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This 1s none other than thet old prosrastinatcr....Sam Martinez!

ViEy, so 1 heven't teen in a mailing letery (that's lately) I been sleck!

Apn¢ I have, teo. Nothing horribls, like leprosy or the creeping flidglits,

but 2 good odé~fashionsd case of whboping cougi! Did someone say 2nd childheod?
fnytow, 1've been premounced non-contegious snd am back inm eireulation again.
Acd, Just for the lalibmt, au starting out on an issue of SAMBO for the next
FAPA welling. Was borribly depressed » DOt to be able to attend this year’s
Sodavon, ield &t Rochester, Texes thie year » 8% the d‘midg,!ﬂe. cf Merion Zimmer
Braiiey. I ettended laet yesr &t Das MoPbail's end had a dendy time. Next
sear, let's make 1t at Martinez Manor, eh kids? Of course » L did hold a smal}l
con of ay own....sort of a bleer com, you might 827. The occasion? Rone other
than my oid pal ard ex-heatnik, Dale Hart ; 8%t see2n in the wilds of Los
Angeles, arnd nov residing, of all placeu » in Dallas! But soon to return to
Sotwie’s worderlsnd, he assuwres me. Ah, what & life! As any rate, he was
proviing about Oklahong looking up some of his many relatives and acquaintances
and in che process sbiwed up in Tulsa. We would bave held a festive fapnish
getto-getber, brt alass, fundom is noi vkat 1t used to be in Tulsm. Ever since
Willian Clyde left for Locust Grove.... but tbat’s another story! At any rate,
che only live (7)) fac I mmev of in town was Kent Corey, he of A LA SPACE, e&nd
a0, srmed with e bottle or two of liguid fertifier, Dule and I descended upon
Kert' s pireviously pesceful domicile. Needicss to say, both Kent and frau were
deligated £5 roll out tiae red carpet, and the Pestivities more cr less gillcped
tlong spesmodically for several days » Kent and I taking time out to perform out
rerioue mealel duties from time to time, so &s to preserve our eaployment. ‘The
regt of the time we lived it up, gosaiped about fens, fenzines, prozines, girlie
»ines erd sex....alibnugh in the opposite order....and even spent an enjoyable
inteiude up &t my cabin at the lake. %Yhere we iistened to old and rare folk
sengs erd other # Jezz , consumed charconled steuke and bheer, and took life
essy iv gemeral. The irip wme quite peaceful, except for when Kent fell out

of tue bhammock. Don't ask me how? I'm Just reporting facts. At sny rate,

%2 declded it would te a wonderful idsa to put cut e cue-shot, except that

none of us seemed to have the energy. Dale did go so far as to produce geversl
eplendid Little features, but Keny waaz slightly under the weather and didn't
quive make 1t. At any rate, it wms a select little fannish sessicn, enjoyed

by &ll. “he Pirst mnnual Bheer Con! Shall we pake it agein next year, Dale?
But 811 cod things must come to &n 2nd. and Kent and T regretfully saw Dale
off for Cklahome City, hence to Dallas......For tnose of you vho have met Bob
Lee, my oldest con, ome of tle new geueration of funs who threatens to eclipse
hie cld men (witbout & atruggle ) We are all, quite proud of him eround the SalM
Loneahold. 3ob is intenseiy interested in Bilochemintry and patheclogical cellular
otudieg, and mevaged to win kimself a fellowsbip this summer at the Oklahoma
Regenveh Foundation in Okleboms City, working in +heir lsboratories. Since he
wor vhie ia comp2iition with high schicol jJuniors from all over the state, we are
neturally quite proud of kim. In case &ny of you SAPS members wondered what had
hepeened to Bob thie sumer....that was 1t! Have been carefully hoarding my
sheke.s in hopes of getting to attend the Werldcon this vear, but I ve done that
for tie past ten or fifteen years and haven’t maede one yet, so I suppose this
year wlli be pno exceptior. Huve been kept extra busy at the office thias rast
year end have aot pads very many trips arcund the country so am onut of touch
with sany of my Pancish scguaintances. The oid industry has been rather shaky
end vhe Publications depertment s chrunken to just me! So I don't get around
much suymore. Besides, Dow split looss out Industrial Cleaning Division, so
BLl ry trmvelliug is South apd West anymore. ih sTor the good old days!

Well, T see I om rapidly apprcaching the end of the page so I had betier cut
aucrt this rather rambling dissesratisn to tell you thet this is SAMBO # 9
prered for the August, 1960 FAPA mailing #92 Sam Martinez.
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Alma Raler! delivered me, from Dallas® to Tulsa’.

And Sem Martinez" received ms ..,. the first time I lmew receivership
could end in such solvency’.

And Kent Corey received both of us, with the aid of his bsautiful wife
(but without the aid of a Midnmight cat or a Tiny dog)®.

The Jazz got gutty.
The gin cams in buckets.
The tonic and the gin was a mixzed blessing.

GUT-BUCKET JAZZ! O MORE: O GREAT!

GUT-BUCEKET JAZZ! GIN-HEAD KINESTHESTAT!

0 EUPHORIA! O EUPHCRIA TO THE SQUARE ROOT OF PLEASURES:

And it was good!

And it was better!

And then it was bester than bagtard?!

«+..With ths cats going wild'®; the flowers blooming-l; the colors rioting ;
and the muddy path of human endeavor beconing a rocket-road to Nirvenma....
and so we arrived in Hesven long before our appointed time!

ARD WE'RE STILL THERE, REALLY, AWAY FROM IT ALL - - - HUZZAE AKD HURBAY!

e++¢.DICTATED BUT NOT READ BY E. DALE HART,
Koy To Understending: IN TULSA, OXLAHOMA, ON THIS TWENTIETH

My blonde chauffeuretie;
An evil city; y

Ancther dslightful place;

A techmical editor who specializes in eclsctic proportions, feminime and liquid;
Almost the universal type;

The cat was black but the dog was misnamed;

Not taking the dance form;

Bst you didn't knov I meant the verbal roct!

Eo refersence to Alfred or illegitimacy;

Dals, Kent and Sam (mot Midnight);

Not along the primrose path;

Except red, J. Bdgar!



LINES @F DOUBT

(For Lois Hanna)

Of Leunghter therec is dancing im your eyes

More than enough %o f£1l1l ar emdlass hall,

And 8orrow dies unmourmed withim your heart---
Yet ever do you seem ss masked Despair,

Lover of Life but worahipper of Death.

There is scme mystery hsre: I camnot tell

Why Dsath should pesr at ws with camny stealth

From out the dspths of your unshadowei e¢y=2s.

I do not kmog---mrmising mey be mad---

But you soem both thes Doubter amd the Doubt!
===<DALE HART

Autumn, 1939
Baytowm, Texes



His name was 0sScareeee.. D,

A long vignette by
Sam Martinee

I only knew Oscar for the brief span of five woeks, but I doubt if I will
sver forget him. It bes been twenty yeare, yot I can still ses that tall, geng-
ling lad with his unruly shock of hair, aud the expression of his baby-blus eyes
peering myopically at me through his hornerimmsd glasses. And every time I think
of Oscar, I chuckle!

Oscar was a farm boy, no matter what his surroundings He towered a good
sixz fool, three inches, end his wrists ani anjles stuck cut of his trousers and
shirt like an oversize rag doll., His good-natured grin twisted through the hol-
lows of his face from behind the ramparts of his protruding teeth. But most un-
forgetteble of all was his drawling speech with its tortured prommciations and
heif-pwalliowed words.

"Pleased ter msetcha,” was his hearty greeting when we first mst, "My
name's OSCAr .... Oscar Mayberry. I'm gomna be workin' herxe with ya,"” and my
hend disappeared into his huge, callcused grip. He pumped wy arm vigorously
uvntil I somehow managed to escaps. I quickly passed on to meet the other
workers.

I had taken & temporary Jjob in a sugar beet refiusery laboratory umtil the
end of the season. Thars were six of us working there as analysts, and a chief
chemist, Charlie Beynolds, who held his job by seniority rathsr than by superior-
ity. Oscar was our sample boy, who spent his time waghing glassware, vwhen he
vas not making his pericdic trips through the plant to pick up samples.

They were a chumny bunch there im the lsb, wmostly college students, and the
lulls tetwsen samples were mostly f£illed with bull-sessions ard horsepiay. I
soon found that I had better kessp my eyes open t0 avoid the boodby traps the
others cbligingly set before me. Bitter third-draw liguor, from which all eugar
had been extracted, substituted for the coffee in my thermos; 2 long, smouldsring
string pinned to my shirt-tail, sending me frantically searching for & nomn-sxistont
fire; savdust blended into my tobacco pouch; rubber tands thresded through wy
cigarettss; anﬂ. a thousand other pranks designod to keep li.fe froca becouing too
dull for the "new wan.”

-But 12 I suffered, how wmuch nore 80 did Oscar! EHe was fresh out of county
high school, and this was his first crack et helding down a paying job. Ho wes
quite puffed up to think that he was working im a chemical laboratory, and he
lost no opportunity to display his golden store of kmowledgs. Any tims two or
more of us stopped to talk together for even a moument » Ogear would startlingly
materialize to Join in the conversation. “a

Listening oply long enough to learn the topic of conversation, he would
immediately sta.r‘f- expressing his views on the subject. We soon learmed that
Oscar was a vast storehouse of misinformation. Fs would sericusly sngege in
an explenation of sore wild theory, contrary to all the basic precepts of science,
naively explaining that be learned a.ll this in a Gemsral Sciemce course he had
taken in High School, which covered " just about everythirg,” It was useless to
try to tell bhim differently. end sfter a few vain attempts, we took precisely
the opposite teck. . ®

First, cve of us would devise soms elsborate schems Yo hoodwink poor Oscar.
Then Charlie, the chief chemist, would gather & few of us arocurd him and exzplain
the essentials of the plen and what part each of ug would play in it. In 8 metter
of moments, the ubiguitous Oscar would ssunter over, with one ear cocmd to.pick
up ths conversation. From thers on, it was clear szailing!



Like the time we took our physical exams! A week after ths begimning of
the sugar best geeson, the Michigan legislature passed a law requiring all
workers to take an ammual physical examimation. As & result, we were all
forced to maks sppointuents, on our own tims, with the company physicilan who
incidentally was the only one in the small fi.story town. This was quite a
windfall for the doctor, who rushed through some 250 employees:-in five days.

The examinations wars brief and to the point. We were asked owr names....
bad wo hed any sericus illnesses....did we feel all right? We were then
veighed and cur temperatures taken. Then, "Three dollars, please!"

Oh yes! That was the part thst hurt! ‘We were forced to pay for this
farce out of our own pockets! Or quit! We all felt pretty hot about it, and
had quite a session over it in the lad tho next day. The upshot of it all was
that, os Charlie pointed out, we werse all in the sams boat and there was nothing
wo could do ebout it......80 what was more natural than to take it out on Oscar?
When our prey came moseying in, a short while later, he found all the chemists
discussing the inmestimable value of a thorough physical examination such as we
had all undergone on the preceding day. Oscar immediately piped up and said
that hs didn't think it was so umch!

"That's strange,” msed Charlie, "I considered it a very thorough check-up."

"Well, all he 41d was just ask me & couple of questions.”

"You wean he didn't take your blood-pressure, X-ray your lungs, analuze your
urine, maks a microscopic bluood count, run an electrocardiogram, test your basic
metebolism, or check you for acidosis?”

"Nope. He Just msked me & few questions.”

There was much genersl hesd-gshaking end tongus-clucking.

"When 4ia you go dowa?"

"Right after work."

"You mean, just before supper?"

"Yep."

"Well, that's it, then. The doc was probably in a rush to get home to
supper, s0 he Just sloughed you off. That's too bad!l"®

"You reelly thinx sol?”

"There's no doubt ehout 1%

, Oscar went off to think %his over. During the next hour, he sat silently
steving by himself in tho corper. Finally be could bsar it no longer.

"You kmow, that was a dirty trick. Me payin® good money for an exam
and then not gettin' ozamined right!:”

"Yeah, it sure is!" wo all sympathised. "You could have something
terrible wrong with you, and never f£ind out about it.”

"Didn't he even tost you for acidosis?”™ insisted Charlie.

"I don‘t think so. How 4o they do*it?"

"Why, its very simple. You just put & littls caustic in a glass of water
and spit in it. If you'ro normal, it'll turn red, bdut.....if you have acidosis
the acid In your system will neutralige the caustic, and it will stay colorless!"

I might explain at this point, there is a powdeored white chemical, with an
mprenounceable name, which is colorless inm solutiom, but which turns a deep crinm-
son in contact with cauotic. Beedless to say, we had all prepered ourselves for
the occasion with a liberal coating on our tongues.

"Well, daggonit! Be never did that to we!": insivied Oscar, pounding his
imge fist on the top of ths workbench. "I gotta good notion to go up there and
make him examine me right!”

"I'11 tell you what,” suggested Charlie. "It's & simple test. Why don't
you try it for yourself, right now?" -

Thers was a chorus of agreement and encouragemsnt from the other chsmists,
end in short order a row of half-filled drinking glasses had been assembled, each

containing e fow drops of added caustys. At a sigual, we each spit into our

individual glasses. They all promptly turned e brilliant red. That is, all
but Oscar’s! Be staxed at the colorless water in diemay.
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"Try again,” urgel. Charlies, encouragingly, "Maybe you didn't spit enmough."

Oscar did try egain....and again....end asgain! But no use! The water re-
mained colorless. Im wain did he try fresh mixtures of water and caustic; he
spit until he was dry without producing ths faintest shade of pink. In silent
misery he watched us turn these self-same glasses a deep red with but a single
expactoration. Toward tho end of the day, we interrupted Oscar's brooding to
console him.

"You know, Oscar, I wouldn't feel too bad sbout that acidosis test. After
all, it may not be too late to arrest it." Chsrlie patted him on the back.

"You may only have a light case, you know. There is anothor test which is
a sure indication for extrems cases. Here, let me show you!

Pouring part of a sugar sample into a water glass, hs told Oscar to spit
into 1t. Then he set the glass down carefully, and wo all stood back to await
developments. What Oscar did mot know was that the water glass into which the
sugar had been dumped containod a small amount of concentrated sulfuric acid.

The reaction between sugar aud sulfuric acid is nothing less than specta-
cular., At first the sugar lies quietly, soeking up the acid. Then it starts
changing colors, turaing ysllow, orange, red, browm, and finally a jet black.

By this time it is welting and fusing, swelling up and out of the containers,
foaming over the sides in a seothing mass, from which hiss jets of choking
steam and vapor. The resctiom finally ceasss, leaving only a burnt-ocut cinder
of black, porous ash.

And Oscar.....as he watched this ewe-inspiring transformation, bhs trembled
until hes had to lean on the desk for support. His jaw sagged open end his eyes
threatened to pop right through his spectacles. As he finally fled with the rest
of us, coughing from the fumes, he was literally in tears.

When things had quieted dowm, and we had cleaned up the mess, we all clustered
around Oscar, trying to comsole him. Gulp:l.ng rapidly, he assured us he was all right.

"I wouldn't worzry teco mch about it,” murmured Charlie sympathetically,
patting him on the shoulder, "on a strict diet for two or three yea.rs,. it will
probably clear right up. It may be somsthing with your kidneys......”

"Yeah, I imow!" interrupted Oscar eagerly. "We learned all about that
in Science class. Your kidmeys is s'posed to drain off all your acid, but
vhen they don't work, then it lsaves you acid at one end and alkaline at the
other. Right?”

"Um, something like that!" Charlie coughed discreetly. The rest of us
quickly turned away to heed homswards, while behind us Oscar suffered, but not
in sllencs.

"You know, that gripes the heck outa me! After me payin' out my good money,
and that doc 41dn't even give me a good goin' over! Why, if it hadn't of besn for
you guys, I might never bave known I had acidosis. leastwise, not until it was too
late. I think I'll go dowm and give that guy a piece of my mind. The robber!"

It was a red-faced Oscer that showsd up for work the next morming.

"That was a dirty trick you guys played on me yesterday. I went down to
see the doc and hs told me you was Just stringin' me along. Be said I didn't
have no acidosis at all! TYou guys is always trying to fool me! Well, you womn't
catch ms again}”

Oscar sulled out on his samples tour, coughing and sneezing. As gsoon as he
was out of sight, Charlie callad us together.

"I see our friend hes a slight cold. We really owe it to him to help him
out in his affliction. Who isn't busyt”

Being in a lull between samples, I volunteered and drove to the towm drug-
store to pick up some methylenme blus tablets, those innocent locking, candy-
coaeted pills, that color the urins a deep blue. By the tims Oscar returned
with his samples, I was back at work.

"I see you have & cold, too?" inguired Charlie, sniffling inmto his kerchief.

"Yeah," agreed Oscer, dully, "I must bave kicked off my covers, last night."



"Say, I've got some mew cold medicine that's supposed to be real good.
Want to try somet”

"Sure!"” said Oscar. "I sure nsed somothing bad!" And the trap was sprung!

Ths rest was strictly routins. After sampling ome of the pills, Oscar
drifted over to where the rest of us were having an zbsorbing discussion of
venereal diseases. For cuce, be was quiet, listening in fascination to our
lurid descriptions of non-existant symptoms, such as blue urime. That after-
noon he came arouni to each of us, nervously asking for more details regarding
causes, effects anrd cures. Our answers, while perhaps scientifically implausible
wvere certainly entertaining....at lsast to us!

That night, the doctor hed & visitor.....

Oscar was furious the next morning. At first he refused to spesk to
anyone, but finally the floodgates burst.

"Think you're emart, don't you? Well, you didn't fool me at all! I
knew ell ths tims you was ribbin' ms. The doc zays you guys are jJust playin’
tricks on me again. Well, don't you worry! This is ths last time!"

Yot fifteen minutes later, Oscar was sidling over to pick up some care-
fully contrived misinformation a small group of us were discussing for his
particular bensfit.

Poor Oscar! He tried hard, but his thirst for mowledge betrayed him to
the whims of & bunch of playful college boye. His unshakabls confidemce in his
own questiicnshle store of knoiledge made him the butt of a thousand Jokss, and
over and over, he wag awakened by rude laughter snd jJjeers. Yet always he came
back for mors. The wilder the tale, the more eager he was to believe it. And,
ironically enocugh, the only tims we failed to convince him was when we were
telling him ths truth!

It came about like this! One of Oscar's dally chores was to sample the beets
out in the storage ynrd. Unless you have actually been in a suger beet factory,
it is hard to visuaiize thoss mountains of vegetables, resembling great, overgrown
turnips. The huge heeps, containing humdreds of tons each, extend in every direc-
tion and, what is even harder to believe, ars used up and ronswed daily. The yield
from all the surroumding country is contracted for and scheduled for delivery om
a coertain day at a certain time, sco there is a steady, never-eading influx of
sugar beets, twenty-four hours a day.

The day before the final loads wore scheduled for dslivery, Charlie came
eround, giving us all notice that the grind would end at about tem o'clock, the
rext morning. Oscar was dumfoundsd.

"Howv come?”

"We'll mm out of beetes! That's all there is! Sce you next year!”

"0h no you don't.” said Oscar, his syes narroving. "You can't make ms
beliove that. We ain't nowhere asar out of beets. I grabbed a sample out thers
this morning, and there's enocugh bests out there to run us all winter! I know
you guys like to fool me & lot, but thiz time it wen't work. You see, I can
SEE them boets out theve!"

Ard there the mmttor stood! Oscar merely gave us a knowing grin vhen we
tried to comvince him the plant was reslly shutting Zown the next day. We wers
all waliting expectantly when he returned from his sample tour the next morming.

"What's the trouble}” Charlie asked the dazed boy.

"All .... &ll thom beets is gome!”

"Sure! They ground them all up last night!"

"Aw! You kmow they couldn't do that!™

However, by the end of the day, vhen we had cleaned up our decke and put
avay out apparatus for the last time, Oscar hed finally figured it out.

"Somebody must lmve hauled them beets away during the night!"

® i * * * w * #* * * »



| 9.
Why Fen Have No Tails. by larry Walker

It was Just a few hours after round red Mr. Sun hed gone to his home
bebind the purple mountains. All of the Merry Little Fen were gathered around
the smiling pool where Qld Father Martinez was floating on an o0ld rubber inner-
tube, dreaning of nude women, and snmapping up foolish little glasses of Scotch.
A1l the Merry Little Pen were chatiing of this and that, wondering when O1d
Mother Chappell was going to bring out some more hootch, when Old Father Martinez
cleared his throat in that funny way that told them he was either drunk, or ebout
to tell them & story.

"Oh, Hell!" began 0ld Father Martinez in e deep voice, snapping up a
foolish litile gless of Seotch. (01d Father Martinez always started his stories
with, "Oh, Hell!") "Meny, many years ago," went on in his whiskey-soaked
voice, "when the world vas ever 8O younge....."

"Even before Palmer?" asked one very foolish little Fan.

014 Father Mertinez Just gave the Foolish Little Fan & nasty look, beleched,
and went on with his story. "As I was saying,” bere he paused to vomit into the
smiling pool, "when the world was young and Hugo ruled the world, all Fen had tailsi”

Of course, all the Melry Little Fen were quite startled when 0ld Father
Martinez saild that, for try as they might, they just couldn't imagine what a fan
with a tail would lock like.

"Yessir, they had tails!" went on 0ld Father Mertinez, svapping up another
foolish little glass of Scotch, "They were just like dogs or jackmsses! Well, you
cen imagine how proud the fen were of their talls, because as long as they had
teils, no one could possibly mistake them for & pro. Everyone knows that pros
only have long ears, never a tail! Then one day, ever so long ago, some fan did
a very foolish thing....he became a pro! Well sir, you can imsgine how med all of
the Merry Little Fen were when they found there was a pro with a tail."

014 Fether Mprtinez paused for a moment to brush away a tear, harking baek
to the days of old, vhen BEMs were EEMs, and Bradbury wvasgs a fanzine editor. BHe
sighed end went on with his story, "So on a aspecial day, all of the Merry Little
Fen got together to outlaw the fan with a tail who bhad turned pro, just as they
sometimes outlaw things today."

At this point, 0ld Father Martinez fell off of his inner-tube (he was very
drunk by now) sand all of the Merry Little Fen had to jump into the Smiling Pool
to pull him out again. But & very terrible thing had happened! You see, 0ld
Father Martinez had swallowed the foolish little glass vhich you remember he
vas spapping Seotch out of, end he couldn'’t say & word!

Well, to this very dsy, none of the MeFfry Little Fen know why it is that
fen have no teils. However, they hope to get Old Father Martinez sober again,
one of these days, and perbaps he will tell!




THE SORROWS OF A STEFFANISH HEART 10.

(A Partial List)

1929: Imsulted by ths Public Librarian - - - "Little boy, are you sure that
Jou want to read all those big books2";

1930: Fot able to buy all the treasured magazines directly from the racks,
or to find any person sharing wy interests and living mearby;

1931: ©Sames as 1930;

1932: Same 23 1930 and 1931;

1933: First attempt to find a pen-pal ended in failure;

1934: Futile tries to catch the Houston stefans at home;

1935: No satisfactory pen-pals yet, and mo personal contacts with intellectuals
(but now hed momey to buy prozines and fianrines);

1936: The news of Stanley G. Weinbaum's death - « - gadness of not being able
to write more often to Richard Wilsocn, Jr., John Bristol Speer, et al - - -
rueful recognition that I was too young to fight Franco in the Spanish
Civil Wer;

1937: The chagrin I felt when smateurish material with ny by-line appeared
similtarepusly beside other Hart pieces of a more polished caliber;

1938: Deep gloom when I conmsidersd my chances of attending the First World
Sclence Fiction Convention in New York City;

1939: Heartbrsak when I found that Dale Hart » Dor anyone else, could reverse
the decision of the Convention Committee to exclude certain fans from
thes Convention Hall;

1940: Sorrow felt becesuse 1 couldn't be sctive in fandom, due to work and college;

1941: Same as 1940, plus the despair all Americans fslt after Pearl Barbor;

1942: Same s two prior years, plus the grimmess of Naval Air Corps training;

1943-4-5: As a bust Boatswain's Mate, I atill found time to deplore the spectacle
of world insanity;

1946; My lack of time to be active in stefandom because of work and college,
except for the three months prior to the Pacificon (as Welcome Man);

1947: lLack of time to gafiate;

1948: Same as 1947, except that college ended with my graduation in Juns from UCLA;

1949: Ho real sorrows this year - - - Burray! - - - since I had a beautiful wife
and an excellent job;

1550: Forced to give up magazine collecting ~ - - went to Mexieco;

1951-2-3: Just a happy gringo in Mexico;

195%: More happiness in Los Angeles, with & beautiful woman and a Technical
Writing position;

1655: Sams as 195L;

1956: A year-lomg ball in Europe (France, Spain, Englend, etc.);

1957: Mostly living it up in Few York City; .. '

1958: The sorrows of being an Infernal Revenoeer for Uncle Sugar, mitigated a bit
by being the Honorary Chairman of the Southwestercon VI in Dallas;

1959; A sad love affair, boys; ’

1960: My present sorrow that I feel in having to lsave Tulsa, with Sam Mertinesz
and Kent Corey, two bom vivents left behind - - - even if I am returning to
the City of the Angels, alsc known as Fan-Macca!

soesss.SObbed to the tune of an IBM Electric;
Tulsa, Oklahomsa; July 21, 1960; by that
well-kmown author, critic, connoisseur,
gourmet, and buM..ececvse
DALE DUCIAIR CHAMPAGRE HART.



COREY'S COMMENTS: 11.

Xk Few Selected Worda By ..;.

KENT COREJY,

To those of you who 1 A
have written to and traded AR N
fanzines with, 1 sayb HELLQO 1 '
AGAIN, its been a long, long
time. I quit publishing when
1 left Phillips University in
1958. Since then, I have
been in dear old Tulsa, Okla. wR
where I am snug in the . arms .
of Mother Gafia.

1 would 1like to thank my dear friend and publisher,
Mr., Sam Martimez, for giving me this chance to again view
my ideas. By way of introduction, I am a professional
social worker for the State Welfare Deapartment, and
also I am attending Tulsa Law School at night. If my
views seem unduely 1liberal, please excuse me, some of the
dogma may have stuck on me.x

1 was very pleased the other night when a light rapping
begain on my door. My wife and I jumped up from the Péd sofa
and I pulled on my pants.

"Who is it out there?" 1 inquired.
"Its Wild Sam, from across the dam,
and Darling Dale from across the jail!'' Was the reply.

Any night but this, I thought! No food, drink, or anything
for a party. But when I saw Sam Martinez and Dale Hart, I knew
that we had a party going, like it or not. (And I quickly learned
to like it. Dale brough the magazines and Sam brought the jokes.
We jumped in Samsmobile (a 1930 Essex) and wheeled down to
the local pub., After a brief discussion was held, we decided
on GIN, (Gaa! Pine needles.) However it was such a good buy
(reduced from $3.29 to $3.25) that we got two fifths. We
managed to make it back to my pad before we had an accident.
(On the way over, we had to break the news to Mrs. Martinez
that dear old Dale was staying with her. Correction: with
her and Sam and the five kids.)



Corey's Conflab...

We discussed Dales hobby of ‘Girlie books and Sam's hobby of
Girlie books and jokes, and my hooby of convincing my wife that
my hooby was not collecting girlie books! One of the things
Dale mentioned which was very interesting, was that Dallas
was not capeable of handling a Worldcon due to the fams
seemingly great lack of maturity., The failure of the Dallas
group to build on the past Oklacons was mentioned a8 a reason
for the mess as the last Dallas Convention in 1958. Dale felt
that the leading fans at Dallas were not able to grasp the
problems at the convention and left all the hard work and
arranging to Dale.

While this is true in any group that the majority of the
members are inactive unless thay receive the glory. However,
what Dale said had merit. I attended that convention and
found only one port in the storm- Dale Hart. His leadership
also his ability to handle any problem, were the sole reasons
for the success of the convention. He was able to bring a
world priemere to Dallas, Texas for a regional Science-Fiction
meeting, and the irony of it 4ll: only 25 attended!

One of the great mysteries of the convention was the
unusual loss of one case of assorted beverages- such as gin,
run, wine and burboun. (Southern spelling for bourbon.) My
sincere regrets to a good ftiend, Ted Wagner, for this loss,
but this does not excuse the Convention officials from checking
every room and every leaving car. The last laugh was on them
as the crooks were not found. (Or were they Ted?)

My greatest wish would be to build fandom in the South. But
this seems a great problem in the days of Television and the
Comic Book. Anyone memtions SF and the general public replies,
"Oh yes, my little Irving reads it and he( the little darling)
is only five." How can mature SF readership develop here? The
days of the dear old fanzine are almost gone. Conventions will
grow but then die. Why SF in a SF world? Today in America,
anything is possible. Von Braun said were 13 years overdue
in Space. (A fine time to tell us!) Ike tells us that soon our
Army, Navy, Marienes ect., will be equipted with Atomic arms.

Big deal: we read about this in 1930 in SF. But why read SF
when you can live it. Some day Captain Future will have a TV
series. Then the Bradbury stories will be made into a seriel.
The next thing they'll have Farmers, "The Lovers" on Alcoa
Presents. Why read SF, you can live it.



Corey Continues ....... 1 5 ®

The next question might be,
"Why fandom?" Why do wemeed
a cheering section after the”
team has gone home? Why
talk of fandom when all
America is turning into

SF fans of omne sort or
another. Even the one time
'Fake Fans' are wise to

our lingo, our BEMs, our
BNFs,-they are being used
on disk jokkey shows. The
BNF (Big Name Fans) are now the BMOC (Big Man On Campus),
The squares on TV now call our beloved monsters "BEMS- that
means BUG EYED MONSTER folks, or thats what my Science Fiction
friends call ic."

Today these private fan words are spached ...er splashed
over the TeeVee screens, I can hear those famous words now,
"And because you asked for it, Harlin Ellison of New York,
New York, we now go to a8 Beatnik Science Fiction Convention."
SF fans are ridiculed by the press, TV, radio, government,
and 'learned' persons . who think anyone who reads SF is in
the fifth grade, wears sunglasses, speaks in jive time, and has
pot parties. Maybe so, but had Fandon produced a leader? Other
minority groups like the NAACP, KKK, AFL-CIO, have leaders
who can speak for them. Who do we have] The prozines? Never.
The fanzines? To immature. Ackerman? Nice try. Bradbury? No time.

Who crusades for SF anymore? Hugh Heffner of Playboy
does. He speaks for many liberal groups. Those believing in
good clothes, good music, good cars and also good reading.
But we find this leader 1in another field-- not Science Fiction.
It would be a great shot in the arm for national fandom if
Hugh was invited to the World Convention. He could bring natiénal
attention on the convention though his magazine and he might
bring a couple playmates to liven up the convention.

.., Ot a bad idea!

Mr. Martinez now informs me that he will pereonally send
a copy of this splendid fanzine to the editor of Playboy and
so I ask you fans reading this to write the Worldcon and request
that A Hugh be invited. Give him an award, '"The Man Who Has
Helped SF Fandom The Most in 1960."
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Corey Compliments....

While some fans condem the non-fans and the gafia-fans,

I can only remember the bitter artiwle Bichard Ellsbery wrote
in the September, 1955, copy of my fanzine, Alice. Rich said
that there comes a time in every fans life when he must break
with fandom and the trite customs of the past., He went om to
College, never to be heard from again. By now, he wishes he
were back, I guess when he thinks of the fun he had as a fan
and the gring (thats typo for grind) of real life.

Fandom for me was a happy time. Something new always happened/
or failed to happen to liven my life. I sought new friends and
found them, But I also found friends at college. Latel was
forced to go to work (a nasty word) and it seems that I no longer
look for the postman to bring a new zine, I merely shudder witk
the though of another bill. (another bad word)

It's really strange how terrible the words '"work” and "bills"
can sound, but to those fahs who have never experienced these
strange sensations- please don't knock it. Good luck to the
Worldcon and I wish I were there. As Lynn Hickman would say
"I LIKE IKE" then I would say, "NIX ON NIXON." If Dicky is
elected, I may return to fandom, from the distant hilltops
of Mexico. Also a great big Good Luck to Dale Hart on his
trip to California and If anyone is in the Tulsa area, please
call us any time, my home phone is WE9-7966 and my office phone
is the County Courthouse. Not the horrible jail but the Welfare
Office where all the money is given out.

Hoping you are the same,

-
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The Bitter Endeeececececoo...

And so we approach the end of another issue  SAMBC....not the best, nor the worst.
Whenever the spirit moves me to go into a production, I am never quite sure what the
result will be until the final Master and stencil have been typed, run off and ass-
embled. This one certainly turned out to be a hodge-podge, but a pleasant one at
that. It wee fun doing, and as you are by now aware, Kent did come through after all!
Yes, our original one-shot session became a two-shot, a week after Dale hsd departed
for parts unknown, or at least unrecognized by us loyal Okies. So, glasses in bhand,
we toasted the dear departed, and proceeded toc complete SAMBO #9 in time, I hope,
for the Fell mailing. I have received & somewhat cryptic communique to the effect
that Dick Eney is the OE pro-tem for this mailing. I could have sworn he was the
(E for SAPS, or maybe that was pro tem, too. At any rate, I won't be too surprised
I _guess if a bunch of SAPSzines shov up in the next bundle.
This issue is sort of & gin-ricochet!

I see the FAPA waiting 1list continues to grow (44 as of May 1960). I bave & suggest
ion to make. When it reaches 50 members, they ought to hold an election, choose up
officers and put out their own mailings, es & sort of PRE-FAPA-APA. This way they
could practice on each cther until time came for them to graduate into the ranks of
the papa, or should I say fapa, orgenization. I venture to predict that it would

1 soon become & contest between FAPA and FAPA, JR. to see who could put out the biggest
and best mailings. Who knows, in the end & lot of cur members might like the new
goups mailings so well they would deliberately default on dues or activity require-

! ments Just so they could be kicked out of FAPA and Join the waiting listers! Could be!

This could be quite a vast p‘x:Todect......or maybe only half-vast!

T am constantly amazed et the public's taste, or lack thereof, In the choice of TV
fare. I know some of you will claim that the network, not the viewing audience , has
the choice of what is shown, but don't kid yourselves...any show that doesn't meet a
good public response is dropped, but quick! The obviously inescapable conmclusion is
that the American publids tastes have descended to the level of the olden-day's pulps,
which coneisted of equal parts of western, detective and second-rate love stories.
Even the comedy shows have deteriorated. I suppose a lot of you Western-lovers will
rise up in rightecus wrath and say, "You don't have to watch them!" ....to which I
have the perfect answer....."I don't!" Of course, from time to time, & special show
comes along that 1s worth watching, and on such occasions, TV is well worth the in-
vestment involved, but the rest of the time...... I must admit it makes an efficient
baby-sitter for my battling brood, but I shudder to think of the channels being carved
in tender, unprotected minds. Even my three-year-old can recognizeff beer and cigarette
brands by sight, and chant nauseous breakfast-food commercials in a sing-song voice.

— I bope vou all Lcﬁ the fancy Rotalexr saue . Ri11¢
\ Well, engsﬁ_gh on tﬁa—%ntimp asant subject. I reiﬁ? iiﬁ't intend gg get carrfﬁ away .
: Back to science-fiction. What's the matter with the stuff? Magazines folding right &
' left, fewer books, even TV (ugh!") has given up, at least in this locality. And as for
movies, the horrors (and I use the word advisedly) that have been coming to Tulsa are
distinguished only by the copious quantities of imitation gore spurting about s often
in full, glorious Technicolor! One drive-in features a special show every Saturday
evening in which five of these moustrosities are shown. Of course, every so often
a really good science-fiction show comee along (such as Forbidden Flanet) to give
one courage to hope for more of the same. But in general, movies and TV seem to be
working for the same end....a fast buck, lure in the sucker, and to Mell with the
Future....we'll find some other gimmick to hook him later on! Which is probably
vhy they Just finished making & parking lot out of vhkat was once the largest and
most exclusive downtown theatre. Even some of the out-of-town drive-ins have gone
out of business. Serves them right! Though I guess it reelly isn‘t the theatres’
faults but back vhere they meke the damn things. With all the really excellent
sclence fiction classics available, why waste money on some of the erud they use \

for movie scripts? I1'11 never know. Rotsler, there's a good rproject for you. \\AS -

Bring quality science-fiction to the Television air-ways! It's up to you to pro-\
tect us poor helpless humanity, and on that bappy note, I bid you all fare-well! /







