at penny-snte) exceeded $#5. Brag rules csll for contine-
ued bidding at lesst until there are only two players left, but Ted,
Nick and I opted to show dovn at last with pot somewhere around



#5.35...and we were gll bluffingl Nick took the-pot with s mere
straight flush.

It was a good party, as I sgid, with 8 pleasant interruption
by Fritz Leiber to present ATom with 8 copy of The WVanderer just
after I'd finished eulogizing the book for five minutes, end more
geod people than I ow I can remember. Pat snd I bugged out with
the Hulans 'bout 2: M, lesving the party rosring elong, and
drove to their apsrtment. Their landlady, being s good souly snd
having 8 couple of wvacancies in the building, loaned us a whole
apartment for the durstion of our stay. That's freeloading in
class-- there was even a swimming pool in the courtyard, which
we used a couple of times,

Home end to bed, and Monday bright and early we were off
with s vast throng of LASPen, and ATom, to see Disneyland.

Listen, if you ever visit LA snd some of the locsl fen
suggest a trip to Disneylsnd, Tske Warning, Trip is hardly the
word for it. We were there fourteen hours, and saw Just about
everything, some pesrts of which were fine, and others merely
creepy-. I had a distinct feeling of creepiness by the end of
that long, long day, and in reflection I can only surmise that
it was due to the total artificislity of Disneylend. A degree of
this is unavoidable, of course. Where there is an artificial
Metterhorn one does not expect to see a "reai" artificisl
mountain, but where one sees birds, and fish, and rocks and they
are artificial birds and fish snd even artificisl rocks, the
total loss of contact with the nstural world is deeply disturbing.
At least, it is to me.

At any raste, that accounted for all Mondsy, day snd evening,
and Tuesday morning Pat and I drove to Tarzana for a partly
business and partly social visit to Hulbert Burroughs, who
proved to be a most friendly host despite obvious displessure
with my role in the revival of Arnold's Gullivar Jo . and
especially with my introduction in the Ace edition of the book.

After lesving Tarzans we drove to Santa Barbara, where we
picked up Andy lisin for the rest of the drive to Oskland. We
picked up Andy st his home about noon, snd then we headed for the
coastal route to northern California. Our car wss 8 rented KG
1100, a cer of many interesting 'festures such as a transverse-
mounted engine, front-wheel drive, and liquid suspension. Andy,
being a bit of a bug on cars, was delighted to do most of the
driving, shich was fine with Pst and me as we were more
interested in sightseeing.

Andy drove es far as Big Sur, and then I took over for the
last few leagues to Monterey, where we had reservations at the
San Carlos, a respectable old hotel of great vintage snd
mediocre service. When we srrived, 1 checked in in the name of

“lr-and-irs," then took the car LO the notel garage while Fat sgnd
Andy followed a bellboy up to the room. When I got back from the
garage I asked the bellboy for my room number and got a very odd



look, I went upstairs snd entered to find lat and Andy convulsed
with lasughter.
"The bellboy," they expained,"when he brought
our bags in here, asked ‘Should I tell the other guy where
you ,are?'t o

Wednesday morning we were swaked by.the bsrking of seals
in the iionterey Wunicipal Zoological ,Gardens, oxr,whatever they
call the place. W@ arose, checked,out 1gnoring the, expressions
of incredulity, and drove, the four niles, back,bto Carmel to
spend the day. .This.close,to, the convention,site Pat and 1
both felt.s bit of spprehension, regarding,the next. few;days.
Aside from. gensral.wonderings as;to how,goeodythe,con would be.
plus @ mild case of the nearly universalymalsise of the year,
"Breen nerves," we hsd an addltlonal reason to feel dubious
ab.ut  the coming Pacificon'.]

Due to a pecularity of routlnge our trip to Los fngeles
the precedingrSaturday, hed sctually consistedyof a)jet flight
to.San Francisco,.followed by.a.shuttle, flight on Western
Aiblines. to. LA. Western is, you;should.pardon.the expression.
the New. York uets.of the sviation,industrys They load late,
take ofIf. late,.don't know what the hell,is coming off half the
time. For example, on our.flight the stewardess passed.out a
questionnaire. for.all the passengers .to complete: (£Do you.love
us?2), But,no peneils. I could rhapsodize.at lemgth regasrding
Western Airlines--it was love at first.flight--=ibut.that is
not reslly too,relevant. The point is,- between,planes PFst and
I had . some.time_to kill at the SF alrport; but; not enough time
to wasrrant leaving the sirport.,So we thought we'd beguile the
minutes by phoning s few locsl fans. —

Ve trded Bill'Donsho, who' sounded so totslly distracted
that I 'wondered if 'he 'wes the right B.D. (he'was), We tried
Miri Knighty but'as s'boycotter she"too 'was out of things.

(I suppose I wss 280 unkind ‘to"begin my conversation with
"Mrs. Knight, this is'the Fantasy Amateur Press Association
Credentials Conmlttee "but‘what;"es "I often say, the hell.)
Only Pat Ellington seemed calm and in possession of herself,
and kindly sgreed®that she and Diek'would provide lodging
for Paty er,; Lupoff and ‘me, the" following Wednesday after the
pre=-con party to'be: given st Bill- Donaho 8.

Which brings ug appropnlately, back to Wednesdayu Driving
in from Carnel A y,and Irgltennateix.flaked out in the back
segt, catchlng up on;slee mlssed the previous late night,
and arrived st the Elling ons“ home «in the late afternoono

Meeting the west coast Pat and Dick was 8 marvelous
experience (and their dog was named Snoopy)siVe sall four hit
i, off immedlately, it seems . to me that sboth. Pat -and -Dick have
a relaxed air arising, ﬁrom an inner serenity.totally Yaapprop=
riaste to radlcal polyﬁleal leaders s Beyond this, Dick is ‘s
facinating snd tireless storyteller, winding on unending thread
of tsles from fandom,,from politicsy from, army days, speaking
quietly and totally without rancor, or . bombast, a man of such



goodwill ss to belie totally his dedicstion to revolutionary
politics.

Pat 18 quister, more =z listener then s talker, but possessing
a rare gbility to fit wholly into sny situation, to becomne
instantly an integral end valued member of whatever circle she
is psrt of, a totslly warm and sharing personality.

The rest of the Ellington household sre also worth :some
lines of description. Pat and Dick's daughter, the femed
"Poopsie" of fannish legend, is now six years old, and prefers
her proper name of Marie. She is a besutiful child with a
guileless round fece and long, soft hair of the shade some-
times cslled flaxen. /s everyone will tell you, lMarie is not
quite the American Idesl in behsvior for six year olds., I do
not believe, however, thst she is sny sort of of wild snimal
or young wanton as a few of fandom's stodgier set allege.

Rather, she has been raised in s home where conduct and
conversation sre far more open snd honest thaen is the "civilized"
norm; ag 3 result she is wsre of things that most children
her age have never heard of. I am sure thst in s few years
she will have 8 mastter-of-fact attitude to such things as the
functionings of her own body, while her contemporaries will be
tanzled in s maze of taboos snd hypocriticsl veristions between
speech, public snd privsete conduct. In genersl, she is a
delightful child. Perhaps for the very reason that she is less
inhibited snd more outgoing than most children her age. When
it is not excercised, it is the irresponsible adult, not the
child who is "guilty."

After dipner we picked up Andy Msin snd drove to Avram
Davidson's house, where Granis was also visiting, for much
happy reunioning with Avram, Grasnia, Ethsn, and did we ever
get back that crib that we'd losned the Davidsons last yesr
and thst they'd left it with their neighbors for us, snd so
on snd on.

Finally we did lesve for Bill's psrty, Gresnia snd Andy
disputing to the very doorstep the ethicsl correctness of Andy,
a con boycotter, attending a party st Donasho's house.

"How can you boycott the convention and still sttend the
pexrty?"

"I'm not attending it for Bill's sske, I'm Just going to
see a lot of people whom I want to see, who I know will be

there." (ilsybe Andy is not sp precise with his whos and whoms,
but that's the message.)

"But it's still in Donaho's house., You're accepting his
hospitality."

"I gm not accepting his hospitality. I won't drink his
liguor, I probably won‘t even talk to him!"



"What if you have to use
his bathroom, will you use his
I_toilet?"

. Abhh, tco bad Grania did not
take to talmudic studies. What
a scholar, what an arguer of
obscure points of. the Law, she

‘would have been. But we finally
left for the party, and Andy
rode along, and whether he
drank Bill's liquor, whether he
talked to Bill, but mostly whether
he used Bill's toilet or not, I
do _not. to, this day know, nor am
I really totally sure that 1
"really want to, although I
suppose that I do.

After s while T driited into a conversation with Ed
Meskys regarding the ‘talents and output of Philip K..Dick,
from whom' Ed had got en article for the next. Ngekag, All the
while we were talking, s fellow with a rather bedrsggled
appearsnce, a streggly little 5rey1ng besrd, snd & smelly
cigar kept trying to butt into_ yhe discuasion° lleskys
seemed 2lmost to welcome him, but I kept an elbow in his
belly to keep him rrom interrupting my. learned comparison: i,
of "Man in the High Castle with Kormbluth's "Two. Dooms! and
other works' on the theme. Still, the guy with the cigar kept
trying to get his two cents in, snd I finally whirled in
ex35peration and demapdedv "Who‘ggg you?"

o S he replied diffidently.oooh no, L. can't write,it,
¥ou' 11 gay that I'm making this up, that.it's too perfect, that
such things cen ~get written up but, that they never really happen.

But what the hell. Truth is my defense. "I," the gentleman
gpoke in a quiet_an unassuming voice,. "am FPhilip K, Dick."

You see), you ‘don'*t believe me° 1. am_ beginning. %0
suspect that"Philip K. Dick'is part of the internstionsl
conspiracy te make.mgnlove!orgsnisdrop'off.

I don't know how long the psrty actuslly ran; certsinly it
was big.and certainly itelasted'a loag time. George Heap had
brought along.his guiter, and wds‘invwthe centeriof a f£'sing,
0ddly (unless I.missed:someone):George was the only guitarist
at the con, a low for recent years. (And asia'point of

curiosity, does anyone know how far back the tradition of folk/
filksipnging «goes, in fandom?) z

When we left we went with the Ellingtons, the Heaps, the
Rickhardts; and Chuck’  Freudenthal to‘a nearby diner for coffee,
The locstion of the dimer was Broadway and 42 street, an amusing



locstion. Aetually tihe street pattern of Osklasnd and Berkeley

is a simple one, andl during our stey we had no diffieulty
finding our way arcund. San Frenciseco is a little more complex,
and when you hii:r the suberbs, it's all bets off, but for getting
around the Bay Ares generally, 3 New York cab driver should have
little to fesr. Iwo differenves in the laws: you may take a
right turn om rzd sfter stopping, and if youn are in the turn
lane and don'it use it, you may hear about it from the fellow
behind you. The other: a pedestrian in a crosswalk is sacred.
When you see one, you stop, and you stay stopped until he
reaches the curb. If you don't, and you so much as nudge his
cogttail with your bumper, you're likely to wind wp in jail!

Home t0 1941 Oregon, and the prcspect of a good night's
sleep wee tesutiful.... The night before in Monterey we'd pulled
the old me*tress-on-the~floor routine with Andy Msin to make
room for taree and prior to that st the Hulsns had had a bit of
trouble too. Their lendlady, ae 1'we mentioned, wvery kindly
gave us tae use of an entire furnished apartment, including a
double bz:d. The first night there was a terrific erash and one
side of the bed settled to the floor. Upon investigation it was
seen thit a slat supportliug the msttress had given way, end
although we got the bed back on sn even keel for the rest of
our stiy, we never quite got that confidence in the bed thst
pernits totally relaxed, er, sleep. Well, we slept well at the
Ellingtons, and woke up late Thursday mornlng, and drsgged
downstglrs for breakfast.

Breakfast was a desuliry affair ss one member and then
arother would awsken, stir, rise, and stumble into the kitchenm
for a8 cup of coffee, We two decided to drive to the Leamington
in Oskland and check in, hang up our clothing and settle in
for our stey. In the evening we were invited back to the
Ellingtons® for a smsll, intimate pre-con party consisting of
themselves, Jerry & Mirism Knight, snd us. Or maybe, we suggested,
if we were tired by evening, the four of them would come over to
the Leamington gnd we'd have 3 small intimate room party, Jjust
six of wus. |

. We drove over, the 1100 roering like a bomber due to its
loose manifoid, garaged the car snd checked in. Our room was
adequate slthough s bit smell, snd for some odd reason had a
desk 1lnstead of & drawer. We missed the drawer-space. On the
wall hung two identicel blue-and-white prints of some flowers,
hideous things about three feet wide by eight inches high.

We flinched, then headed for the mezzanine floor, which was
entirely reserved for the convention, something that con
comnittees have been promising for years, but have seldom been
able to: deliwver,

Somehow 1'm sure I heve the sfternoen's. sequence th01oughly
screwed up, but somewhere slong the,wsy-we: ' did have lunch in
the Leamington coffee shop with the Heaps, we went: shopping
for some liquor for the night's party, Pat went.to the hair=



dresser, we chatted with Al hsLevy and I am sure g good msny

other p;ople, we went out for a walk snd s milkshake with ATom

snd Dave Hulan, and we wound up back st the hotel planning 8

small intimate dipner with Terry snd Carol Csrr. Somehow people
kept wendering past our group in: the lobby as we prepared to
depert, and stopping to chat for a moment, and winding up_301ning
us. As I recall, the final lineup wss Terry & Ca;‘ol‘° Don Wollheim,
Greg and Jim Benford, Phil Dick and his momentarily un-estranged
wife, ATom, end Pat & me. These would not all fit into our uG,

and we started to walk, looking for a place to have dinner.,
Ogkland is not noted for the the large number of good restsursnts
in its downtown area, 2nd we wound up in s steakhouse named
Peluso's which was neither good nor economical I will not attempt
to reconstruct the dinner conversstion, except to say that 1t was
dominasted by Pnilip XK, Dick's emlogy. of the literary snd comic
talentis of Calvin W, "Biff" Demmon.

By thel time we: got back to' the hiutel we called the Ellingtons
and asked 4if they would mind: coming over for the party, instesd
of having it: atitheir house. I don't know why it is, but Fat and
I s3em to have a wvery difficult time giving smell intimate
psrties. The last time we gave a party at & convention it was one
given jointly with Lerry emd Noreen Shaw at Chicon III, We had =
two-bedroom suite thst yesr, but there wes only one bathroom,
and it .wes din' the Shaws''room. Thet perty started very late, due
to the very lengthy progrsmming of the con, snd sbout 3:00 AM
Larry and Noreen just shooed everyone into gur room, went back to
their room snd went to bed. We estimated that at lsast 120 people

sttended that' party, which ‘ended roughly at 9:15 the following
mornings

" But thet was snother city, snother convention. At the Lemington,

somebow, roughly the ssme thing happened. We started far esrlier,
snd--praise be given-- finished proportunately earliexr, but the
attendence bgllooned in the seme fashion. I would estimate that
we hed no fewer than Pifty guests, and perhaps s many as ninety.
We did not stay for the entire psrty, retresting when it was its
most crowded with Greg snd Jim, to their room, where a sort of
"select group” from our party, plus a2 few others, joined us. I do
recall thet Jean Bogert crashed, &s: she had elso done .in Chicago.
She was not at 31l objectionasble: came in, erawled benesth the desk
and remgined there, ststionary and silent, until the party wss
bresking up, then crawled back from under the.desk and left.

Two other incidents: (1) Bruce. snd Disn Pelz had a room Just
down the hell from ours, and in their room hung two identical
prints of hideous flowers. Remarking upon the ugliness of
both psirs of prints, we all decided to. exchenge one of our
hideous prints for one of their hideous prints. Disn end I danced
gaily down the hell from our room to theirs, a hideous blue print
between us. - In a short while we dsnced gaily back up the hall
with a8 hideous brown print between us. Already s rumor had begun
to make the rounds: "The Pelzes gnd the Lupoffs are swapping!"
And; indeed, we already hsd.



(2) Jack Horness and Alex Lisenstein decide thoet even the
rensining blue picture could be improved with a little work. Ffrom
soenewhere they produced o small pot of orange point, and s brush,
snd went to .ork. In s short tine they hed improved the picture
substantislly. WMore sbout this" later on, Much lster on.

¥ridsy, September 4, the con finally got off to its official
start. I suppose that the experience of wverious individualsidiffer
from person to person snd from year to yesr, but I do know thst
for Pst and myseif, the feeling was thet the con had been going
on for a long tine before it even begasn, officizlly. This is, I
think, somethin{ reasonably felt by s traveller who hss been
precticing virtuslly full-tinme fenac for sg. e time before s
convention, snd assy from home. It applles ‘508t of all, I would
guess, to a TAFF delegate whose "con" vezins the day he sets foot
on the soil of his hosting country, and continues until he .leaves
for hone,

But there it was Fridsey, "Nestercon XVII Day" my saved progranm
booklet tells me, but for 21l the difference I can recall, it wss
just the first day of the Pscificon II. Well, motters of form ere
inportant, I suppose, to some, More significant to Fst snd me,
Fridsy was the first day we spent sany amiount of time in the bar.

The bar at the Lesmington is co00l 'and dsrk, plushly upholstered
and with rmedieval ercor for decor, quite interchoan:;able with »
swords snd socery notif, The service there is good, the drinks sre
zood and the prices are not wholly outrageous. In the sd joining
coffee shop, by contrast, the service is insdequete '(for s hundred
hungry fens, not a half dozen little old ladies), the decor is
eyeblastingly bright, the food is only adequate snd the prices
sre rather high, In short, the Leanington bsr makes s far nore
enticing place to spend one's earliest hours each dsy than does
the coffee shop. Further, ss the day lensthens the ber seems to
z8in an sdded chsrm while the coffee ‘=hop hecomes decreasin;ly
attractive,

All of this is by way of telling you that my recountinz of
the convention itself, Friday to llondsy, is going to be somewhst
garbled, because most of the time, Fridey to ..onday, I was drunk.,
New York fsns know that I am not a big drinking fen. In fact, big
drinking seens. to heve gone out of fashion in New York fandom.
But in Berkeley, it hss not' Between the exsmple snd influence of
locsl fans (I onm otoriously sugzestoble) snd the congenial
atnospherc. for b0021n I drew herdly a sober bresth during the
convention., -

I'3lso 'sew less of the trogrsm thot ot sny worldcon attended
prior to,this yesr; I know.that it is very "in" to miss the
p:ogran, in large or:even: in toto, but I've 2lwey:s been out enough
to sttend umajor chunks.of programs before this yesr, And this yesar
I know thet two or three of the items thst I nissed, I would've
enjoyed-. Harlion Jlillison's telk vn SF on TV, for one° I caught just
thedlact fe minutes of that, snd f-or what I've heard, Harlson was
zood -

One purpose of estronomy is to be fsir to the noon.,
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The notion picture "Adventures of Baron iunchsusen” for another,
brought froa Czechoslovakis by Dr. Nesvadba, which I hesar is 8
mssterpiece. And most of the panel chaired by Sam Moskoxitz,'
consisting of Poul Anderson, Phil Dick, snd John Brunner, in which
Dick gsve Ssm s little overdue comeuppsnce, and Brunner s full
portion of it, according to Terry Carr who hesrd the whole thing.
But then Terry is yexy "out”.

Ope item Friday I did pot miss was my own panel on fanzine
editing. That panel wes one of the most thoroughly prepsred for
events ever to take place st an SF convention. I'd been asked in
Octobor, 1963, to form and chair it, snd hsd immediately sent out s
circulsr letter to sbout fifteen fans who have wschieved prominence
in the fenzine field. I expected about tio-thirds refusels snd one-
third eccentances, which would give me 8 psnel with five nembers,
plus sghairzsn. Instead of the expected ratio of refusvls snd sccept-
snces, the replies rsn Jjust the opposite, and for s while it looked
like one of the biggest psnels in history.:

About ten of us then stsrted exchanging letters (end in some cases,
personal comments) in prepsration for the penel. The ides was to
hsve everyone well primed with exsmples, quotetions and citations,
questions and opinions on everything under the sun --esvnecially one
another's past products. I think we dis pretty well, but then
people started dropping off Lhe committee. I'd hoped to have
several people representing the graphic side of fanpublishing, but
both bhob Stewart add Steve Stiles dropped when their finsnces
ngde it obvious that they would be unsble to sttend. Cslvin Demmon,
*HunorisT*, dropped over the Boondoggle. Paul Willisms, the Youthful
Viewpoint, found that he would not get beck from s foreigpn trip in
time to make the convention. (He then decided to boycott.) Dave
Ven Arnam couldn't sfford the trip, snd Dick Lney couldn't get
leave from his job. BEarl Kemp and George Scithere both arrived in
Osklend too late to appeur as scheduled.

In short, instead of the embarrsssment of riches I'd expected,
we wound up with just plein exbarrsssment. Wslly FNeber did show, ss
did Ron Kllik snd ATom. Joe Gihson was pressed into service st the
legst monent. The psnel, I have been told, wes not bad. But I vas
dere, Scherlie, undt I know that it wss sure ss hell not good either.,
It wes dull, end that is the unforzgiveble sin in convention progranms.
Sonehow I felt that we were 8ll tslking d the subject (which
boiled down to Whet makes @ good fanzine gooﬁ?) but never quite
coming fully to grips with it. One after another psnelists or
sudience volunteers would mske s start, but no one ever seemed asble
to follow up, snd we kept starting without ever arriving snywhere.

About the only pep in the session csme fron Ed Wood, who raised
hell froa the sudience., I wes delighted that he did, or we would
have been totslly dead on our feet (or rather, seats). I don't
blsme the penelists, I thik thet I did somethinz wrong, or didn't

do something right, but I csn't dope out what it was. well, the best-
18id plens....

Even Pst, who is more snti-program then I, sttended out of
loyslity, but was barely sble to stay awske. W#hen you put your

ovn wife to sleep on another men's shoulder (it wss Lerry Ivie's)
you're doing badly.



After s Chinatown diner that ewvening, we msde for the
mezzanine floor, where a suite was set aside for the con, and
where open psrties were held each night, sponsored variousliy hy
Detroit, Cleveland, and London (and of course asssisted by the
Paeificon comnittee themselves). These open psrties also
served ss a {perdon) focel point for the few Boondogzle incidents
which occurred st the con. In fact, I was surprized st how little
nention there wes of the sffair, snd st the total lack of any
official noves concerning it, such egs sn sttenpt to inject
discussion of the Boondoggle into sny progrem session, especially
the business session of thd con.

Andy Mgin, 2 violent snti-committee/pro~vWalter psrtisen
suggests thet people of his strip were reluctent to rasise the
natter in the form of, say, s motion of censure st the business
session, for fear of being beaten,; thus winding up with the
genersl nembership of the con on record in favor of the Exclusion,
a situation in Andy’s view worse thun ever., Feople supporting the
comnittee's action, on the other hand, presumsbly felt that the
feit c was as they would wish it to be, and saw no need to
reopen discussion.

Buv gt the open parties there 'were a couple of incidents, and
to understand how they ceome sbout we must first have a little
(ahen!) veckground. Now then, for some years there has been rather
spotty enforcement of the primciple that if you wsnna stten' the
convention, you gotts Join 1t. I 'have hesrd thst several Big Name
Pros were extremely ticked off at the Pittcon committee's
insistence thast they pay the fee and become nmembers of the con if
they wanted to attend. And I heve been told that at seversl cons
past s number of fans, some of them relatively obscure and others
quite Big Name have sattended without officislly joining.

Now I for one have resented these occurrences (except in the
cese of invited guests) becsuse there is a fee for sttending these
gatherings, snd when one guy peys and another bests the tab, the
latter is riding on the back of the former. I heppen %o be too
honest or too stupid or msybe jus% too rich to go in for tsb-
besting, so I have been sgnong the Exploited.

The Pacificon committee gnnounced s strict enforcement of
nembership, and the fact that the convention ares was not common
with ony public ares such as the lobby or the boar made this
enforcement resasonsbly possible. Hurther, snd very much to
the point, the Facificou .:vamittee had s second resson for
enforcement of this rule. They weren't merely worried sbout o few
#3 deadbests. They udeso had & number of people boycotting them

znd were unwilling for boycotters to hove their cake and eat it
00,

Boycotters could certsinly use the rublic aress of the hotel——
the lobby, bar, coffee shop---or could sttend psrties in various
rooms, but they would not be permitted into the convention sres.
(Aindy Msin hed s Problem sisin--the bathroom was in the mezzsnine

/i.8., convention sres/. #hat:.is it with Andy snd ssnitsry
fecilities?)

One night --Pat says it was Friday, snd I believe her-- several
boycotters decided thaet they would enter the mezzsnine sres and



end the open party dn the con suite. Bob.Lichtman came, S8W 8
;gginclothespﬁurgs msn's badge, and left quietly. Gretchen !
Schwenn and Redd Boggs arrived en couple, and were net ot the door
by Bob Buechley, the (feh!) sergeant-st-srms. The precise detalls_ E
of what took place between Gretchen and B9b are unfortugat?ly denie
to history, for esch participant and/or witness to the 1901dent
seems %o have 3 steortingly different story to ‘tell, ranging 51l the
way from'er violent and ‘unprovoked atteck of Bob upon Gretchen, to
a violent and unprovoked sttack ‘of Gretchen upon Bob. As nearly as
I can piece it together from descriptions by Dick Ellingtgn and Al
haLevy, Buechley barred Gretchen and Redd from the con suite. They
insisted on entering, et lesst on temporsry passes. Buechley agreed,
and offered temporary basdges. Now, here l1s where the gtory (sets
very unclear. Either Gretchen, or Redd standing behind her, refused
to pin the badge on her dress/his shirt.

Buechley either st¥enpted to pin‘e badge on G etchen's dress
or %o reach ecross ‘her ‘snoulder snd pin one on Reddfs shirt, 1o
either case, Gretchen took exception to what she regsrded as an
unwelconewfamiliarity (2How dare you TOUCH &Y BREAST!!:) and flew
at Buechley's throst, knocking him to the floor, kneeling over his
chest and throttling him. Redd ,etiempted to rasce to Gretchen's (!)
rescue but wae held back by halevy and/or .other bystanders. After
Gretchen had been pulled from Buechley's guiverins bodys she and
Redd either stalked off in s huff, or were thrown out, or left in
their leisure and with full dignity, derending on whon you believe,

The rest of riday night wes moreé-or-less snticlimax, as I
guess it must be. we«did not asttend sny private psrties, but instesd
hung .around ihe mezzanine sres, which wes both spscious snd
confortable for genersl socializing, joking, necking, drinking,

etc. A group of usformed belly-vbutton fandom, inspired by I have
no ides what lunatic catsalyst.*

Belly Button fendon ‘wss one of those things that sre incredibly
ffunny at the rcoment, when the psrticipants sre half-drunk, three-
fourths«exhaustedy @nd in just the right setting and mood. .Like =&

e oneshot. I am _sure that .in the
e —— sane 1ight of retrospect BBF will
- quickly fade., It included such
festures lgs BB jokes (E.g,: liake
8 <ciwele of one thumb and
forefinger jtiv t0 Htip. Now make

B T — §l o similar eirele with your other
SRt S TORES nsndy’ but interlocking the two
BUT ) desTengs circles. wWhet is thst? Sismese
RICTUREA O AR belly buttons. ¥uk yukkity, no?)
THAIN, SORf?ff‘ Theologicsl problem: Did ATom's

well known obsession with navels
Stem froia his own lack of one?
Ask blmer Perdue, if,he had a
navel, for we all know thet God
crested ATon (pun, pung.oh retch
retch) in His inmege,

v s i ——ns T ™

_ sap— Saturday of the con dswnsd
((*Stoye” stilen, in Sem #al: I.wes sround noon, as might be expscted

in turn inspired by thzt other fsmous
lunatic catalyss, Mark Twain.))

|



and after s perfunctory breskfest in Line coffee shop Latv-end l

found ourselves back in our fsvorite hoengout, the Leanmington dbar,
where we found ourselves in the company of kdwund Hemilton, Leigh
Brackett, BE.Hoffmsn Price, Ksren Anderson, airiam Allen deFord,
Avrsm Davidson, snd  Eric Fennell. If 1 have too many people in there,
it is becsuse I have twoi/or mor¢ bar ‘sessions smedged-together in
iy mind, «#ithout sny intention of slightingoothers st the table,

I must say thet my sttcntion was rivetted on Hamilton snd-Price.,

I was trying to gather a little information on Otis Adelbert Kline
in regard to the sllezed "feud" hetween Kline and Burroughs
(epparently there never.was such a feud) and.Erice had been s
frejguent collsborestor of Kline's. <)

UHe had no informstion regerding the'feud",; but mention of Kline
set brice and Hemilton off on s series of wild tsles of the
twenties snd thirties when the three of them --Price, Hamilton,
end Kline-~ used to be drinking partners and genersl hell-raising
compenions., The entire bar group turned into s hypnotlzed sudience
as anecdote followed snecdote of the tines the three had spend
together, of their tribulstions with editors, of their reactions
to one sgnother’s work (20tis wasn!t much of a writer, but he was s
marvelous fellow to paint the town with.d ~-LE.H.P.) and so on,

Leter on Seturdasy afternoon 1:4id catch tio prosrem items,
One was Fritz Leiber’s speech "ilyth and Folklore ss Orizins of
Modern Fantassy," which might‘ve been better titled simply "On
lionsters," I suppose that any speech Fritz ever sives will
necesssrily be impressive. Fritz 18 e nmost ivposing figure: Very
tsll, with 2 striking triangulsr face, grsying hair that comes to
a8 widow'’s pesk, 2 strong deep voice snd th.stricgl trsining in its
use, a narvelous presense snd 2n attrective personslity.

But Fritz doesn't nmske it on presentstion slorne. At lcast for
his Pacificon speech he obviously did much resesrch snd preparstion,
snd in his speech traced the monster thenme painstskingly [lrom the
Golenm (or earlier) through the Gothic period, into the near-modern
Yeird Tales-Lovecreft period, and up to current times. 3But the
speech was no mere historicsl survey. It was.an gnalysis,. jrobing
smd perceptive, end I cannot hope to capture it in sny brief.
sumiary. Heppily, Cele Goldsmith Lslli was present, and wss
impressed with the talk s5 she ought to have been, snd bought it
fron Fritz for Fantgstic, where it will definitely deserve reading.

Fritz Leiber is s tough act for snyone to follow, snd ‘asnyone
turned out to be Tony Boucher, with g talk on "The Use of Crime
and Suspense-Ideas in Science Fiction," reslly & survey of the
overlsp of SF and crime/detection fiction. Again, the job wss
excellently prepered, but unfortunastely Tony has not the presense
of s Fritz laiber, especislly sfter an all-night poker game.
Still, for those with the pstience to listen to content alone, the
telk was well worthwnile.

1 did not hear any more "session" Saturday (and, in fact, little
more in the whole rest of the convention, unfortunstely). hut
wandered off to mill on the mezzanine, 1ook in on the fan srt
show, the huckster roou, etc. The fan art show is a remsrkable
phenomenon. rFracticslly unsupported except by volunteers of every
tort--people who set up the exhibition, people who msn it during



the con, people who donate awards, snd, of course, the artls§s

who supply the works exhibited -- the art show has grown in just

a few yesrs into a convention 'tradition" that showss signs of
lesting indefinitely. It is hard to tell which fennish institutions
will last lsnd which will not. The Auction"Bloch, for instance,

come 'gnd went; the costume ball hes in the past few yesrs dreswn
less effort and ettention then formerly, end might disappesr
altogether if there isn't & revival. }

'"he fon ert show, this yesr, drew entries from Britoin,from
Japsvn, vnd, of course, from the United States. In sdditioa to
the customsry drswings snd peintings there wes sculpture by Don
Simpson, photos by Welt Daugherty end Don Wollheim, and even sone
etched glass (I didn't cutch the artist’s neme). Hully Burrouzhs
hed brought up frouw Tsrzsns seversl psintings snd drswings by
St. John, Studley Burroughs, and John Coleman Burroughs.

The vsrious owards, which as recently os the Chicon were 3
hideous potpourri of badly-desipgned trophies, plsques snd loving-
cups, are now bezinning to stondardize as sa23ll attrecsive
plaques, witn just e lew eccentric designs. The only trouble, in
ny opinion, lics in the proliferstion of awards. Lsrry Shuw once
told me, shen he had beeh c¢slled upon to judge s hot-rod show,
thet the sponsors of the shows (psrts snd service suppliers for
hot-rods) se® to it thet virtuslly every kid who entered went uome
with gsome sort of trophy. It msde thes hsppier, more enthusisstic
not-rodders snd wes good for the donors® business.

Ferhsps mith no such ulterior motivetion, the fan sret show
seems to be tresdin; the ssme pasthway. I do2 not :nov just hov mony
catesories of swarde now exist, but there sre puh-lenty, and each
category in turn csrries not just s winner, but several "ploces"
(I think through Third), snd one or more honorsble mentions. It
is not the cese that "every kid who enters wins,” but I do belicve
it is the cose that the increased nunber of ewsrds tonds Lo dilute

the volue of those awards. There sre g0 eny winners, there is no
one real winner.

Another proliferation seemed to be fund-reising enterprizes.
One, in the fsn srt rooan, was a refile of grtwork (snd s few books).
Pat won 8 smell counted Rotsler csrtoon in tais rafrle. A beautiful
Fruvzetts peinting, the originsl of his Ace cover for "Gullivser of
ugrs," was raffled seperately, and won b§ liory Cazedessus. The
Gibsons roffled off a bound set of She g« space-trip issues....and
of course there wss the ususl suction, which I've previously
nentioned, sand the ususl huckster room, .hich this yesr was spacious
and plessynt, which contsined some distinctly worthwhile items, ot
prices rsnging from the trivial to tne tremendous. Innumerable
fenzines were hewked; the only one I bought was sn smsteur comic-
book sduption of "The Wizerd of Venus", I hsven't resd it yet, nor
very likely; will, but it is an interesting piece of Borroughsiasna.

The sfternoon thus paessed in vorious quiet sctivities, and
for dinper we set out with Don Wollhein to the orizinsl Trader
Vie's, ih Oaklsnd. Don snd I were wesring convent:onsl business
suits, and Fst wss wesring a pink dress of crepe or faille or
whatever you c¢all that crinkly msterisl, with a2 low scoopy
necklinr. It is the sort of dress vhich ¢ lady needs v very low



scoopy brassicere, .hich of course Pst had left home in New York,
go she wound up with (Ahshshshohs!) no visible (Onohoho!) mesns of
(Yahoo!) support (snigger-enigger-hew!). Ve finished our mesl
without incident and heuded back to the Leenington for the Costume
Ball where, as I've mentioned, there was not reslly too nmuch
competition., The only really notable costumes that 1 csn recsll
were 8 very fine iderlin (I still don't know wiho was behind the
fslse whiskers), snd Disn Pelz 28 & lovely snd authentic Thuvis,
iMaid of Mers. Thuvlia calls for red skin, which Disn achieved sll
over the visible portions of her body, which is to say, most of
her; the part elso calls for o rether unususl hesddress, & device
slightly resembling o scrawny peacock's teil, worn sbove the fore-
hegd. Disn had slso devised one of these, snd wore it with both
besuty and Pure Stfnel Authenticity. She wes sccompnnied by Bruce
Felz ss Kar Komak, Thuvia's ascqusintsnce in the book.

I think there were more Burroughs costumes thsn sny other siagle
cotegory --another Thuvis (I don't know who she wss), osnd o
Tangor, of "Beyond the Farthest Ster." Tongor wss neither on
owfully sood costume, uor psrticulsrly fsithful to the story
(blue skin!) but to iy knowledze, s first. Onc¢ of the Benford twins
came over to where Ist #nd I were wutching tne costumes go by, and
esked "dow come you aren't in costume?"
Then, leaning slijhtly over Pst, he

snuended, "Oh, I see you sre." I hit- e -
hin in the kneecsp. ",ﬁ A -
But the sensstion of the ewvening = MATTER o
§ F
wes undenisbly #ill Rotsler's zirl- FACT, ¢

friend, s riodel nemed, I believe, Jody. b ISNITE(eN
Jody hus s nice figure, good legs, @
rether pretty fuce and jet black hair,
She had been around LA before the con,
ond was st the convention itself much
of the time. The night before the
costume bsll she positively ended the
conpetition of recent ye:rs, smnong
verious feufen, of seeing who csn
attend . in less costume than whomn,
Jody sttended without s costume,

Or so it seemed. Actuelly, she
did wesr s0ld pusties about thne size
of silver dollsrs, and hed 8n opujyue
30ld spray for umodjesty's (?) ssake,
covering the legsl pininum. But sside
from this she seened to be totully-
neked. It iturned out tast she had on
® set of trensparent tights, ¢nd wss
probobly one of the 1most completely
covered girls present, but not so
you'd know it. A sensstion with the
photogrephers and the sudience in
genersl, Jody souehow fwiled to e¢ppeal |
to the judges, perhaps becszuse they were WANSHARE T 7
tnere to swsrd the best costunes, not AL

J



the best non-c¢octuwiaes.

St111. ‘the whole institution of the costuue ball se.ns to have
fallen on £ad _days since the Chicon (where,there were seversl fine
costumes, ‘but where theé .parade was hideously mismanaged)...The
past twd conventions have hed fine facilities for viewing costumes.
but few fine costanmes to view., _In sll seriousness, .l would.suggzest
that unless there 1s g revival, it.would be best to stapt consider-
ing dropplng the costune ball from. the con progran, @nd-.substituting
some .ney event in its place. - :

There visyrafter all j'nothing sscréd “sbout ‘econvention programm-
ings why, withincthe memory of ‘living men, there'hsve been
conventions with plays. ballets, formglized Ff°siags, slide shows,
motionupictures, ‘Auction Bloeh, fan“art shows, one pro art show
(Powers' one man: showi gt the Chicon)...even 8iftball gones! An
ides once pood can get played out. liaybe the costume .boll shonld bde,
if'not totslly dropped, then asllowed to lie fellow for a few years.
Then, if *there is enough interest to coause its revively there
should ‘also be enough interest to nake. it Borth-reviving. Dtherwise,
like the unlsmented custoxn of attexpting to hold a dence &t
conventions (which sinply Dges th;NorkS, it may pass pernsnently ,
fron the scene. 10 ' -

One problen with costuning is’that ‘one sy work for many hours,
spreed over s period of rany aonths, deciding which costume to
wear,.designing it, securing materisls, making the costune, creat-
ing acconpanying nakeup....in order to wesr-the costume for an
hour or less, of which one spends literslly only seconds .in the
linelight, If someone could devise s nesns of keeping costumers in

costurie longer, perhaps more people would. feel it worth more effort
to-make ‘good costunes. _

Saturday nisht. After sn emergency meeting ‘of 'the Burroushs
Bibliophilesd wepk off to find ‘Pet ot ‘the Double:Bill ‘party.
Froz the viéapoiﬁgﬁsi spending one"s nights ot Exclusive Closed-Door
rartiesy the Pscifigon was s bit of s'bust for Pat ond ne. kost of
the Closed-Door-parties we sttended ‘were closed only to .strangers
and 8 very few obnoxlous individualsy some ‘of Whom generslly
ngnapged to infiltrate-enyiow. Ag for '‘Pro Perties, we were invited
to only two. One wass more of.a business'mieeting €slled by Judy
werrill for konday morning. "All professionsl. writers: ond editors"
were iunvited, so on the strensth of Cansversl, Press:I felt thet I
ought TO-go, but instead I |slept late. Later I osked Terry Carr
whet hed trxsnspired, but he had slept too.:We both heard, though,
that Judy was upset cbout the practices of megozines controlling

subsidiosry rights on short fiction, which sffects-me not st ull,
so it's. 08 well thet I slept. po bed ade 3363 T !

! \ ' hile T2 A yeiry

i > The other Closed-Door perty wes held by 'Bills Bowers snd
Wellordi, \This was o special party' for 211 ’who psrticipsted in_the
Double:Bill Symposium, and it was @ so00d'porty st which I met s
couple of good people but have no Pecolléc¥ion whowr. I know that
gomewhere at the con I met Reginsld 'Bretnor<<=sh, it wss at
Donsho's, &snd I think sguiniatiDi8] Bowerd-snd Msllardi‘gave »
fine perty, buy-we hsd snotner one to hit---the Benfords', I
knocked ‘on the door, opened it (it was unlocked), snd there was A



Benford on (the sheets were not exposed) the bed with @ Girrul.
"Well," said Benford to me, "your wife didn't show up, so..." ( I
kicked him on the instep.).

Beck to D:B, snd after a while Bill Bleckbeerd invited Pet snd
me to his room where he hed some Rsre 0ld Publicstions to show us.
Sterting out from the Bills' room, Blsckbesrd begsn to weave
confidently up the hsll. "#here sre you going?" 1 asked.

"My roonm," he replied. ;

"Whet number?" ssked Fat. i
"Forty-nine," repliéd Bill,

"What forty-nine?"

"Just forty-nine,"

"Phat's impossible. There is no room forty-nine. Or rather there
is s roon forty-nine on every floor. Is it 649, 849...? Do yomn have
your key with you?" Bill did not, so we tried the first forty-nine
we cane to. The door was unlocked, Strange sounds csme fron within.
We entered.

There, streched out in oblivion upon the bed, lsy Larry lvie.
Dancing obscenely about the recumbant . .nebrigte were perhaps
eight monster fens. The monster fans had been delightfully unobtru-
give for most of the con...now we knew why: They gethered nightly to
prectice obscene rites upon Their Own. Ae for Laerry, his retreat
fron reality was highly understandable. That very night had been the
costume ball, and Larry had gone as The Red Skull, arch-fiend and
srch-foe of Captain America. I thought he was & fairly good Red
Skull. Don Glut, a Chicego fringe fsn, went s Csptain America. Cap
(he’s been revived, you csn see him around your newsstand N*O*W) is 2

sort of red-white-snd-blue lower-case-s supermen, nusculer, agile,
B-I-G o

Don, unfortunstely, is not big. And he did not psad his costume.
S0, instegd of looking like Captein Americe he looked like 3 skinny
kid in s Captein Americs suit. Nonetheless, the judges in their
wisdom sew fit to split the two-man group and swsrd a2 prize to Don
but not to Larry! He is not to be condemned for some disgruntlement.

We did eventuslly find Bill's room--~it turned uut to be part of
the D:B sulte! - and sfter s while mobe st the D:B party, went
back to the Benfords',; where s pleasant gethering was now in full
swing. The only incident there that I remember specifically involved
Don Fitch. As we entered the room, Don was resching into a paper bag
for a loaf of breod. I asked him for a bit, and he handed me the loaf,
of which I pulled off s chunk and pessed the remainer to the person
to hix right; who pulled off a chunk and passed the remgzinder to the
person on his right, who....of course, the loaf never made it bsck to
Don. I thanked hiz ss we all thanked him for the mervelous bread, but
Don only looked ssed. "It was my dinner," he explained.

Eventually we wound up @t the ineviteble Doggy Diner., ss ususl
with sbout tan people/ I don't remember who they were, except that
Arthur Thomson wes one of them, becsuse when I reached our table
with seversl cups of coffee, he gnd Pat were deep in conversation.



I did not interrupt, so finglly Arthur turned to me ond asked,
"Why is it you’ve never stood for TA¥F, Dick [upoff, Or run, as you
Anericens say."

I nsde sonme facetious remsrks about Could British fsndom stond
for me, but Arthur was insistent, so 1 told hin NBecsuse nobody ever
asked me to, And I do not believe that one should push onesekf for
TAFP. "

"Well, you ought to run," Arthur insisted, "I've been talking
to seversl people sbout nominsating you snd you ought to run."

So I suppose this constitutes my Anncuncement. I'm running for
TAFF, on a2 platform of "I'11 bring my wife, British fandon, you'rse
safe." In 1966, I guess, or 1267. Ask Arthur, ny campeign msnager.

Esch day hod been dawning 1later and later, but Sunday was
different; Sunday was the day of the big Burroughs Bibliophiles
Annusl Dun-Dum, Pst slept late snd I went off to represent Cansversal .
and lster, when it was 3ll over, we met for breakfast or luanch or
sonething.

Sunday afterncon the business session woes held, sni it wos s
mess. Al helevy presided, snd Al tried to be good-natured and
pernissive (or nmaybe he was just too hung-over to be energetic)
and the result was endless wrangles, parlisnentory msnuevering. end
zeneral choos. But nmot at first,

The first order of business wes the selection cof 8 196H Westercon
site, which did not involve us New York types psrticularly, so we
sat bsck and speculated. There were three bids, two from seperaste
LArea groups. (hoth within LASIS) and one from o group of relstive
neos in Can Diego. %hen the two LArea bids were conbined (technieslly
one was withdrswn in favor of the other) it become obvious thot the
Sgn Diego bid wes doomed, but s vote was tsken for forn'‘s saske, ond
the LA bid won. I think the sctusl site will be Long Besch. And San
Diego seems more-or-less sssured of getting the iiestercon for either

65 or '"66, (Providing they still exist ss s group, end still want
to put on s con.)

The bidding for the 1965 Worldcon was much more active thsn
snticipsted. Clevelond, and if I'm not mistsken 9lso Detroit, put in
token bids, then withdrew in fabor of London, all as enticirated.
ATom put in the London bid. Dave Kyle put in o bid for Syracuse,
then withdrew in favor of London but left s somewhat.puzzling
nessage to the effect thet Syracuse would bid seriously for '66
if there'we® no contest in the Midwestern region....or in ‘67 if
there wss. He seemed to be saying thst Syracuse's bid wes not serious,
but was merely designed to mske the bidding more interesting by
providing a contest....yet, at the ssme time, Syracuse wgs serious,
and wanted to pution s convention elther in ?66 (by. bynassing the

Rotetion Flen, or rsther excercisins an escape clause never before
used), or in_{67.

Then there was the JohnCon bid. A group of us over on one side
of the hall decided to put in 8 bid "just for fun" for St. John,
one of the U.S. Virgin Islands group. Actuslly, this wss sn ides
kicked sround in infrequent bull sessions for some three or four



yeers, by the Silverbergs, Shaws, Boyd Reeburn and myself. The

Virgin Islends sre s besutiful spot. The fare from New York by

jet is cheap, raoms at the Caneel Bay Plsntation, where Bob snd

Barbara ere hot to hold the con are quite expensive, but they are
Americsn Plan ~-meals included-- and this strongly mitigates the

high cost of rooms. Booze is extremely cheap, the town of Charlotte
Amalie on St, Thomss (a short boat ride from St. John) is s fascinstin:
place full of marvelous divey nightclubs and duty-free import shops,
and the whole place would really be idesal for a convention,

Well, our 24 hoc JohnCon connittee consisted of the Silverbergs,
the Ellingtons, the Lupoiffs, snd Boyd Rseburn. isthen it came to
hominating time, Bob Silverberg msde o funny speech doing his best to
loge votes, quoting an air fare something like 600 the actual
amnount ; quadrupling the room rent st Caneel, and so on. Boyd
seconded, a2dding to Bob's exsggerstions (but then we have Lerry Shaw
88 treasurer), and then came the vote.

We figured jokingly that we had the Burroughs vote (how could the
Bibliophiles oppose St. John?) but no read strength. In fact, I
suggested withdraswing, but Bob stood firm, end so when it ceme time

to vote we s8ll firmly expected th just see our own seven hands in the
air.

Instead, we seemed to have dra.n sas many votes as London had.,
This, despite Bob Silverberg’s frantic hissing of "Put your hand
down, put your hend down" st everyone in our ares. Just for fun I
rose and demanded a division of the house. Tony Boucher, perlisment-
arisn, ruled that "s trivisl motiogi" I felt that he was being s

trivisl porlismentarian,; but whet the hell, said srchie, what the
hell,

Before the Pacificon had ended, the spurious JohnCon bid for '65
had turned into a serious bid, for 1967, for s world Con in the
Virgin Islands, either on St. John or St. Thomas (the third islond,
St., Croix, has no active partisans yet). We decided thot JohnCon sas
8 name hps certain undesirable connotstions, so the bid has been
rechristened VirginVention, end I fervently crave your support.
Since then we've got the support of Cele (Goldsmith) Lelli and Ron
El1ik, Some parlay! Those of you who read this report in Apa F
((where it first appesred, in serialized form)), will probably be
comnitted to New York in ‘67, end I wish to point out that the
VirginVention is not "against" the New York bid, as is, for instance,
the Baltimore in 767 movement. Under the rotation plan, "67 comes up
an Eastern Region year, snd if NY loses to Bsltimore (or viee-versa,
or to Syrscuse, etc.,) the "turn" is used up, and there cannot be an
East Cosst con until 1970,

But the Virgin Island con, like London, is outside the continental
US, and as 8 result does not use g turn if/when it is elected. The
Plan is sugpended for '65 ~--the Midwest does not lose its turn, but
merely waits until ‘66 instesd of getting °65 --while the con goes to
London. Similarly, if we have @ Virginvention in ‘67, there will be an
Eest Coast con in °68. (Similarly, if the Virginvention does not win

in "67, chances are we'll bid for °68, and in that contingency, we
again crave support.) -

The only other item of business was the decision to appoint two



cnnitd to lock into:the Bugersitustiong-one-hecsded .by Ben
gﬁggittieiook irt o the physienl nenufacture of the trophiles, thg
sther choired by me to loox into procedures for creating cote jories,
selecting winners, etc., I will not go intc o detailed description
of the debate, except to mention that it reached the sbsurdity of
red Lerner occusing George Scithers and Al halevy of connivonce

on the basis of cloiming to hsve read their lips from the back of
the hall, In fact, George laoter told me, Lerner wos right, but tae
connivance was not illegal-- Al had. ssked George. to coll for a
question, 88 Al, in his cspscity of presiding office, could not,

At any rate, I wish to assure you about "my" conmittee, Our
Loud Member wants to brirg sbout radical reforn in Huzgo gelection
procedures, going so far 8s to remove selection frox the generslity
of fendom snd administrstion from concouas, snd hevin; the whole
thing done on 3 IFA-like hasis. But the Choirasn is s deuocrat (and
2 Republicosn) ond wishes only to clear up scae flows in the election
rrocedure 50 a5 to Arsure nmajority winners instesd of yplurslity
winrers, ond perhsps to incresse the use of the Lpecial Award
{slthough not tc the sbsurd length done st Chicon III)J and work
# few other procedursl inprovements. But the Cheirman's bvasiec
attitude is thsot the Hugos were founded by fendon, have been
supnorted by fandom end awarded by fandon for twelve yeors, and if
the Loud Wember or anyone elge wishes to stsrt s series of
authoritsrion awords, he may do 80. But they won’t be Huross Lin
Corter gives his own Spectrum Awards each year; others msy go ond
Go Likewigexif they wish. .

Chairmeni are/funny that wsy. You'never know " ho will turn up in
g Bhairyrior how 'he will get "if 'he does. The Chairmon of the
JohnCon-VirginVention bid is Dick Ellington---an znsrchist, for
God"s sske! And the Chsirmen of this.here,now Hugo thing is a
science-fiction fan, znd intends to see that. the .control of the
ugo remains in the hands of sclence-fiction fandon.

Fron the business session’onward it seemed that I heord two
juestlions ten thousond tizes epiece. (1)"Whaf Would“ you guys have
dope if the Virgin Islonds had won the 1955 vorldeon? (2) #hat are
jou going to.do about ‘the Hugos?

The angwers were (1) Soiled our underpsats. (2) Nothing until
1 get on officisl charge from the Pscificon lI . Com:ittee, and
consult with the Loncon Committee.,

well, that .business neeting took so lon: that Pst gnd I byrosced
the .following wine-testing (we hordly needdd ncre alcohrol) and went
ur8teirs to change clothes for the bhanauet,

Now, I do not recsall the exsct sequence of the speakers, but
1 think I receubexrwho they 'ell were, stortinv with Tony Boucher
0 Tade 9 goody 1f slightly ‘over<effusive tdestunsster, And so,
with no partculer sequence intendeq ,Dick Lunoff's Very Oun
Inprecsions of «the spcakers @' ivhe Pac¥ficon II Bannuet:

1. Arthur Thomson, TAPIman, Thonk you for heving me over,

said Arthur, 2I'm having a2 marvelous tine.! And then he sat down
¢o 0 hearty round cf thoroughly-deserved applauses

2. idmond Hsmilton ond Leigh Brackett, Co-Guests of Honor
(Professionsls) spoke for sbout five ninutes aplece., Their talks



were both pleasant, snecdotcl, very well recieved, ond not ewfully
significant, as indeed after-dinner speeches ought not to be.

%, Forrest J. Ackermsn, Fan Guest-of-Honor. Forry gsve s rether
longish talk, perhaps twenty minutes or so, that might be termed
"Wy Life snd Times in Science-Fiction Fandom,"™ Perhaps s bit ego-
centric,; and perhaps 8 bit msudlin, certsinly o bit boring but
essentislly unobjectionable. Forry®s speech drew a polite round of
apnleuse,

4, San Moskowitz, representing First Fandom to present the
second Science-Fiction Hall of Feme Award to Hugo Gernsback. Well,
the First Fandom Awsrd, as we gll know, is & very ugly desk-set
with a kteic symbol of quivering computer tape looped oround the top.
Sgm started something like this: &We all think that we know who
Hugo Gernsbach is,; and what he has done for this field., But maybe we
don't fully understend snd sprreciste this man's contribution to
science fiction, and even those of us who do, should perhsaps stop
now gnd then, snd review the remsrkable career of the Father
of Science Fietion, .« »seder to refresh ourselves and find inspir-
etionccocv--® And from there he launched into a recitstion, from

nemory, of s much-expanded version of nis famous biography of Hugo
Gernsback.

After hzlf an hour or so, of shifting ip sests, squirmin:;, people
going off to the basthroom and returning, even Chris Moskowitz left
her seat, somehow made it off to a far corner of the room gnd sst
down again. After asnother ten or fifteen minutes there seemed to be
some scurrying sbout going on behind Sam, at the speokers'® table,
and whispered conferences and some appsrent writing, as Alve Rogers,
Al bhalievy, Bill Donsho, snd Tony Boucher conferred sbout something.

Another five ninutes or so, and one of them slid s note under
Sam's nose., Ssm at the moment hod zlmost gotten up to the femous
story of Hugo Gernmsbock's Silk Hat of
1913, reslly the high point of the
introductory section of his speech. When
the note wss given hin Som flinched, paused,
read it, ruminated a bit, then said LI see
that I'm running out of time, so I'll have
to skip over the rest of this talk, snd
just summgrize by saying...$ whereupon he
gave us the short (30 minute) version of
the Life of Hugo Gernsback, totslly omitting
several of his best thigh-slappers.

It was later revesled that the contents
of the mysterious note were "SHUT UP!"

After that come the owasrding of the
Hugod, but I really did have to pass water,
and excused nyself from the roon to make a
quick trip to the mezzanine. As 1 went
through the lobby on ny wsy back, I noticed
a stocky, balding, middle-aged gentleman
through the front door of the Leamington.
He was climbing out of a tsxicseb., He




€ b ond I notlced that he was wearing a white dinner
322%:2% 233 iogmgil, neat mustache. What drew ny attgntion, however,‘
was his slightly odd behavior. Although seeningly quite comfortaple in
the Lesmington lobby he started, deliberstely, to practice }abquous
bresthing, as if he had been rvnning. And he reached into his jacket
pocket and withdrew o small lady's atomizcr, apparently_conta;ning
water, which he proceeded to spray upon hie forehead, sinulating
persperetion.

I continued bsck to ny seat beside Pst, who wss shivering from
the air conditioning, and listened to the snnouncenents. Best P ozine,
Anslog; best fanzine, Amrs; best artist, lmsh; best short ;ictlon,
Poul Anderson. As the best novel awsrd wss snnounced, I renearsed in
my nind the five nominees. The nominsted novelists were Fronk Herbert,
who sat nesrby, Cliff Simsk, equally close, Andre Nortoh, home in
Ohio, Kurt Vonnegut, whose wheresbouts I did not know, and Robert
Heinlein, presumsbly home in Denver.

The suspense grew. I twisted nervously in my sest, noticing, ss I
did so, the stocky nan, stsnding in the lobby, vlso apparently
listening, bright begds of moisture glistening on his skin, chest
heaving in strangely labored bresth. Tony Boucher snnou:aced the
ainner: "Way Stetion" by Clifford D. Simak. All spplauded, 2nd in the
excitement of the noment I only think that I cought, with the corner

of my sye, a8 glipse of a white coat-tail disappear from the banquet
room doorway .

The major psrty we sttended Sundsy night wss held in room 324,
belonging to Danny Plachts of Detroit. and another fellow whose nsne
I didn't catch. The chief surprize of the party wes the fact that
Dove Rike turncd up; I thenked him, when we were introduced, for the
RURs he'd sent me, and hoped thst we'd hsve sn opportunity to chst,
but somehow I missed him gnd never did get a chsnce to talk with hinm
at any length. That wss just one of the things I regret not having to
do st the convention. Another was t. tslk to Ray Nelson.....he was st
8 post-con psrty that Pst snd I sttended, #nd I missed hinm too.

de did have sn interesting tslk with l:d Wood, snd with o couple
of other fans who wandered in. Ed wss asked his profession, for
instanse, snd replied, "I amig merchant of desth. I work for the
Atonic Energy Commission, in an atonic subtmorine. In Idzho."

I must say that £d is becouing incresgingly onc of my fsvorite
fans. He used to irk me ccnsiderably, but that was.before I lesrned
to co-exist with him, You see, 1id has opinions=-opinions on many
subjects. PFor instence, he believes that fanzine reviews ought to be
piercing snslyses of the subject publicstions. I agree with Ed that
lengthy and plercing anslyses of fanzines mske fine resding.

Ed holds that fanzines themselves ocught to be devoted to serious
¢ritiesl, historicsl, snd bibliogrephic mstericl concernins science-
fantasy litersture. I too enjoy such msterisl.

Where Ed snd I part wsys is thet £d feelg thet there should be
only serious stfnel meterisl in fanzines, while I feel that while long
pIercing fenzine reviews are vorthwhile, so sre "shopping-list" fnz
reviews, ond I feel that while serious stfnsl fanzines are fine, so



8180 may be fannish fsazines,; fan newszinesq hunorous fanzines, etc,
Here, we'get ‘to screamingo

At the.fanzine panel Bd prov1ded the greatest 1nterest of ,any
psrticipant, penelist or sudience becsuse.be has strongly held
opinions, which he- expresses with forcesand sdomsnee. we.nseed. such
people, but.we need to evoid teking then teo.seriously.. If I have
Learned s Lesson in fandom in the pest few years, 1t is how, to get
slong with people like Kd Wood.

Well, the 324 party was, a; 500d one, and toipgp 1t 3 larue group
of us ——I think boti Pats and Dick&, JOOkK. Root, ligllardi and Bowers,
and .probably seversl moresswent bo.the,logsiec,Diners Diek. Ellington
was telling stories again. one in particulzr sbout a strange little
man who'used' to ' run“a chesp'dinsy ' in & slum nelighborhood’ in'Seattle,
He had 2 dish 'that Was Dieck's absolute fasvorite: chili, from which s
scun was reémoved by 'swiping = piece’of 5tele bread seéross the surface.

produeing s cheap, tasty =nd nourlshing m@a) for somethin 1ike o
riekel,

i
After 3 while bylvis Dees,eand Steve, Toliiver cemeydin.dooking
total wrecks, £at ssked them if we Jooked,es bad. to .them as they did
to us, and they ssid we did. so we gave; it up end,went to bed.

As soon es'Pat’ and I ‘ewoke Mondey T hod g''distinct’ feeling of
melancholis combined: with, relief: --nelsncholie, atsthe knowledﬁe that,
for all practical, purposes, the conwention wWas over, ond rellef that
no disagster had struck. The detter, 0f ecouvse, was the.ofternath of
our pre-con Jjitters, due. gepersliy o the -Boondoggle situation. But
when nothing nore. significant, then fhe, Buechley dncidents occurred,
it becsme spparent that all partiesgwere exver0181ng res srointy I'm
sure .thet this was the wisesty course.

As to feeling thot ‘the couvention 'os practlcvlly over., ‘even
though there Weg stiil 4'fulldéay Teft "on ‘the program, T csn only
conjecture that the bsnquet, and especislly the awsrding of the Hugos,
is the emotional, climax of, esch.yeap'ts conventiong.and thet @nything
post-climactics is, necessarily enticlimactic. At eny ratey early
Monday morning, Pot, succeeded in getting tog-ther with seversl other
Csrousel Fans who had. been txying rbhroughout, the .con to ;get mp an
expedition to wisit Tilden FPark uorth of Berkeley, and mide ion the
famous carousel, .there., Although -not in the, least @ Carousel Fan, 1
3llowed myself To be lassoed into, going alongs - ‘

When we arrived .eat, Tilden FPerk we found thet the . .carousel, there is
justly faned.oe -4t 16 -8 beautiful thing, equipned not, only with the
traditional -horse and swens, but;wiih gryphonas and gient Jleuping
frogs, snd. .other golden, creaturesy The capouselwiso has o llittle sevt
resembling s hatbox, but ahout. four .feet dn dismete ry opencon stop, viith
8 circular bench running arouwid the inside, .end 3 single verticalk
opening for ingress ond egress. The entire device is nmounted on s
vertlcal pcie ‘which ‘rises through itq center; and ‘rotates ‘while the
entire ocarousel revolves.

In the "hatbox™ 1 =uggested sittimg with the head throan back,
eyes {ixed not oa s specific point overhesd but in.e {ixed pocltlon,
so that they were set, in effect, to move clrcularly about an imaginary
point overhesad, which in turn was moving in & much larger circle as



arousel turned. As we all sat bsck in the hotbox (I think I was
ggg gnly one nad enough to try the heed back position) gll made
conments asbout how timid and teme this ride wes until first one, then
the other would suddenly £o grey-green in the face, bring one hand up
to the mouth, and mumble sround the fingers, "It's got me!" I may not
have been the firet to go, but I donlt see how 1 could hsve other then
the farthest gone, before the ride ended., Ellie Turner wss the last,
and it wes e bitter delight %o watch her superior smile turn suddenly
to an expression of panic. '

After the ride, which lested spproxismately six eons of geological
time, we 8ll went to join the wise fsns sitting on the grass, snd
glowly recover, Then we started back for Osklend.

We did little for the rest of the afternoon except sit slumped in
the mezzenine. Alva Rogers did pull me sside for s moment, snd express
a hope that I would not be too upset that the monsgement hed decided
that I would be billed for the cost of 3 new florsl print to replace
the one thst Jack Harness snd Alex Eisehstein hsd modified. I ssked
how nuch they were plaonning to stick me for, snd Alva seid five bucks,
which, it struck me, was not enough money to get excited about. Ted
Vhite wes sitting nearby, end when he heard of this, he sugzested thet
I could demend the print, if I wss poeying for it, I thought he was
right, but didn't see what I would waspnt with such e nonstosity.

Mondsy night Pst and I went out to dinner with Terry end Carol
Carr; Terry is a BAres nstive, but neither Csrol nor Pst nor I had
ever been there before, snd Terry decided to show us around. We
erranged to have drinks before dinner at Cliff House, a restsursnt
overlooking the Pocific, with seal rocks just offshore snd s msgnifi-
cent view of the sunset. Terry cslled the weather buresu to determine
the time of the suuset thst evening---it was 7316---3nd the four of
u8 took off in the MG 1100, roaring and backfiring, in what we hoped
would be sufficient time to get there snd see the sun set in the
Pacific Ocean.,

We become slightly lost in Ssn Frencisco, got beck on couree snd
started burrying, probsbly breeking s few ordinsnces, but msking it
to Cliff House about fourteen minutes after seven o'clock., Unfortun-
ately, it was o heavily clouded and foggy evening, snd the sunset wss
totally invisible. The view from Cliff House is nonetheless s lovely
one, with the Pacific Ocesn strsching below, snd jagged rocks rising
many feet from the surface of the sea,

No seals were visible, but the rocks themselves gleesmed white in
the light of the floodlights trained on then from the shore, snd ss
we st in o besutifully penelled cocktsil lounge nesr a rosring fire,
someone, Carol perheps, ssked how the rocke could sppesr snow~-capped

in this cool. but herdly freezing, climete. "That’s not snow," replied
Terry, " thsetts bird droppings."

Back ot the lesmington s finasl party wes being given by the
convention committee. It may be that the party was overcrowded, hot,
stuffy, ond generslly dull, or it may (more likely) have been merely
a stste of mind, but whotever the reason, Pat snd I both felt little
interest in what was going on., At one point during the psrty Pst was
hglf-reclining on one of the two beds in the room, I was sitting



near the foot, 2nd Ted White was next to Pst. Sitting on the edge

of the other bed, facing in our direction but tsellking to soneone
else wss Tony Boucher. Judy Merrill strode into the room, spotted
Tony, and plunged headlonyg across the bed, lsnding squsrely on Pst
and Ted, and settled down to talk to Tony. I think only sone frantic
squirning and perhsps o discreet job or two dislodzed her st . thst.

Ted cleims to have kneed Judy in the groin, but I think he is just
fantsecizing.

Tuesdoy morning wes o time for saying good-bye to many people,
some old friends snd sone new ones. We huad breskfast in the Lesmington
coffee shop with George snd Cindy Heap, or Cindy snywsy, George being
hung-over, The iebberts stopped by our table, on their way out, snd
Im sure there were others as well.

Afterwards we went upstsirs to psck, and then bsck to check out.
At the desk I settled our bill, including the extrs $5.00 for the
hideous florel print, snd just for the hell of it scted on Ted White's
ides and ssked for the picture. The desk clerk conferred with the
mgneger, the nonager telephoned the housekeeper, the picture was

located, and presented with whet I considered really more fléourish
then necessary.

LIf you had changed both pictures we wouldn't have complained,
the msnager told me, %But you spoiled a motched set, you see.®

I admitted that I ssw, snd we took our picture and our luggage and
losded ui our rosring, explodingz MG and made for the Ellingtons® house
once agasin., There wss to be s post-con psrty that night, and the next
morning we would lesve to stay with non-fan friends for a few days-

We tried 2 new route thiouzh Osklend, passing s hospitsel which
conspicuously displayed "Quiet Plesse" signs. The car was getting
worse snd worse, apparently ss the monifold worked loosser and looser,
and by the time we reached Berkeley I felt thst the car was reslly on
the verge of quitting sltogether, Certeinly I was ready to quit it.

A while ofter vrriving we gethered up Pat snd Marie Ellington, and
Donnie Currsn, und would hasve set out for Dannie’s house in the Canyon,
but Pat Ellington warned thst it was 2 rough trip there, and I reslly
did not feel like tryling it in & car that seecmed ready to give out at
any noment,

So before we left Berkeley we looked up the sddress and telephone
number of Ngtional Car Rentsl in Oaklsnd. The Ellingtons use s 1963
. tclephone book, Dick explsins, beceuse the ‘64 book waes printed by
hon-union labor, and the Wobblies have hesded s cenpcign to get
subscribers to return the books, snd #nnounce thsat they'll get along
. with lsst yesr's, plus information service, until the f65s, printed by
union labor, are reody.

Well, we called National, and explained whot wss the matter, and
they sgreed to swap the car for snother. Pot, Pat, liarie and Dannie
piled into the now-powerless*car, I got into the driver‘s sest snd off
we went once more, sounding louder thasn ever, 2nd headed for the
3ddress in Oaklsnd given in the phone book-

((* Or "now glmost-powerless car", I should've typed. SS.))



when we got there, which took g .nile, wg found ouly algasi
stetion. The proprieter was not there, and the attegougt WO was
knew nothing of ony rentsl outfit. Sc we looked up National in thg
kas etation's '64 phone book, and found thot indeed thgrg Was o new
address. vie drove there, following street silins end buildings nunbers,
ond errived st length st ---the Hotel Lesuingtin! National had noved
to the hotel, end opersted fror the hotel gerame nd psrking lot!

They were s bit surprized to see me ezain, but made no protest
at exchanging the G 1100. Apparently there hev been eucuzh tpopble
with these cars that they are not surprized to get one beck with a
compleint over mechsnicsl 'problems. I ssked the propricter if we
could have o VW instesd-- we were orginally supposed to get o
VW back in Los Angeles, but were stuck with the G instead because it
w3s 31l thet they hed--~ and he exploined agdly tihst LHhey hag none’
avoilable.. Their VWs, are always in demnond, snd, the ueople who.cun’' b
get then settle, for uxG 1100s.

But: off we' went 't o the Conyony Pt EXiington driving ‘the 1ast lexz
of thentrip becsuse' the' podd ASiso tolh We To warredt »voidonce by
strangers 1f 3% allipossibley ‘ond ‘then we ‘climbed bsck 'up the side of
the Canyon, on foot, to reach Dannie’s house, where Pst snd 1 first
ngde the oacqusintonce of Pescesbtle WNaters, one of Buck and Snoopy's
rup. ies, After resting o while to et our hresth back, we tramped
beck to the car with the brew we had cecme to get for the psrty.

Comehow, that party never exactly began....the earliest srrivals
drifted in so slowly snd Jjoined .the group sitting sround the living
room 80 quietly,that you could hsrdly .iotice then, but blink your
eycs and there were suddenly seventg-~five people in the house. hoozinz,
carousing, swepping stories, playing with the snimsls, fignting,
wrestling, esting, telling lies, making friends, moking enenies,
telling jokes, laughing, kissini; esch other, so xing esach other,
sdnirin, Dick £llington’s monster ¢olliection, aduirins the ‘blue florsl
print frowu the Lesnington, passing the print around for universal
cutograrhs and for suction at a3 future \Vlestircon, going upstairs,
coning hack, going outside, coming back, going off .for more liquor
(the suvposed full evening's supply lasted barely half the purity),
looking st fsnzines (Elmer Ferdue tried to subscribe to Xero but
settled for the procise that there would never bc shother issue
published without his being notified), singing songsc.....

I pust @dmit that at the sisrt of the .party.l was drinking the
scotch that Pst and I donated; when that save out I switched to
screvwdrivers, .Somewhere along the line, =fter the expecition to
replenish the wine cellar, I found nyself forced to 7o on.to cerong;e
blossomg, The total res.lt was the .first (snd .only).encounter ..ith
trouble holding liquor that I faced on the trip. "I won't stand for
This," my stomach ssid.

"Who's boss here?" I asked in reply.

"Let's find out," suggested my 'stonsch, stortin: ‘@ concesled bump-
and-grind., : '

"Okay, let's" 1 snswered, forcing a glottsl contraction to hold
everything dovn.

And to my astonished gratificstion, I won. Think of thst.



This is, I suppose, sn schievement of sorts. Psat didé not mateh it,
but thst is a delicate metter, snd she made it to the bsthroom in
time; which is important.

I don't hsve msny clear recollections of the perty, you will
need few guesses why notn

Ag the party ‘had never reully started, so it never really ended ,
either. People drifted emt in small numbers, the first few g roups to
leave hardly  veing noticed, later lones reducing the hunen density
apprecisblyy and finslly, one night sgoein blink, and lo!, there wss
no one left but the Ellingtons snd their staying guests. I ‘guess the
party bitter-ended between five and six A.li., end Pst snd I went to
bed in s more-or-less mekeshift double bed upstairse.

We hed' just sbout: settled for a few critically ‘needed hours of
sleep when =-¢crackl-- the bed collepsed. 'We were 'keeping up ‘our
gversge- of onc, broken bed a3 ‘week, without even trying,

We left Berkeley Wednesday morning for Hillsborough, .a suberb
south of Sen i'rsncisco where we spent the next four days visiting
nundsne: friends. Waturdsy night we msde it to the Knighte" for a
rether quiet, s8lightly melsncholy fsrewell., There were just six of
us theres; Jerry and Mirism, end the two psirs of 'Pots ‘snd Dicks.
Jerry showed a8 rgther ood movie msde by thensclves snd the Clintons.
Ken Besle would‘’ve been proud: it wssn't just an osnimested ‘snapshot,
but actuslly had 8 plot, albeit s crude and soiewhat incohersnt one.
It wes fsr more tolerable than most home movies.

Dick Ellington told ‘the final --snd best-- of 8ll 'his stories,
that of Dennie Currsn and the weddﬂng of Tom ‘Cond1t. |

Ag you know, Dan is @ patrlarch or sn elder or some such title
in the Church of the Brotherhood of the Way, fandom's own religion,
officislly recognized by the State of Cslifornis. In his capacity,
Dan is.entitled toperform warious officisl 'scts, ‘tncluding weddings.

For Tom’s wedding to s girl identlfled only as Lisa, Dan had had
the couple sitz t81lor foshion, on the floor. ban himself., clad in
his black monk's robes, sat facing then.,

Dsn's formal questioning of the nuptisl pair begen with "You two
been mekin® it «for awhile?"

Response (in unieson): "Yeah."

Clergyman' "You vanna keep makin it for a wiilel"
Reaponse : "Yaah "

Clergyman° "Okay, you're married,”

Of course, it is all perfectly legal. , 1f only someone could get

Dad to' £111 out .and register the form on Which weddings  sre reported
to the 's¥ate.

Sometime «during “the night “Jerry ‘and ‘WMirisn, "Pati"and ‘1, plonned
the Llid-Hudson' Science fiction ‘Legzue i or ‘sonme ‘such ‘oisanization
“hich «e illformmext spring when they adrriveéin Kinbstonq twenty-
five niles or so morth ofiPoushkeepsia, "And 67 ‘course "the First Annual
Foughkeepsie Science-Fiction Piecnic.
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The next da Sunday, we flew nome, emidst much conius
chonging of resz;vatiogs’at the lsst possible moment,_put it seens
rather pointless to zo into thot. We arrived home to find o stock of
mail including my discharge from the army reserves, gt long, long lsst.

Arthur Thomson had been having his Americsn tour while we had been
visiting in the Bay Ares, snd wss due back in New York the next doy,
Tuesdey.

He had plens for steying in ijew York through Fridsay evening, and
we had some plans for some of those dsys snd some of those nights, snd
it wags & bit like hoving the Pacificon come beck to us, now that we had
left it.

Arthur's first night bsck in New York 8 group of us --the Carrs,
Jock Root, Pat snd I-- took him on a tour of the Villsge, hsving
dinner in a good ldexican restaursnt Terry end Cerol knew of, and then
going to a8 coffee shop, Cafe Finjon or some such place, &t Jdock's
recomnendetion. Caofe Finjon occupics the former pnremises of the Fat
Black Pussycast, @ distinct comedoun in nsne.

After vile coffee end ice creem concoctions we set out once apgain,
end wound up at a Villege movie house putting on a silent film revivsi;
we ssw 8 couple pf shorts, end the original Doug Fpirbanks (Sr.) Mark

of Zorreg. It was probably a good show, but we were 8ll sleepy long
before it ended.

Thursdsy evening was the famous or infamous Farewell Puil Rogers
party, held at Ted White's apsrtment in BrookXlyn. All week seversl of
us had been worrying sbout what to do in case Ted didn't get back in
time, in his newly-bought Chevrolet Greenbrier, with Ardie Waters, her
son Chris, Peacesble, and our dirty leurdry. At the last monent we
legrned thet it wes no problem: Les Gerber hsd a key, ond would be st
the spartment ready to start the party without Ted, if need bve.

Arthur, Pat and I had dinner 3t the Bezr Gerden, then drove to
Brooklyn, erriving to find that the electricity in Ted's apsrtment
had been turned off. Andy Porter snd I went and bought can 'les. About
10:30 Arthur, Lee Hoffman, Terry&Cerol, Jon #hite, Pat&l left for
Chinatown. We hsd a good mesl, and a good time, 3nd then Arthur end
Pat snd I took Lee home, and she invitec us in to look ot her fannish

memorabilia, and listen to marvelous old 78 records, snd finish the
evening.

liesnwhile, back in Brooklyn, Ted & Co. arrived within ninutes of
our depasrture, gnd is reported to heve been understandsbly miffed st
the spiriting swsy of the guest of nonor before even the srrivel of
the host. If we'd wR his srrivel wss imminent... but for sll we
knew, he night sti e hundreds of miles away. Régrets sre vsin.

Fridey was the resl end. Andy Porter, Jock Root, Dave Ven Arnan,
and Pat & I sll drove to Idlewild with Arthur for e finsl dinner (it
wes vile) snd farewell. Arthur produced Sweet Good-bye <{Sugsr
envelopes)) foe Aps F while waiting for Tood to come. we sll walked
him to his bosrding ststion, and shook hands, snd Pat kissed him, and
we wetched Arthur round e corner zmidst what looked like the Siszi

UN delegation en route home vis England. and thc Pacificon was really
over.

FISTFA wasn't much fun that night.
~~Dick Lupoff--
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SUMMER DAY JOHN KONING

People have been telling me for years thast I daydream too much,
thot I 1ive in s fentasy world which hss little relation to reality,
thet I just don't know about the cruel world, but until this past
gumner I didn't reslly know what they meent. Granted, I hsve led s
rather sheltered life, cloistered in the brick wells of Case Instit-
ute of Technocrecy, but I essumed, as I sat in beerhslls or took in
the shows st locsl nightclubs, that there was little in the world
that could shock or emsze me. But you know I was wrong.

For this very summer I had my first introduction to the Working
Msn in qusantity. Now, I had met people like those et United Kkngin-
eering & Foundry before, principslly in the pages of Innuendo’s
scething vignettes about Berkeley, or in Void's stories of Dsllas-
fandom, but I slways thought that these peopfe were the work of
Cair'? and Benford's fertile imeginstions. Oh, goshwow, wgs I ever
naive

3

The psrticulsr machine shop where I worked ss sn assistent
Hitcher was peopled by sbout 25 hard working men, sll engsged in
a8 kind of guerills werfare, not only with the world, but with them-
selves. One of the lathe operstors would frequently tell me (each
time in exsctly the same words) about the Bhop Stewerd, s suspicious
men who, he said, had been eclected to his Union post only because
the men wanted to see how big sn sss he could mske of himself.
From the note of envy in the lathe men's voice I could tell thast he
secretly believed thst he could mske an ass of himself far better
then the Stewsrd., Thie Union men, the Stewsrd, obviously feeling
thet I, 8 college msn, was a2 fellow member of the intelligentsis,



would frequently take me eside ond deride the "yinos" he was
forced to work with, snd brag about his Complete Control over
the Hiteher, my direct superior. He would demonstrate tb;s
nsstery by following the Hitcher around snd asking "Why? Why?"
whenever the Hitcher, & men nomed Bob, did anything. Bob ilgnored
the Stewsrd, but I felt that this only evidenced how subtle the
Steward®’s control was over my master.

Bob himself had a fine sensc of humor. he would exnibit his
fine feeling for the boffo Ly painting cookies with white lead
paint end then feediny them to the Mschine Operators. "Old Southern
Jokes he almost kill you." Bob was Southern.

The MNschine Men in turn whiled swsy their time by psinting our
shoes with the ssme white lead paint, and by squirting pessersby
with their woter pistols. This is what seperstes men from machines,
for whsat fally automated machine ever displayed s fine sense of
hunor?

Bob the Hitcher aznd I spent s grest desl of our leisure time
together, and he would oftentimes tell me of his colorful past, He
would paint plictures of the Grest Coon Hunts in the Deep South,
where they would chase the furry snimals through the woods with
hanner and sxe, crying "Tellyho!" And he would expound on his 26
jears a8 a cosl nine straw boss, his years as o highly paid sslesman
in men’s wesr, and his meny other occupstions. He had, in fact, led
guch s full 1ife that 1 cslculsted his sge at 109,

Most illuminating., howewer, was his opinion of Segregstion.
Integration, he would 'state, ‘was not the desire of the Southern
Negro, but of the Northern white ‘men. Negroes hsd, he said, been
happy in the South, shining shoes and doing other similar tasks that
nature had equipped them for. Then had come those ignorant Northern
people. And what was the result? Why, diseontent., He pointed to the
recent race rilote all over the nation as proof thst the Negro wanted
to be left slone., It was obvious thst he was s grest champion of
Negzro Rights, snd would go to.gre. .t lengths to se: that they were
allowed to keep their spectal bus seats, g

By far the most inspiring of my fellow workers, however, was the
wow Operstor, the man who, God hadn’t/ wsnted to zo to college.
Occasionslly this, nen wculd sit next 4o me during the lunch bresk
and tell me of his dreams of the Second Coming {in which he was left
on Barth s 2 martyr). He interpreted his exclusion from the Chosen
88 anlindication that he should go into the World snd presch the

aspedl.,

"Why didn't you go into' the ministry?" I ssked one day.

"The ministry?" he replied, looking ‘st me condescendingly, "No,
I thought sbout goilng into the ministry, hut God told me not to go
to college." ' :

"God told you.... #hoat did he sound like?"

. "Oh, he didn’t speak to me directly, thet would heve been expect-
ing too much. You see, I was enrolled in Bible School, prepsring to
go to College. But while I was a2t Bible School five seperate
ministers, on five seperste occasions, told me not to _o to collcge."

"Did they tell you why you shouldn’t go to college?" I ssked.



"No., But I knew what they meant. It was like my dresm, I could
do more as s layman than as a minister. That's what they mesnt. We
8ll don't have to go to college, you know,"

“But you would have, if God hadn't told you not to?"

"That's right.... but He t0ld me in time,”

"Yes," I replied, esting snother pesnut butter ssndwich.

Since returning to my own little scholsstic sphere I heve pondered
long on the lessons leasrned in thst machine shop. Now I am aware of
the resl world, the world in which the negro, against his will, is
being forced to ride in the front of the bus snd is being denied his
right to keep the White man in his place, in which asutomstionm is
denied only becsuse machines, no mstter how efficient, have no sense
of humor, and in which God tells people not to go to college.

It sort of gives me & Sense of Wonder.

~=John Koning—-

"I think I can probebly do without °The Art of Yossele Rosenblatt’?”

MORE STILES: The purpose of this section is to £ill up the rest of
this page. This is, I suspect, not a good thing to admit snd msybe
even irrefutsble proof that I am not a Good Editor., Not that Good
Editors haven't done similar things; it's Just theat they make it
seem like they had plenned it sll along. Faugh, pretense! We're
honest around here. I never ssid I wes a Good Editor snywsy.

Strangely enough, I can't think of snything to write (except
interlineations, and they would spoil the layout). Strange becsuse I
was once a member of Apex snd in Apex everyone wrote resms of letters.
Communicaetion was the byword in our group. And I once wrote a2 letter
that was twenty-one psges; not thst it really mattered, becsuse,
rereading ny old stuff I‘ve come to the conclussion that nothing I
ever wrote in Aps X wss worth snything. For example, I once wrote a
half a psge on how I dropped pebbles on a chipmunk, "1t went °cherk,
chernk, chirp'” I noted,

One of our o0ld Apex Jokes wes "I almost love you." Another was
"I almost communicate with you."

When I was in Apex I was Finding Myself. Or st least I thought so:
actually, whet I was dolng wss writing pretentious nonsense sbout
Love, Life and Desth when I really didn't know that much sbout love
and couldn®’t claim to have gone through desth. However, I do think
thet the sheer volume of gsrbsge I produced taught me something sbout
writing. I'm really proud of the following excercise in writing
accomplishment: "'I think that Herbie Mann is 5 8—=-——,' sa3aid Ted, °‘I
think he'’s 3 Bew=——==;' g8id Boyd. 'I think he's 8 Fem=e——e Sea - -
Bewew,' said somebody. 'e———ee —- - s

o
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THE METAPHYSICS OF EXISTENCE

or

THE EXISTENCE OF METAPHYSICS

For a longer time then I would like to think about, the question
of existence hss betn a very resl one to nore people than I would
like to think sbout. Bkven Descmrtes' famous proof of his own existence.
the one thing he could not doubt (becsuse if he did not exist, he
could not doubt his own existence) has been "refuted" by later

philosophers, who sald they thought they existed but couldn't prove
it.

If you csn think about it without laughing, the question of
existence becomes 8 very real one. Let us say, just for the noment,
that Descartes 4id not exist but could be fooled into thinking he
existed, That would leave us with no definitive proof of enything.
And there sre reasonable grounds for doubting anything else--sense
impressions for sure, since you've certsinly had experiences where you
were sure of something and turned out to be mistaken.

We will tske it for grented that no one can sct without hsving
positive proof of snything. Really, this is 91l whet we do---using
the sgme kind of feitih behind 8ll ovr sctiors that z religious man
uges for believing in God. The question remains; whet happens
when one must be certsin of something? Whet happens when you csnnot

act at sll without being positive beyond any possibility of doubt
sbout something?



Well, for the moment let us presume thet we do not exist,
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PN, BUEBTY, 28%2 14%h Avenve Wesl . Seatile ¥Washirgten 98115
Appreciations fer SAM #11, particularly since we'd
dene nothing te deserve it. Why, I den't believe I even
wrote to say (several issues age) thet Mike Deckinger had
not really caught the flaver of my CRYramblings, that he
had instead caught the flaver ef some sort ef Busby-Weber-
Teskey-Pfeifer melange frem the elder days of CRY ags a
subzine, such as maybe 1956. I had theught that LOC out
in my fine mind mere than once, but I den't believe I ever
did really write it. Anyways, I de like your stuff; even
Ditte does not keep me from reading it. ((Ysh, Mimeo Sneb!))

Fanzine Dep’t titles are ne preblem: you just take some
contemperary or catchphrase and foul it up @ little if
necessary, sseme ags everyone else dees; the enly reasen
these leok eseteric id that they really didn't make much
sense to begin with, and that's the best kind. Anything
gees 8S 9 Dep't title; use it 3-4 times @nd it becomes »
household werd mere er less, depending on hew you define
heuseheld. I'd give examples but they all ceme up Dirty
sand I hgve to ssve these fer APA-Y.

It is good te see Rich Brewn'’s fullbere expositien of
the Ayn Rend beoks. I didn't resd "Atlaes Shrughed"” until
medium-late 1962 but I've resd it twice mere since then and
think it is ene hell of @ geod beek, (I'd resd "The Fount-
ainhead" in 1946 and reread it in '62 after reading "Atles").



No one person fully agrees with, any other person, .evers; I
den't fully agree with Ayn Rand,and I den’t expect that

Rich does either if he'd step to consider the mztter step

by step all the way. ((It's hard: te find @ philosophy in
which everything is wreng and almest impessible te find one
that's all right, And that's *Philesephy* fer this issue--~
frem me, anyway.)) Nenetheless Ayn Rand takes one big bite
out ef the seupy general acceptance of the intrinsic
superierity of the cepeless, and I joein Rich in cheering her
fer this,

"Atlss Shrugged” is Science-Fictien, not becsuse it
contalng @ deethresy and @ Werder lietal and a cemouflaging
fercefieid and. s new cigerette, . but becsuse it tekes place
in @n utterly-alternstes universc«frem that 'in ‘which we live.
I'm not exasectly sure where the liniverse in "Atlas..." dbranches
off frem ours, but the.turnoff cenld net be Yater than the
nement wnean Guiseppe Angers missed president-eleet Fraaklin
D Reosevelt .and killed mayer Anton Cermak of Chicage instesd,
and it might very well .eccur beficre thevsigning ef the
Versailles Tresty.punctuated Werld War I with ¢ semicelen
rsther then a peried.. The Werld.of Atles... Y& cne that
nene of us heve kanewn: individuals rather then cerperste
(nen) entities msnipulatiing the world of industry, fer
instance, And seme eof the  eutrages perpetrated en Dagny
Taggert by Wesley Meuch et @l have been old het since the
middle ef FDR's 3rd term, though phresed in different language
of ceurse; the Office ef -Price Adninistretion (sn item of
fect) in 1942 carried maany of the powers given by suther
Rand te the sgency that . in her boek enferced the Equelizatien
of Oppoertunity Act. Doubtful? . Qo Leak it up.

And yet ouxr society has not gone dewn the drain as Ayn
Rand "predicits"; she perhaps snertens the time-scsle fer
the sake of plet (s valid device) but also it is evident
thet she did miss the beet just @ little bit. This 'in ne wise
invelidates her complaints egainst the meochers, the leeters,
the Precrustesn-equalizers; she pegs these people selidly
@s the destructive forces they ere, though in exasggerated ., aol
er certoen form,toyseme extented(In*faet, te highlight Rsnd's
ideas more vividly it would have been well to quote the
leoters/meechers themselves—-- Hank Regrdon®s family, Jim
Teggert and many ethers--~ to show, in centrgst, what it is
ghat §he is ggainst se vigerously. Oh well; smnother time,

ich. : :

I suppese the divergence srises because the development
of leeting did not (except to some extent in the collectiv-
ist countries) ((And osccesgionally dn the South Americsn
countries, whe call their leoting "matienalizstion". Keep
your eyes peeled fer news.ef the eil fields in Venezuels.))
follew the execti forms shown by Rand; our ewn Looters have
lesrned @ heglthy respect for the well-being of the Gelden
Geose., (Witness the ssteunding spectacle of a tex—cut under
8 Democrstic administratioen!)

In any caese, "Atlas Shrugged“ may have been predictive in



in nature as of 1930, but by 1960 it had become an alternate-
universe story, not that this invelidates any of the ildeas
therein or vice versa.

In Atlss.... the protagonists obviously take sex as a
messure of their own snd their partners' value; which is ell
well and good; the asntithesis of this attitude i8 shown when
Jim Taggert and Reardon's wife tske each other as an .
expression of mutual @dsgradastion: it should not be possible
to misunderstand such clesrcut examples too badly. Perhaps
Reardon's initial sberrations confuse the issue.

The situation in "Pountainheesd™", however, is pretty far
out. The hercine marries the villian, and every time the
villisn has succeeded in doing the hero one in the eye. the
hercine goes to the hero snd he rapes her---by mutually
understood consent., ss Hich says. ("Hello, Dominique? This is
Howard? ...ygu know; Howard. Yeh. Well, what I called about:
would you pleagse ask your husbsnd to hurry up snd ruin me
finaneisily -agein pretty soon? I'm getting awfully hard up.®)

But Rand’'s.basic claim is thet incompetence has no intrin-
sic right to direct the affsirs of the competent, that need
is no mortage-by~devine-right upon ability. I could hardly
agree more. Rand does not (nor do I, nor probably does Rich)
sgay that no one should give or do for vnother gratuituously
or in one's own legitimste self-interest (is unemployment
compensation in the interests of the securely-employed?

Damn right it is.). She does ssy that the need of the 100%
consumer cannot be allowed to teke precedence over that of
the producer or else soon there would be no produce for
congumption, period. And the Universe ie singularly uarespon-
sive to such great Human Forces as emotion and "belief", fine
though they msy be in their own league: crops grow not from
wishez or najority-vote but from seed correctly plaented and
tended.

Stay tuned for the inevitable "refutations" in which
Big Gov't Cures All...s.

Tom Perry, 4018 Lsurel Avenue., Cmshs 11, Nebrasks

I'm in receipt of Saw#ll, snd e very pretty thing she is.
I like your editorisl, too (especially the dream, *till you
wokes up) snd Les' Gerberings (especislly the subwasy advent-
ures). I admire whaet you do with the color in artwork, but
I'd wish you'd use another color--say, black--for the type;
pages of purple type are hideous. ((Okay, starting with this
issue I'll use only black mesters.))

I suppose it’'e & compliment to fandom thst rich brown,
on finding his fsnnish comrades disepproving of an author
he likes, decides there must be two Ayn Rands and two sets of
books with the seme titles, resther than deciding thst his
friends must be stupid. It seems to me, though, that he hsas
wasted @ lot of space in Sam testinmg this possibility by
quoting huge sections of his ayn Rand's books. It won't



confort him any either when I say thet yes, these are the thoughts
I consider stupid and the scenes I consider poorly written.

Perhaps the best way to refute this mass of quotation would
be to guote back at him some 20 pages of stuff from the histories
of Nineteenth Century cspitalisn, or a work of fiction like the
GRAPES OF WRATH. I'm not really up to it though. ((But what does
19th century capitslism have to do with 20th ‘century capitalism?
And, come to think of it, what do the two brands have to do with
Rand's idesl of cap1talism°)) If rich is really interested in
testing the heady absolutist idess he s been reading, I'd suggest
he'd try the llbrarv.

In case he isn't, though, perhaps it would be sufficient %o
suggest that any philosophy that demands children starve becsuse
Tood cannot be s80ld at 3, profit e obviously wiong somewhere, and
that arny intelligent discussion of it concerns not whether it is
rkght, but in what way it dis weong, @nd to whet extent. ((Rand,
as clearly stbated, in Ghe March '64 issue of Playboy, does not rule
out chsrity, or ewven condsmn it. Mhat she does object to is making
charity a morsl duty eud elewvsting it into a major virtue. And,
"There is nothing wroag in helping other people, if and when they
are worthy of the help send you c’Qpr¢ord to help them." To ask
whether or not starving children a8 worthy cause, and c¢csn a
rich, cspitalistic society afford to support them would be
kind of silly.))

I must edmit though I was surprized to resd that until "some
years ago" 3ll popular writers deslt only with chaeracters either
"ILilly White in their goodness or Cosl Black evil." What about
such populsr writers ond shory-tellers ss Homer, Chaucexr,
Shakespeare, Twain, Dickens, Conan Doyle, etc.? For that matter,
that popular book, the Bible, is full from ome end to the other
of charscters neither all good or sll bad. ((Depends on what
church you go %o.)) If by "popular novals" rich is referring
solely to dime novels and hiss-the~villisr dramas, he should say so
and a%mit that ss fiction, Miss Rand‘'s books must be classed with
these

"It°s hard on a face when it gets laughed in."
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The significance of the covers escsped me. ((Me to0c.))

Tell me, the baccover, is thet supposed t, be ol' Sam.hisself??
(herself). ((No. Those were Enits Eckberg’'s breasts, incedently.))
Got 3 job yet? Congrstulations on grasduating. Condolences

thet 8 certesiy girl was in Illustration sand not Advertising,
Steve, ah but you have plenty of time, plenty. ((With the Chinese
around? But condolences aren't necesssry; I recently got in
contact with her & it turns out that she's a big science fiction
resder, 80ccoocoy)

I'm afrsid that the charms of Les Gerber are lost on me....
his merry comments on ripping up subway-car posters 4o not
enchant me, not even a little, Steve....perhaps its a carry-over
from reading a recent SAPS mailing wherein Dian Pelz tells of a
NYC party they attended prior to the Discon, I believe...wsit,
let me go check this....

Party at Esther Davis's, can't seem to tell here if you were
present or not, Steve ((I was sick.))...snyway, Gerber there
inflicted more of his winsome ways upon all assembled with that
amusing (227) little episode of himself running out of & kitchen
with & shook-up bottle of sods in his fly. And letting it squirt
all over the rug and the furniture crying "Help! Help!" ((He was
sublimseting.))

Well Kiddo..... perhaps this amuses you, obviously Gerber
thought it was quite the funny thing to pull in his hostesses
home, but to_me it is, shall we ssy, nsusesting? Nausesting
that he let said ‘soda water spray all over Esther's rug snd her
furniture.....need I tell you or Mister (??7) Gerber what would
heppen to him and his little bottle of soda wster in my home if
he did this?

Tz Yivenhe sg (Seoruwhe re 11 i@ lo~FEisbrnue Cawly Store in Cavads)
Jeez, I'm sorry I couldn’t% make ‘it to Brooklyn that night.
I didn’t realize so many people would be waiting for me there.
But I'1l1l be down there again some day real soon now and this time
for sure I'1l come to the Fanoclast meeting. But try not to hold
it in Brookiyn. Being Jewish, I fear I might get beat up in the
subway or something. (But then I could always travel incognito
and lesve my yarmulkah end esrlocks st home.)

Bill Spicer, 418-H Yest Stocker S%., Glendsle, California 91202

Getting vack to Sam #11: yes indeed, I do have o few resctions
to it. My first and main reasction wes how it comes on so well
visually; it's not very often that a comics-fanzine, for example,
is put together so effectively in the layout and art end of things.
And since I'm more or less brsinwashed into asccepting the quelity
--0or lack of it-- in comics fandom zines, it®s s real pleasure to
recieve something of the likes of Sgm.

One of the things that I was struck by is the tricks you've
come up with in the use of ditto masters; I don't believe I've
ever seen snybthing quite like it before. For one thing, I was
fascinsted by your title design for GERBERINGS. I wasn't able to
fisure out how you were asble to achieve the efiect of a reverse
vie dittc master reproduction. ((By using s masster thst had been



used on a previous Les Gerber column.))

Another thing I notice that you like to do is tinker with
8till snother type of shading on most of the cartoons/illustrotions;
I'm not positive of this, but it looks to me as if you have
scraped off some of the carbon deposit to get more of that
'reverse’ shading. ((Yes.))

Forgive me if I've done s once-over-lightly on Sgm'’s
contents in favor ol ny bug-~eyed observstions on ditic msster
effects, but I suppose this is where the comics/visusl thing
cones out in me; for a2 good combination of art/layout and content,
I'd have to say thel Sam is one of the best fanzines I've resd
in » lony time. ((Fslse-blush. Actuslly, I like to get comments
on the art content in Sam. By the way, did anyone notice that
there were three different shades of blue in Porter's hesding
for the Rend article? As far as I know, this is the first thing
of its kind thot wes ever done in 8 dittoed fasnzine.))

Sandl Cerbwex, 2 Slxth fvernue. Brookiyn : LLZ21]

I've been promising you 8 loc on SAM for some time; now that
I'm resdy to deliver, I con't find the last issue. It's rich
brown’s article on WBnd I'm msinly interested in connenting on,
and I wish I had it, for it deserves point-by-point commentsry.
But I'11l have to rely on memory, with apologies.

rich is right atout one thing: Rend is rarely criticeized in
sny perspective lsrge enoush for the criticism to be reslly valid
or nmesningful. I (she ssid imnodestly) ((Be immodest; the editor
is 8 moderate Objectivist.)) am practicslly the only person I
know who has read her books snd ended up neither pro nor anti
Randisn. When I first encountered ATLAS SHRUGGED and THE FOUNTAIN-
HEAD, they hed a very strong influence on me, sand in the long run
that influence has rroved valugble and contructive. It's
unfortunate that Miss Rond herself fsiled to follow her own
heroic vision, instead of getting sidetrscked in the inevitable
limitstions of 8 rationale.

Her concepts of "selfishness" and "egotism" are valid as she
redefined those words: they mesn sbout the same as "irntegrity"
end "sense of worth' in less semanticslly-loaded terms. Lven her
contempt for the pr2mises underlying the bulk of "modern literature”
is justified. I'd Jiike to quote here from THE STATURE OF AN by
Colin Wilson: "Neither is it true that...we live in an sge of
skepticism or defest. The age is an sbstraction; only the
individusls who mgke it sre resl. ban's experience of himself is
8t all times o sizmultaneous experience of grestness snd misery,
god and worm. He is free to give primescy to either of these
experiences....whichever he chooses con determine his existence
and, ultinstely, his age.

"The scceptenca of this view could affect the writer in certsin
obvious ways. The novelist or playwright who crestes charascters
vho are slsves of their environment does.so becouse he accepts
their predicsment as his own. The conscious rejection of unheroic
hypothesis, the irsignificange premise, might produce sone
interesting resulis. It night revesl that the influcnce of the
writer on society is actuslly greater then the influence society
is supposed to have on the writer."

Ayn Rsnd made that choice, that conscious rejection, and
it certeinly did rroduce some interesting results. In spite of



--and she mnade two major ones-—— ner.book§ had 8
giio:;rggg widespreud influence. And ; ?hink the mgln"?easonlfor
thet wae her rejection of the "insign1flc?nce premise”; people
sre tired of being worms, being cogs in the socicty-machine.

But her conclussion that a ca italistic utopia would
ragicelly transform sll men into mauure, inner-directed humsn
beings is ‘both naive and follacious. The problem zoes much
deeper thon thet. For instepce, it's Tairly simple %o trace it
ot lesst ss far ss the materislistic system of values which
underlies both cspitalism gnd socinlism. (For one thinz, most
reslly inner-directed individusls ire relstively indifferent
toverde gterisl possessions ver e, over snd sbove the basic
necessities; they can take thenm or leave thea, and prefer the
lotter when concern with outer things might hanper their oun
inner development and creativity.)

Ayn Rand's most basic error, though, is her irrstionsl
foith in "resson os the only absoiute™, To say "1 vi%% use
only ny faculty of resson, and noie of the others, os ny criterion
of validity" is analc jous to gaying "I will use only iy sense of
sight.; and none of the others, fir reliohle perception of ny
swrroundings." This is not to tevalue reason, or sight. : Reason
is s very useful tool when used rccurstely end skillfully, end
within its proper functicn. But reason is quite inudesuste in the
field of velues, for instance. .’ 1s impossible .to construct sn
objective system of values golel’ by uce of reason (as any
philosopher femilisr with the epistomnlosy of losiesl positivisn
can tell you)...and Miss Rand's liooks contein nothin: if not
essentisl cvaluations. The natur: of resson is.ocuch that it must
stert with certoin basic premisc: on which to build o rstionasl
end self-consistent structure; Lie premises thenselves cannot be

established by the rstional process. {(Are you confusinz
resson with logie?))

lign's "nature is besed in li17ationsl processes, and most
particularly is the crestive pricese based in irrationality. Rend
did not and could nst hove .rirsen her books by her use of. resson
sloneg 1t ic saod that she hos rlisowned thst element in herself.
(T won'"t bother ;soing into her anti-mys.icisn here, excert: to say
thst sone pagsages in THE FOQUUAINHEAD contsin the most. masnificent
exanples of humanitstic mysticlsn 1've ever read.). 1l wonder if she

will 'eocedsy reslize her errcr, ond have the integrity to correct
it. I hope s0.

Fropk Willimewykio#bgrlenth 1988ue  New York ~RY

Idor't dig the cover, shich is too,far-out for ne, though
it'es ‘possible thet had it been done in color it mightfve worked
out. Now thot you feel lousy, I'll have to,add tast this is the
first thing of ‘yours which J hoven't liked, which ds why I've
coie out sgeinst it.

rich brown's article o Ayn Rand I take. exception- to completely
~~=well, almost conpletely; it seemsgas though there's s similsrity
between FOUNTAINHEAD and Jynes Jones' From Here. To sternity, but
thet®s too involved t0 zo iato just now,. And not_ﬁbving reed enything
by Ayn Rond (other than rich’s quotes), I'm not competent to
discuss snythingz other thar rich's article, snd Nathaniel Brsndon's



interpretation of "Objectivism".
However, the long quotes from Atlss Shrugged suggests s poscible
fictional conversstion---between two naschinests who; I'11 c811, for

convenience, Burbdb & FTL (the scene is Saturdoy cfternnon, with FTT,
a guest at Burb's home).

Burb: "Hey, guess who I saw yesterdsy?"
FL: "Who?"

Burb: "The Big R himself---he went through our shop."

FIL: “Hell, that's nothing---he wss in my shop s couple of wecks
ago, too."

Burb: "But this time he tglked to me. He called me by name, 'Burb,’
he spid, ‘you sre s good man., ou are a True Machinest.'"

ML: "a real thrill."

Burb: "It was, FTL., I mean the Big R"s whole picture is complete.
Every time I look at my wire recorder, I say to nyself, °‘God bless
the Big R.'"

FTL: "Amen!"

((I refuse to know what you're tslking about. But then it’s not every
dey thet I get resl fictional conversations between Charles Burbee
and Fran Lsney.))

v Warner, 42% Suam Avern T owWE, Bd 21740

Rich Browun's srticle is the best-organized and most thorough
fanzine criticism that I°ve seen in s long time. I wish 1 could agree
with his admirstion for Ayn Rend but I've never been unable to read
sny of her works in full except The Pountainhead, and I still shiver
when I think of the willpower that I lsvished on the task of getting
thet finished. She hss one flaw thst nokes it impcssible for me to
psy auch sttention to her philnsorhy. Sha sipoply ccnnot write., Her
style is 3s bad as that of s really grest novelist, Dreiser, ond she
lacks his compensaeting virtue, that of writing sbout people with whom
I'n femiliar. She does so many tthings so wwron: 25 2 writer that pretty
soon I get to wondering what terrible thing the next pesge will contain.
I can't tokc seriously novels in which cheracters ore nsaed Dominique
Francon ané Dagney Taggart. Moreover, I think Rand is an unbesarable
snob in her ottitude toward the minor charscters in the world's csst.
This is exactly the sttitude thaot csused drematists to trest for
centuries only the kings, gods and legendary heroes of the past as
worthy of subject matter. Finslly 2 hereticsl genergtion of playwrights
and novelists realized thaot such people constitute only a tiny
fraction of one per cent of the hunons of the world, that their lives
are 80 €ircumscribed by the sreatness thet they are prevented fron
many interesting experiences,; snd we began to lesrn throush the stage
and hooks that the elevator operstors sand field hands can exrerience
things worth peying sttention to, even if they don't provide the
steel for railroasds, Some day, Ayn Rand will start writing books
sbout corporations, I'm sure, She will find them nuch nore reliable
end fitted to her philosophy then human beings. ((You nezn corporstions
aren®t msde up of human beings: Yes, we can learn much from elevator
operators! As one szid to me the other day, "Divinity can be lush."))
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WAHPS 1
J FI '3 arnie Ratz, Rob Williens,

Rick Spneary, G.M. Carr, Gretchen Schwenn,

Len Bailes and I think sbout five .other ...

people whose letters I've repaced. Sorry.
Next issue of Sam, by the by, may be a
letterzine of sorts., Maybe.

WHY YOU®RE GETTING THIS:
) You’re a friend,

N TN

) You subscribe.,

2 thought you might be interested.

N’

I'm interested in your reasctions.
You contributed.

I sdmire your fsnac,

You wrote.,

Trade. Or, Trade?

TN T N ™~ IS
g R A " A g

You're a NY fan.

TERRY CARR FOR TAFF: Although, 28 I've
mentioned on the contents page, this issue
may be coming out too late for plugs to do
Terry any spprecisble smmount of good, I
think I owe some word of explainstion ss
to why I've voted for Carr, snd why I
think you should go 8nd do likewise. One
of the msin ressons I'm in fandom is that
I really enjoy getting s fanzine that is
well lsid-out, has good material, well
writlen editorisls and handsome srtwork.
Therefore, here are some of the ressons
ghy I think that Terry Carr is Top Cst for
ARF:

Innuendo, Lighthouse, S——-, Void,
Ragnarok, Fsnsc, the Fannish I & II,
defenestration, Hobgoblin, entropy, and
probably scores of other titles thset I
haven't seen but would love to get my
hands on,

This is probably
the best type
I'we made this
issue (I don'"t
know what T

¢ould have bheen
thinking). I

meant "misplaced™.
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