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I s%001 there on the threshold of fandom and stared through volupt-
uwously billowing smoke. I sniffed, apprehensively. The nolse of the
crcewd subsidcd gr«dually,susplciously. Slowly, hands poised dangerous-
1y over the butts of water pistols, "they turned, as if by prearranged
signnl and gazed at me with beady, bloodshot eyes.

I squeﬂkeﬂ ’

I ﬁiearad my volce and tried sgain. "H1!" I said, weaklye "I'm a
faan, o ' ' .

Tno one seated nearest me let his mustache bristle. The propellor
atop his beanie twirled menacingly.

"You're a what?"

"Fean, I'm a faan. % ‘
He turned and faces the unruly, crewcut mob, "He said he's a faan n
He sncered,

\V7) "The roguish crew glanced at
;\\\\! //// one another. There was an under-
~"N\N = tow"of suspicious murmuring.

- ~ I'm going  to publish a fan-
ﬁ%/;U&§S? zine," I said.
ik The murmur stopped.

The sldewlse glances ceased.

All eyes were on me.- -

Swallowing nervously, I brushes
6d them off." Yes," I sald,
volce wéak “"and Ybarely wudibiel
something ‘was obstructin% my
throat and obfuscating the clar
ity " of my otherwise sterling
phrases. "Yes, I'm golng to pub=
lish a fanzine." T
" They stared at me, their eyes
growing in amazement. ’

'M%e palms were wet. My forehead
was aded with globules of sa-

DN
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A} line swesat.,
- "4= ‘"I know him," camé a voice
,,..—(\ﬂvu ﬂ\}L from the back. A large, halry BNF
— _\\’/4_ swaggered to the fore on large,

halry feet,
" "I khow him," he shouted, his
— — volee rocking with cruel clarlty.

-
p— a—

———
—~—

.y —="= "He sin't no faan. Ha. Double hal
- = He don't even have no propellor
- beanle M- )

" Again, morbid sllence descended
like a pall uypon shai, pocus
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- They looked at me, again with eyes widened by amazement; and this time
widened also by something else, something intense with 1oathing.

Mt.4o. It is true," I sald, wringing my damp, marble-cold hands
anddgedbching the _dark recesses of my mind, frantically, foy the pro- .
per words; the correct excuse, "It is true, it 1s true I own no pro-
pellor beanie... but... but is that all fandom measns to you? A Bro-
pellor beanie? Is not fandom a way of life to you? Is it not? I paus-

" ed, the back of one tightly clincihed fist to my forehead and saw their
faces, "I can get a propellor beanie," I forced myself to say. I grew
~rentic, hysterical. "I'1ll save my pennies and buy one! Yes, I willt"

Silence.

"Oh rue!"™ cried I. "Oh, mortal rue, that ever I should live to see
zuch day as this. Black Friday' Oh; that ever it should come to this!
wy fanac.., my fanac for a propellor beanie!"

I fell back against the door, . ‘pausing Tor breath, trembling with e-
motion. But ere I could continue, there arose a tumult ‘of hisses such
18 never had been-directed at me before. They hissed. They booed!

- They threw thingsi Brickbats. Vegetables!

Sobbing, I broke and ran in ignominous defeat.

And as I ran, I visuzlized them - wrlthing beneath my feet, mere in-
- sects to be.ground out of existence beneath the heel of my boot, I
-swore vengeance upon them, as I ran. I swore that I would publish my
Janzine, and that it would be ‘my revenge against them all. And I did
-publish 1t!

And""it WaSaees

/ Si-Fan; rast, bresent, ruture /

If you've ever edited a fanzine, you realize how difficult it is to

say anything about it. If yoéu say how great you think it is--and let's

lace 1t; most editors feel they're setting records--people willl go out

.~0f -their way to write you- ‘letters pointing out how wrong.you.are. Con- .

versely,if you say the fanzine can stand improvement--vast improvement
--they'll go out of their way to tell you how right you are,

Now to be perfectly honebt I'm proud of this effort. Every ink-
smear and typo was like the Iona Lisa to me. Every bit of advice I re-
ceived was carefully weighed dpainst my own opinions and molded to
sult me, Here I sit, on the floor, surrounded by mimeograph supplies,
anxiously awaiting your glowing letters of agreement But somewhere in
the back of my little mind, there is a nagging suspicion that I'll get
plenty of encouragement and lots of advice. LOTS of advice.

The Jimmy Streinz story was originally intended for Cosmag, but was
left unpublished when Ian Macauley and the Atlanta gang folded C. Asfo
was formed in Cosmag's place’ bdut Ian never ran "Charon's Boathouse"
there. Jerry “urge replaced Ien as editor with the third issue and

* scheduled "Boathouse" for #4. He even cut the stencils... See Opus’l.

- Jerry gave me the story, I liked it and here it 1s--isn't it? With a
nine year history of not showing up, + won't be sure until I get a few
letters of comment, N

I WAS A FAKE FAN FOR THE F.B.I. was originally published in Péter

J. Vorzimer's Abstract. Again, I must bow to Jerry Burge for doing my
~~job for me and finding this. 4nd I'd like to thank Robert Bloch for
glving me permission to reprint it. On first glance it's severely dat-
ed,but that second glance is a dilly. Besides, it's Bloch. VERY Bloch,
(Continued on page 12)
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Jimmy Streinz is a former ASFO member who
has left us for rure serious things. He
wrote this stor:- for COSMAG, but lan

could never 2% up the nerve to : ' S
publish a seven-page story. I JF Stre)nz
think it'cs Zood: enough and che
different =zaough from the '
ordinary run of fanzine
stories *o0 merit the

space it takes up. jb

ERIC WARNER was feeling very sorry for himself as he walked along
tt.e street. There was fog in the city and even nmnre fog in his braia.
Fric had beer depressed hefure he started this bdinge and all tne
liguor he had cuinsumed hadn't elevated his spirits noticably.

Ahead, edged with streamers of fog, a large neon sign blazed with
cclor. Purple tubing coiled around to spell tut Y“Chzron's Boathouse,"
ar.l was surrounded by geometric figures in all colcrs of the rainbow
a.i a few that were never in any rainbow. It was all very gay but
cr.wzhow it looked ominous to Eric. He pushed his way through the
cwiaging doors. Just before he entered he got a fleeting glimpse of
& sawdust-covered floor, a long bar, and a row of booths along the
wclL. The threshold was raised a few inches from the sidewalk, and
¢{ course Eric was in no condition to see this. He stumbled as he
entared and seemed to undergo a twisting, wrenching sensation. The
vpshot was that Eric felt very foolish as he picked himself off the
flcor. There were few witnesses to his shame, however. The bar was
(eserted except for the bartender and a rather coarse-looking occu-
peat in a booth. Eric wadced through the sawdust to the bar. Just as
Iiy ic reached the bar the lLartender placed a porcelein stein on it
end motioned toward the booths. Eric bridled at his - peremptory air

4



CHARON'S BOATROUSE Five

but was just as ready to sit down. The effects of his fall plus the
drinks he had already nad were catching up with nim. He staggered a
bit as he enterec an empty booth. Heaving a sign after pulling
heavily at his beer, he started fumbllng for a match to light his
pipe.

"Here you are," said ¢ smooth voice. Eric looked up, startled,
and saw the ccarse looking man' entering the boothh preceded by a
flame just above his out-stretched hand. Eric centered the bowl of
his pipe under the flame ond puffed noisily. He nodded thanks as he
exhaled a long plume of smoxe. The other slid behind the table and
1lit a cigarette. He avoided the drifting clcud of smoke and said,
"You ought to change bronds, Eric, althougn 1 doubt if any tobacco
could emerge from that incineratecr of yours without being trans-
formed into polison gas." ’

Eric was not insulted. He frequently rveceived dlsparaging remarks
about his pipe. "You seem to have me ot the disadvantage of not
remembering your name," he saia, vhile you obvicusly know mine.®

"Oh, yes, I know you. Bric Warner, age twenty-seven, graduated
from Yale Law School in 1i242. A bud 1leg kept you out of the Armed
Services during the var. Your family is rather well-to-do; no serious
love affairs. Your prasent position is that of junior partner in an
old New York law firm. Yeou are bored with your
job, your friends, your girl, und iiew York. Ve
have had our eye on you for quite 2 while now."

Eric 1listened tc this recitol with little
concern until the lnst part. The last sentence
especially.

"] still don't kxnow whc you ore," he said.
"and I don't know why you should have been
spying on me. I do know, however, that I dontt
like it. Now Jjust who in Hades are you?"

"An apt gquestion, Eric Warner. I won't tell
you nmy name. You never met or knew me, but you
most certainly know of we. In fact, I do not
think it would be un idle boast tc say that
there are very few numan beings wac do not know
of me. As I Suld I vent't tell ycu nmy name, because I want you for a
friend, and if you knew ny nume, you would be prejudiced against me
before you realized my sterling gqualities. I acquired o rather bad
name when I was alive, put it wasn't all ceserved, I assure you. At
present I hold the position of First Assistant to Lucifer. I am his
Left Hand Man, so to speak. You may address me as 'Lefty.! Bacchus!
Bacchus! More beer!® ‘

By this time Erﬂc was convinced that his companion was drunk, or
crazy, or both. He started to edge out of the booth but brought up
against the rotund bulk of the bortender.

WThonk you, Batchus, I need this," said L@fty. "Don't go, Eric.
I'm not crazy. I'1l zdmlit that my story is not quite rational-
sounding. Eowever 1 can at lesst prove that I am not mortul. I take
this knife---1

At this point, Lefty drew out a pocketknife, unfolded the blade,
and cut his threoat with it. Ee did a very thmrough job of it, drawing
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the blade from ear to ear. Eric watched, rather sickened. There was
no doubt that the blade did indeed cut Lefty's flesh. The cut closed
at a point about an inch behind the moving blade. A few drops of
blood remained, which Lefty wiped off with his handkerchief. He then
wiped off the blade, folded the knife, and restored it to his pocket.
Eric stared at Lefty, aghast, and was totally unprepared for what
happened next. A horrible groan sounded beneath the table, and a
ghastlg face floated up at Eric's elbow. With a quiet shriek, Eric
ainted. -

WHEN ERIC regained his senses, the face and Lefty were talking. As
soon as Lefty saw Eric had come to, he introduced Frank Dawson, an
engineer. Over more beer Eric learned Frank had graduated from
Georgia Tech in 1936, had served in the Seabees, and had been con-
nected with several consulting engineering firms since. At the
moment he was unemployed, and Lefty had offered him a job.

A job?"™ said Eric. "In Hell?"

"Yes, and very remunerative, too,* Lefty said.

. ¥"I've told him he ought to wait a while," Frank said, grinning.
"But it appears he's in a hurry." , .

"I am indeed,® said Lefty. "I pulled a boner earlier today, and I
need some way to make it up to.Satan."

"How is Frank going to help?" asked Eric. ‘

“When you want to say something is extremely hot, how do you say
It? You say it is hot as Hades, or something of the sort. Well, what
I am going to do is make hell hotter!" L .

"What!? Make hell hotter?" said Eric. "How in the—the hell are
you going to do that?" .

"It won't be hard," Frank said. "The common household refrigerator
is an example of the method I'll use. A refrigerator simply takes
heat from the inside of the box and transfers- it to the outside.
Lefty assures me there is a lot of room not being used at present.
I'11 take the heat from there and transfer it to the occupied sec-
tion. Simple, eh Eric?" _ R

"It sounds easy,“ said Eric. %But then I'm a lawyer, not an
engineer. However, how are you going to live ‘there? Lefty has demon-
ctrated his invulnerability to a hostile environment, but I doubt if
you could do as well." ' L

YWe have asbestos suits on hand," said Lefty. "And of course the
staff office is air-conditicned. We owe that little improvement to
an engineer from Cal Tech.

"Why don't you join us, Eric?" he went on. %You would enjoy it,
I'm sure." o _

“*Thanks, but I'm afraid I'll have to decline," said Eric. "I pre-
fer New York to Hades any day. Besides, I have a case coming up. 1
hope 01d Sideburns will let me do something besides hand him papers
this time. Couldn't you look ahead, Lefty, and sort of —"

“Sorry, Eric," said Lefty, "But I can't loock into' the future,
Sometimes I think Satan can, but every now and then my theory
receives a setback. Take today, for example. If Satan had seen what
was coming, he certainly would have .taken steps to avoid it._ .But on
the othcr -band—Y
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"Sorry to break up this charming party," Bacchus broke in. “But
it's almost closing time, and I want to get to bed. Anyway, you and
Frank have a long trip ahead of you, Lefty."

Do you know Frank?" Eric asked. . "

“Oh, yes. Frank comes in every time we oven," said Bacchus. You
see, this bar is right across the river Styx from the Main Gate. The
members of the staff in hell get a vacation every three months.
Naturally all liquids evaporate immediately in hell. '{‘he sta}ff mem-
bers are thirsty when they come across, so Satan built this bar to
get some of their money. And then when they get back, the boat is
usually late, and they are usually broke, so they buy last-minute
drinks on credit. Of course, Satan collects interest on these debts.
And then—" o

"Gosh," said Eric. "He is a real devil, isn't he?®"

Lefty groaned. "Let's get away from here, Frank, before he gets

any worse,"
" Grinning, Frank said, "I don't see how he could get any worse-
but that's a good idea."

*So long, and good luck," Eric said. “When will you be back?™

"About three months, I think," replied Lefty. "There will be
another bunch of staffers on wvacation, then, and if we aren't
finished, I'11 send word to Bacchus, and he can tell you when we will
get across.”

At that point, there was a sound of voices outside. A group of
people swept in through the swinging doors. Simultaneously, a shock
made the whole building quiver. '

"Charon will catch hell from Satan this time," said Bacchus. “He
wasn't supposed to get here until a few minutes after the staffers
arrived. Oh, well, it's just as well, I suppose. The beer is running
low."

"Well, this is goodbye for a time," said Lefty to Eric.

"So long, Eric," said Frank. "I hope you get to argue a case."

"Good luck, you two," Eric replied. "Finish that job in a hurry.
I want to hear how you come out."

Eric shook hands with Lefty and Frank, and watched them leave
through the back door with the crowd of staffers. ,

"Come back in three months," said Bacchus. "We'll have news of
them even if they don't get back themselves."

"All right, Bacchus," Eric said. "So long." He pushed through the
swinging door, tripped, and fell headlong into swirling blackness.

ERIC WAS NOT surprised at the size of his head when he awoke the
next morning. Although he did not make a practice of over-indulgence,
he had been drunk before. He rolled out of bed, crawled over to the
telephone, called the office, and explained to Mr. Marks that since
his bad 1leg had started acting up again he would not be able to
work today. Mr. Marks expressed his sympathy and hoped Eric would be
feeling better soon. Eric passed the morning somehow, and in the
afternoon rented a2 car and went looking for Charon's Boathouse.

The sinking sun filled the canyons of New York with shadows, and
of course Eric had failed to find the bar. This left Rhim in a quan-
dary. Either the whole episode had been a figment of his alcohol~
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stimulated imagination, or——but wait. Bacchus had said something to
the effect that the bar was open only every three months.

When you look at it calmly, Eric thought, it simply couldn't have
happened. The names of the characters in his fantastic play: Bacchus,
the Greek god of wine, a bartender. Lefty, Satan's assistant, had "a
bad reputation when I was alive." Frank Dawson, graduate of Georgia
Tech, "Going to make hell hotter." Vacations every three months for
staff members. The whole thing was obviously impossible! Neverthe-
less, Eric knew that three months hence he would try to find Charon's
Boathouse again. :

The next three months passed quickly enough for Eric. Lefty had
been right when he said Eric had been bored with everything in his
life. He couldn't change his job. After all, he would inherit the
office and the practice when all the olider members of Marks, Marks,
Myerholtz and O'Brien died. Nr. Marks had assured Eric that as soon
as one of the others retired Eric would be made a partner of the
firm. Eric felt it would be worth remaining a “junior partner" for a
while. So he couldn't change his job. But he could and did change
his girl. '

Three months to the night aftei his singular adventures at Charon's
Boathouse, Eric carefully took a few drinks—carefully, because he
wanted to know whether the bar actually existed this time, but at
the same time he knew he couldn't find the bar "just across the river
Styx" unless he were aided somewhat by alcohol. He kept track of
where he was walking in this district of warehouses, and soon, sure
enough, ahead loomed the large, brilliant, garish neon sign announ-
’ cing to one and all that here was to be found
Charzon's Boathouse. ' '

. Eric tripped his way through the swinging
docs and was helped up by an enchanting red-
heal.

“ilello, honey," she cooed somewhat thickly.
Eric looked around blankly. Charon's Boathouse
was filled with people, noise, light and con-
fusion. Momentarily blinded by the light and
with his ears ringing from the noise, Eric
accepted the stein pressed into his hand and
allowed the redhead to steer him where she
wculd.

Suddenly a familiar voice rang in his ears,
a heavy hand smote his back, and his hand was
being ground to a pulp.

v "Eric! We thought you had forgotten us.
Scram, Clarisse, he's a friend of mine."

Pouting, the redhead wriggled off. Eric watched her go, then
“urned to face Frank Dawson.

“What's going on?" he demanded.

"A celebration," said Frank. "You remember my project?"

"iaking hell hotter?" Eric asked. "Yes, I remember. But what has
that to do with all this?®

"Come on," Frank said. “Lefty can tell you better than I."

They pushed their way through the mob, and as they aporoached the
hack wall, Eric saw Lefty seated on a makeshift throne. He had a
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s‘r.{ain in one hand, and a blonde in the other. His attention was
“.l1t equally among the beer, the blonde, and the throng on the
«%iuérr.  Seeing Eric and Frank, he dropped both stein and girl and
rt.riz his way to the floor.

. ]"C-‘,..ad to see you, Eric," he said. "Let's go over to a booth and
arh.

“¥211, Eric," Lefty continued when they were comfortably seated
arﬁig‘i‘x-;'i J‘.'igh“ced up, "how are things with you? Did you get to talk,
G770l e

f%ic broke in, "How about bringing me up
to dite first? How did your plans work out?®

+:¥ty  laughed. MAll right, Eric. We'll
eac2 yeur curiosity first. We crossed over
that night, three months ago. Satan was in a
rage when I arrived at the office. It took
some fast talking on my part to keep both of
us out of the lake of molten sulfur. Finally
he agreed to 1let Frank try our idea. He
thcught it was a good idea but he didn't
think it would work. However, he gave us a
gang of workmen, a few assistant engineers,
and two months to build the ‘pilot plant.'’
This pilot plant was a small working model,
with two rooms about twenty feet square, with
the controls and machinery in the wall between."

Frank Dawson tried to get in a word at this point, but Lefty waved
him off. "You'll talk about the technical details of that plant all
night if you get the chance, but Eric isn't particularly interested
in that, and we'd better get back across the river before too long.
I don't trust your machinery very much. You did the best you could
under the circumstances, but some of the parts look pretty shoddy.
Those machinists down there are a pretty sorry lot. But let's get
back to the subject." Lefty turned again to Eric.

*Frank made miracles in the construction of that pilot plant,
Eric. The last part was bolted in place at noon of the last day.
Satan came over to see the test run. He looked over the entire works.
He was still skeptical. One of the junior engineers suggested that
Satan be the one to try it out. He agreed, and went into one of the
chambers. There were a few chairs in each one, and he selected one
near the center of the room. I closed the door, and watched Satan
through the little window set in it for that purpose. Frank threw
the switch.

"Nothing happened inside the chamber for a few minutes. The pumps
made a terrific racket, the motors hummed, lights flashed on and off,
and still Satan sat relaxed. About ten minutes passed and I began to
get worried. Satan started getting restless. Suddenly he stiffened,
looked around, and got up fast. He came toward the door. All at once
I realized what had happened. The chamber Satan went into was the
'cold' chamber! Instead of getting hotter, it was getting colder. I
simply turned the lock, and Satan, unable to get out, froze solid!"

Eric stared at Lefty. “Then—*"

“Exactly. With Satan out of the way, I took over. When I was on
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Earth I tried to become master .of it. Because I disregarded science,
I was defeated. But, in Hell, I made use of 1t, and succeeded, I am
now master of Helll" ) e s

"But what if Satun were to get out?" sald Eric. "What then?"

"I'1l worry about that if it happens," Iefty said. "I am not
without friends myself. And I can assure you the men at the pilot
plant now were carefully picked. Just before he solidified, Satan
swore a very horrible fate awalted everyone connected with the
project. I don't think they will let him out. But now--"

Iefty broke off and 1looked around as the din 1in the bar was
suddenly stilled. A man, dripping wet, approached the booth. IlLefty
got up. "What are you doing here, Johnson?" ho asked. But Eric saw
that Lefty knew,

The man called Johnson leancd on the table and gasped for breath.

"It's Satan. The power faniled., Ho's out. I hoard him break down
the door. On my way hore I ran the ferry into the bank and 1it's
sunk. But I think Satan can cross the river without it."

Yeg," Lofty said, "he can. I suggest that all those involved in
my little scheme leave at once. I don't know what good running will
do, but it's preferable to just waltling eround for the inevitable."

‘One of several men who had gethered around said, "What about you,
Lefty? Are you going to try to get away?"

"Unless someone hurriea, I'm going to be the first one through
the front door," sald Lefty. '

That was the signal, Thc mob turned as onec man and rushed for the
door. The mass of figures bolled around the narrow exit., In a matter
of seconds the bar was cmpty but for Bacchus, Eric, and the redhead,
Clarisse. Eric reflected that the beer served at éharon's Boathouse
scered to possess the power of leaving one who drank 1t sober at a
moment of stress, :

™"#eIl, honey," said Clarisse,. "are you siaylng to see Satan?"

"] hadn't planned on it," Eric replied. "Shall we go?"

Clarisse took his arm, and looked around. Bacchus had left whille
they wera talking. Arm in arm, £Eric and Clarisse atrelled through
the door. Behind them, the lights blazed down on the sawdust covered
floor. Only a few flies, heedlessly buzzing about, remained to awalt
the coming of the Prince of VYarkness,

L S i

The hardcover edition .of THE IMMORTAL STORM, Sam Moskowitz'! History
of SF Fandom was published !'way back in 1954. Yet it has come to my
attention that many of you now reading this issue of S$i-Fan still
havon't acquired your copy. This deplorable state of affairs is
difficult to unisrstand, since it 1is so easy for any fan to get a
MINT copy of the book simply by sending $5.00 to ‘
Jerry Burge, 1707 N. Piper Circle SE, Atlanta 16, Georgila

If there ere any fanzine collectors in the audience, I also have a
numb2r of copiss left of the annlvarsary lssus o Cosmag/SFDigest—-
Septomber 1952--64 (53" x BA") pages, offset fanzine--at 50¢, and
Lsfo #2--April 1953 (Mimeographed)--for 15¢., Also a very few copilas
of some other issues of both mags. Same address above.
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R few mon,n* a7y Jerry Page wrote me and asrei *1 I were interested
in getting fair:a srnavted again in Dixie. With the memories- of Nolacon
fresh in min; as uh,hgh it were last week, I was interested, definite-
ly. . '

The result of an interchangse of letters between Jerry Page and Jer-
‘ry Burge end mvzelf csme i%n a concentrated effdrt to centact’ all the

southern fens @ could find. So far as I knowet thi=uw.” ~a we. biva
16 iang Lina?d vp, 8¢ I think that a few wowau BbOu. S s e Fandom
Geonp iu. or Tighonid say, are; in order.

Imtil wa ”-xe %¢ a minimim, twenty-five fans contacted we are lime—

itirg our efy orts  ©o conuaeuirg and acquainting the fans we find with
zach otaer and sxplaining what we are shooting for: The re-awakening
ol Loulaurn Fandom %o the grand level it held ‘during the 6th Fandom
mse,  when such cchventions and conferences as Nolacon and Agacon were
Mela.’ The Nolacon, held in New Orleans, La. in 1951 was an outstandirg
su:icess, Harry B.Mcors &id the finest job as yet then known. The Aga=
con Wan reld fr the Dinkler-Plaza Hotel in Atlantg, Georgia in April
1950 Thet Loo was a bang-up success and this writer had more pleasure
ana snjo,ment there than he did at Chi-Con 2 in Chicago in 1952, which
was PAL-enty eoce .

Th2re 18 no reason whatever that fanac cannot be renewed in Dixie
7ith even greater success and it looks &as tho it will be if the enthu-
siestic responce I've had to inqdiries of the fans thus fur'e .ntacted
is eny indication of the spirit of fandom in the southland.

‘2% present, our alml Baing to reawaken southern fandom, we are con-
sentrating on locating as many ACTIVE PANS in Dixle as we can,

A round robin lettér is noW going the rounds to select a Director.
e will eventhally have &an official organ to replace the rourd robin,
hut while on this subject, I might sgy that if round robin letters are
wanted, we'll have them also. Other offices Will be created and filled
as the need arises ... '

Our top aims are to awaken fan activity, southern fans and bring
vack world conventions and smaller conferences to the south. WE CAN
D0 IT! WILL YOU HELP? We are nct _yet fully organized but if the reader
is interested, write %o Bob Fernhim, the Corresndnding Secretary, Sou-
thern Fandom Croup, 506 2nd Ave., Dalton, ueoryla, and ask him  to
vlace your name on the roster of interested fans When concrete re=
sults have been obtained all members on the roster vil; be quickly no-

tified by the Corresponding becretary.
gnagmuch as -8 terrif%c load o %ostage is. needed now we will .be
ad rfor nations to he SFG rm of stamps ..»NO CASH,,.to

%e C5 on the ‘le¢fténcwriding endngf things. 'He lsnﬂngnihking the paper
out of his own funéds. hrvelopes have already come in, 500 of them from
(wo members.,

Dues will be arranged, but the specific amount has not yet been de=
cided upon. So far, some of the top fans in Dikie, Jerry Burge, Jerry
age, Al Andrews and Emile Greenleaf ((And let's not forget Bob Farn-
iam who's done the most work--jp)) are helping to put this project a=
iross and make Dixie stanhd out with the rest of fandom and let all of
‘andom know that the charge that Dixie fans are lazy 1s unfounded,


will.be

L1E, 1960 L | TAELVE
~7-FiW, Past, Present, Future, continued from page 3/
o ermhem, N3F welcoming committee mewber, industrious correspon-
. semtonro writer and one of the finest people ever to wear a pro-
_-an. tema’e at a2 jaunty angle, is, along with Al Andrews, a gulding
o dos 1ehana Sne movoment to organize Southern Fandom., Watceh TFanac,
T Miez e omG the Southern fanzines for developements with thils group.
Lea, you rmight note that Emils Greenleaf is campaigning for New Orle-
.7 Aa” tMe 1685 Werldcon site. (South Gate again in 2010!) Other SFG
-#quv include Billy Joe Plott (MAELSTROM), Janie Lamb (N3F), Ted
. 7 . {"Wno hopes to have the first issue of TERROR--co-edited .with
sw=:. < targze-in vour hands this Summer.),Bob Jennings (THE MONDAY EVEN-
T s*wﬂﬁy, Pobert Ernest Gilvert, B.¥. Wermers and several others.

Lot antly,  Speaking of Bernie Wwermers, while he does write NOTES
-7 4 Lvlp COLLECTCR, that doesn't mean I'm going to refuse to run ma-
et oooc0 pulps Ly other people. . In fact, the brevity of the Notes in
ls 2:xus 1s Jeslgned to encourzge comment. (Are you listening, Dean
" o7 .ri1%? Redd Beggs?) I hope that the letter column next time will

v+ 1% a lot to say about G-8 and The Spider. Next 1ssue will def-
+®ho L aave a check-list of G-8 titles complled by Bernie.

415, plans for next lssue include an article by iike Decklinger on
» wea for a fantasy megazine, Naturally, we all agree that we need
> 201 fantasy magazine--but Mike Deckinger has some definite ideas a-
.+t fantasy: - what 1t 1s, what it is not--and what constltutes a good

“1 ta3y magazine. This one you'll like. Too, we have on hand a satire
~7 el Chappell--a cartoon feature on Micky Spillain, Now, we all re-

t.e tha*t fanzines have had it up to here with satires on Mucky Spil-
-6 ard vadly drawn cartoon features. And Chappell is one of the very
08¢ carvoonists I've ever seen, The combined result 1s pretty good.

Since I found it impossible to answer everyone who sent me a card,
‘r ¢e+fer in reply to my recent adv. in George Bibby's excellent FAN-

SY COLLECTOR (For a copy send 10¢ to George A. Bibby, 4714 Pleasant

" set, Roseville, California, USA. This is an absolute necessity for
WFctors of pulps, sf and fant“sy mags, books, comics, etc.) I'm of-
r'ng a free adv., to each of you. Merely drop me a postal card, say-
qu what you want said, and I'll run it as soon as I get room. First
~omo, first served; I may have to cut, so list things of importance
!:st, so that I can cut the least important items. While I'm at it,
"7 7= been so pleased with three of the dealers I've done business with
zat I'd like to print their addresses. These three, Richard H. Minter
«;!” E. 2nd Ave., Draper N.C.), J. Ben Stark(1ll3 Ardmora Rd., Berke—
“¢7 7, Sulif.) and Richard Witter (F&SF Book Co., Box 415 Staten Is-
“ 210 2, N.Y.) have been aa efficient,thorough and helpful as you could
neizs And as reasonable,too. There are others who do a good job, but
7y contacts with these three have shown them to be outstanding.

Tt isn't a good idea to ask for material- in an editorial, but 1f
you'd like to send something in, by a2ll means do. Sercon, either on
“emdom or sf, humor and speculation are always welcome, as are poetry
¢l art when they are good. 1I've seen very little poetry in fanzines
t2at I would print, however, so be warned.

T hope you'll take +the time to knock out a letter of comment on
*2.1s5 issue., I'1ll even go so far as to say I1'd appreciate subscriptions
“rcn a few people,

Sut by all meansa let me hear from you,
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A3 you may have surmpiscd Irom the'
ST ﬁu the cover, tuis isciue of asfo
f¢ a trifle behind schedule,....

Jell, it would be if <this were
coedey hefo  cond nct, =alacl, a were.
rr.)u.m 1o the Necfan's Gnuette or

sirethirg of the sort. aAb, well, five
.auss of  scribbling  1s boevter than o
.cuoing, I QUPQOSQ.

Cray, okoy--to business

Jerry Page has said hu would try.
Yo fuliill unexpired subs to ssfo
7. copies of Si-fan--so if you'lre
st..11l scratching your head, that wmay
a~ceant  for the occurrence cf this
m.p in your mailbox. (There's a {ine
surning here fer a dandruff Jjoke, but this is suppoubd to be a humor
neg.) If you want furtaer copies, though, you'd better drop Jerry or me
sz card saying so. Those old subs have been kKeepinug me awake for about
i3 years. Now, thanks to Jerry and Si-¥Fan, 1 hLove other matters to
zoep me awake nights. ‘

Actually, the fcurth issue of Asfo came within an ace of being pub-
~.shed. The covers, as you see, . were printed; all the stencils were
«ovingly cut, but when it came to running off the issue, the old mimeo
wolked. Nothing I could do would molify the thing. I cleancd the drum
6 put in fresh ink. iiet good encugh. I installed a new pad. Nothing
czing. 1 tightened the springs cn the roller and cpnlarged it with a
tuin sheet of acetate. Still nix. I tricd 2 new kind of ink. The mimeo
sneered and smeared. I quit. _

Since then, memory of tiat ignominious defeat gnawlng at my vitals,
I have wandered thc bleak ond desolate wastes of Gafia, a broken fan.

What a great issue of Asto that would have becn, too!l

In reading over some cld fan magazihcs loancd by friend Page, I ran
across on item which I think would moke an lntcresting gimmick for this
column. It was a feature called "Ly inthology" in which the editor (of
The Necromancer--lMarch, 1948--David A. kacInnes, editor) lists the sto-
ries he would like to seec oprinted in a single hardcover volume for his
ovn use--his favorite storics, in other words. His list, which struck
me as very intercsting, is reproduced at the top of the next page.

Presumably, if things worked out welil in those¢ legended days, the
rcaders responded with subscquent entrics. The rules werc simple cnough
--the veolume could ccatain one novel and fiftecn short storices.

When it came to cowmpiling wmy own conthology, though, those rules
turned out to be cntirely too simple. 1 won't go into the long hours I
devoted to the task, the extensive preliminary lists of storics 1 com-
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Fourteen OPUS 1
My Anthology (March 1948, . The Necromancer) piléd,"the' old mags I

the novel: “thumbed, the many stories
Rebirth , T.C. McClary I reread, often with much
the stories: . - pleasure, sometimes with
The Gnarly Man L.S. de Camp disappcintment. At last,
They Henry Kugtner with the help of a couple
In the Vault - - H.P.Lovecraft of additional rules, my
Puzzle Box Anthony iiore list was completed semi-
The Upper Berth M. Crawford satisfactorily.

The Qctober Game Ray Bradbury The new rules are
It . Theodore Strugeon simple, but they solved a
The Link Cleve Cartwill lot of problems: 1) all
wWilliamson. H.S.Whitehead storles must be science
Laura Sakl fictiecn -~ no fantasy
The Adaptive Ultimate J.Jessel allowed; and 2) Authors
The Yellow Wallpaper C.P.Gilmar are a:bitrarily limited
The Bottle Party John Collier to two titles apiece. The
By the Waters of Babylon §S.V.Benet first rule got rid of the
He from Procycn --ASF '35 (Nat.S.?) Lovecraft contingent and

the second kept this
thing from developing into :a Weinbaum omnibus.
You might be interested in comparing these with your own fuvorites.

My Science Fiction Anthology
the novel:

The New Adam (4iff-Davis; 19%9) - Stanley G. Weinbaum
the stories:

A Martian Odyssey Wonder: 7/134) : Stanley G. Weinbaum
Revolt of the Pedestrians Amazing: 2/128) - David H. Keller, MD
The Last Woman Wonder: '32) Thomas S. Gardner
Into the Hydrosphere Amazing: 10/133) Keil R. Jones
Thieves from Isot chder:-lO/'b4) Eando Binder

Dead Knowledge : (ASF: 126 (2) ) John W. Campbell,Jr
Where is Roger Davis? Amazing 5/139) " David V. Reed

Abyss of Darkness Astonishlng 12/1'42) Ross Rocklynne

Mr. Eee Conducts a Tour FA: ld/'4l) Don Wilcex
Microcosmic God ASF: 139) ' Theodore Sturgeon
. Aesop ‘ ASF:'12/f47) , Clifford D. Simak
When Shadows Fall (ss: 7/148) L. Ron Hubbard
Wall of Darkness = ‘ Super Science: 7/149) Arthur C. Clarke
Follower ASF: 11/150) Eric Frank Russell
Birthplace of Creation 8S: 5/151) Edmond Hamilton

I trust that no one will be too badly shocked by the fact that two
- 0of the short stories sappeared In the oft-sneered-at Palmer mags. Can't
help it--that's where they showed up. On my ecextended list the Palmer
mags did even better. If that isn't enough to make me a faoke-fon, the
most recent story on the list will no doubt settle the question. Itt's a
--watch that blood pressure, now--it's a Captain Future novelette.

The point of all this, of course, 1s that I'd like to see your
anthology. 1If theret!'s enough responsc (any response at all will be
enaugh), I'1l make this a regular feature of the column. You may accept
my rules or not as you wish, or make up your own rules. Just keep it to
ane nouvgl and fifteen staries.


L.S.de

OPUS 1 Fifteen
###

Since Si-Fan has nc review column to speak of, I will be reviewing a
selezt few fanzines (namely, as many as I can get) nere. Any fan editor
vicmh guts enough to risk sending me a review copy of his fanzine will

et vy address at the enG ¢f this column.

2 couple of sample victims: ,

CONUPE: #13; J.A.Christoff, P.0.Box #&12, Atlantz 1, Georgia. Quarterly.
L ow copy; 6 for $1.00. Multlllthed Nineteen nages this time.

" was somewhat disccncerted to discover that a fan-
112 had been publishing out of Atlanta fcr more thon
<. v:ar without my kncwledge. Isn!t one suppcesed to get
vibkrotions or something?

SPHERE is a very good loci 1ug funzine, even if it
1% printed only on one side of the page. (Or acre all
-:0ne blank pages there Tor talning notes?) Multilith;
--¢enerly dene--zcs  in SPLERE--is very pleusant con the
;5. 1t must be a pleasvre tc work with, tos, since:
. 3eems to have few limitaticns. The 1llustrations
2101 keadings show up very nicely..

Most of this issue 1is taken up with "Detention
Impressions" by Bill Ccennor. As a general thing, I
1.0i.. convention reports pointless, dull and repeti-
..".s, a complete waste of time and energy. Bill
~nerts report, though, is one of those exceptions
which turn up c¢ften enough te keep me reading the
things. For the first twc of its eight pages, Bill's
repert is oedcstrlun and prcper; but then comes the
"Novacon" and the acccunt tokes a fascinating turn.
Evidently, some thoughtless person carelessly let slip
a remark in mixed company about science fiction. This
has been known to happen at other conventions. Usually
suchk incidents are hushed up. This time, however, in-
stecd of treating the remark and its perpetrator with
the contempt one would expect the conventioners
actually bcgon to discuss science flctlon.

Are NC toboos sacred any more?

Clearly, this situation would be serious enough if
it were nly a chance -incident, engendered by the
atmosphere, the prevailing mocd, the bheer. However,
careful cousideration of Bilits report, together with
certain other facts in my possessicn, forces me tc the conclusion that
the matter was not Dbrought about so innocently. I am forced to the -
conclusion, in fact, that this seemingly spcntanecus demonstraticn is
actually only the opening move in an insidiocus plot of staggering
1imensions!

Consider this quote from Bill's report: "iIf I remember correctly, it
vas EA Wood whe triggered ¢ff the Nova effect." Qf course it was Ed
Jood! Ed has made no secret of his ser-con proclivities. He has, in
fact, of'ten been quite outspcken about his perfidious wish for a "more
zonstructive” fandom.

Now, I met Ed Wood ot Chlcen II, and I found him a really fine
*ellow; friendly, intelligent, znergetic ana possessed of an unguench-
ible sense of humer. oSut in a mnmatter as grave as this, with the
20ssibility of such far-reaching consequenses, yperscna llties cannot be
allowed to enter. In a question of fannish sedition such as this, the
pants record must decide the issue.
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To one trained in the Moskowitz Method--and of course 1 have studied
under the Master--Ed Wood's record in only too clear. Two items will
demonstrate my point sufficiently: - 1) At about the beginning of the
present decade, Ed Vood was one of the chief propagandists for Russell
Watkins! "Crusade to Clean Up Fandom,¥ a movement which Fandcm has cor-
reccly branded as ser-con (and whicﬁ*l'nave reason to believe has only
been driven underground, while secretly continuing its dangerous work);
2) During 1952-3, Ed Wood with Charles Freudenthal edited the Journal
of 'Science Fiction, the most- blatently ser-con fan magazine of the
decade. The cool reception given to this magazine  forced it to fold
with the fourth issue and in the final editorial the editors made their

- A uncompromising position crystal-clear
in a single, bitter statement: "...for
‘all those who have made the word fan
a synonym for ignominy, stupidity,

- and absurdity, we leave you with this
sm&ll- token of our affection: We hate
‘your lousy gutsg!®
. Those of us who hove devoted our
fan lives to those very  three ideals
must not stund by and watch our most
cherished traditions toppled by this
man and his wminions. The ser-con
bunch has shown itself determined to
promote ciscussion of science fiotion
‘and allied topics, not merely in fur-
tive little groups and clubs here and
- there, as heretofore, but even at the
‘tlorld Con itself! They've struck at
-  the very heart of our Way of Life!

This challenge cannot be permitted to go unonswered. Clearly, there
has been too much complacency toward the ser-con .types in our midst.
The issue 1is clear-cut; the lines of battle hove been drawn. True fans
everywhere must rally .to the clarion-culil: '"Ignominy, Stupidity,
Absurdity, foreverlin . ‘

...I was reviewing SPHERE, wasn't I? The editorial-cum-letter-column
is interesting. It would be nmore ’ -
interesting if there were more of it.
The short story by Bob Lichtman was
pretty good. Too bad I-guessed the
ending. And there are some improbable
photographs from various conventions.

Maybe I've been out of touch with
fandom and fanzines for.too long or
something, but I enjoyed the whole
blamed issue. Oh, well, better luck
next time. , o

THE MAELSTROM #3: Banshee Press Pub-
lications, c¢/o Billy  Joe Plott,
P. 0. Box 654, Opelika, Alabama.
Juarterly. 25¢ per copy; 4 for $1.00.
Miweograophed. Thirty pages.

I gather this is the 0-0 of the SFA, whatever the SFA may be. 1If
nothing else, the mag has varlety. .Aside from the editorial and letter
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column, there are two storiss, a page or so of poetry, a UFO column, an
ad page, an interview with Jerry DeFuccic of Mad, and review columns
for movies, bcoks and comics. Fow'!s that _for Unlveisal ‘ppgal? .

The Mad interview iz cnly faintly interssting (wnlch about sums up
my feeling for Mad itself sinCe it f"grew up" from comic format). One
gets the impressicn that Harvey
Kurtzmann is none tco popular around
the Mad offices.

The UFQ cclumn by Tony Rudman is
devoted to "The Silence Group," taat
mysterious coterie whe go around
scaring the bejabters cut of UFO
investigatcrs. Tae saucer folk seem
to be suffering from tnat sawme hard-
ening of the dimuginative arteries
which has brought dJdown to earth so
many older speculative societies
such as the amcteur {(and professicn-
al) astronomers the peychic Te-
searchers (pick a cord), the rccxet
boys and the science ficticneers. In
Tony's column c¢ne wiil search in
vain for any grain of sgeculation
about the whys, the whos and the
wherefores of the "silence group." 1In unsanguine prcese, the "group" is
introduced, described vagusly, and perwitted to slink back into -the
shadows. Of course, one can't expect much more from a onc-page essay,
but this sort cf thing seems to be happening all over the saucer field.
Doesn't anybody but EAP and Groy Barker have nuy idcas anymore?

It's all goud clean fun, thcugh, and I hOUb tno editor will see f{it
to give Tony more space ir. later issues. -~ - . - ’

The rest of the materiul is aboutl average fonzine stuff, but. scmchow
the overall effect is pleasant and friondly. The reproduction is not up
to par, but after lcsing my own battle of the mimco, I wouldn't dare
criticize.

TERRAN DiILY CazZTTE: &Sture Sedoiin, P.0. 403 Vallingvy 4, Sweden.
Annual. 5 millicredits (cculéntt find any 20th century prices. Mimeo-
graphed. 20 pages. Editors: Clayton Famlin ond kichcel Mitchell.

4 daily newspoper cf the future (oOth century, perhaps?), complete
in as many details ¢s one could ask for--or tclerate. The idea is simi-
lar to featurcs hich occasidnally snowed up in prozines back in the
Pulp Age, Dbut the Gazette.is o tour de force to ¢nd tem all. I must
have been kicked in the hecd lately, or something, because I enjoyed
every page of this thing, frowm tne political aond scientific news and
editorials up front, to the fashions, entertainment, and want ad pages
in back. Wwhy isn't 501anc fiction this much fun any more?

The drawings deserve specinl mention, purtlculurlv the pinup-girl
tad" by Stenfors and the uncredited "fusaion® dro cwings. Hope tiis isn't
a one~shot.,

# 7 # .
Regardless of appearances, this is mnot a fanzine review column.
Since I hove free rein here (subject to Jerry Page's despotic demands),
future columns will be devoted largeiy to discussion of other matters.
You ever read Vardis Fisher?

Jerry Burge, 1707 Piper Circle SE, Atlanta 16, Georgila



BY B,

BECK TS5 The days ol Yore when Fen wer: forn A Q JOoir T8707T 156 hero ap-

peared o~nthiy (Or at the very leasy, quarts~ly) wiihin the urtrirmed

pages 24 his very own pulp. Bernie Werners .erswith tal'ss two of the

very k283 of the lot and describes them. Ievi woathl we'll have a (-8

check-1list ... and, we hope, letters delvins =2ven rors deeply into--
G-8 and the SPTLER

I started reading pulps in 1939 with G-8 and his Battle Aces. This
series was created by Robert J.Hogan in Cctober, .273 and died in June
1944, the 110th 1issuwe. G-8, the master sry, was &« zarialn in the U.S.
Air Service. His aides were Lt. "Nippy" Weston, —ini-sized amateur ma-
gicien and Lt, "Bull" Martin, former all-Americaw footpall star. Com-
pleting the group was Battle, the English manservant an? master of the
mare-an kit, R-l, the beautiful American nurse,arzpeared in many adven-
ties, but the love element was absent. The stcries all followed a
s.milar pattern: a flendish German scientist woulid invent a horrible
gu=, super machine, or a frightening form of death that threatened to
war. the war for Yermany in a few weeks, G-8 would fly to Germany or
treverse No-Man's land in the disgulse of a Yerman private. In a few

d~yo 9 would locate the hidden headquarters of the Flend and manage
tn fsstroy the menace and return to France. The titles reveal the fane

tastic content of the stories--"The X-Ray Eye," "Squadron of Corpses,"
Wevijsat from the Grave," "The Vampire Staffel," and "Vengeance of the
Vil'inzs." Certain Filends were apparently indestructable, since they
survived the ruln of thelr bombed castles to appear on the scene again
wilh a new menace. Among these were Dr. bhreuger, Chu-Lung, the Raven
and Stahlmaske---the last two owing their facial deformity to G-8's
acrial gunnery. The German soldlers and the Uerman people were rather
sgympathetically portrayed. The Fiends used the war as an excuse to
“urther their inhuman experiments and as s means to gain power,.
Another horais charactar wae.tho. SPIURR, Master of Men. -fHR SJSPIDER

|



also appeared Oct. 1933 and lasted
for 118 1issues until Dec. 1943. The
first two novels were by R.T.M.Scott
but all subsequent stories carried
the Dby-line of Grant Stockbridgs,.
Richard Wentworth, ex-major of WWI
and wealthy diletante, donned the
floppy hat, cape and disguise of the
Spider to wage his 1lone warfare a-
gainst the blzarre master criminals
who preyed upon the citizens of HNew
York. Wentworth was a master of dis-
gulse., One of his favcrite poses was
as Blinkey McQuade, the middle-aged
safecracker. The Spider was alded by
Ram Singh,hls sikh servant and Jaclke
son his chauffeur. In the early sto-
ries, Professor  Brownlee provided
Wentworth with many helpful devices,.
Nita van Sloan, Wentworth's filancee,
provided a strong 1love interest,
Thelr love affair was 1in some ways
similar to that of Lit]l Abner and
Dalsy Mae, for they often approached
marraige, but the ceremony was for-
ever postponed., In this series the
Spider's adversaries sought to con-
quer New York and from there to con-

trol the rest of the country, Their

methods were fantastic, and 1f a re-
alistic count of casuslties nnd des-
troyed Dbuildings were made, as the
series progressed, New York would
be an empty ruln. The prople were
visited with black plague, cholara,
poisoned water and Dblindness. lany
times the police were lsd Dby the
Fiend 1n disgulse "and Wentworth was
often hunted down on a false crimin
al charge, As in THE SHADOW, where
Cranston was a friend of Commlsioner
Weston, so VWentworth was a close
friend of Commisioner Kirkpatrick.
4 few Fiends appsared 1In several
stories. Among these were the Fly,
who was 1n two early storles; Tang
Akhmut ,the Egyptian who was featured
in the last four novels of 1936 and
the Black Iegilons who held sway in
late 1938, Unlike the (-8 stories,
the filends 1in the Spider did not
keep popping up throughout the ser-
les, but played +their part and left
the stage.

- B. F. Wermers




EDITOR'S NOTE
Some articles are forgotten almost as soon as they are printed. Others
stand the test of time.

Because "I Was A Fake~Fan for the I.B. I." by Robert Bloch has stood
this test -- discussing, as it does, 1954 -- it has been nominated for
Si-Fan's DEN OF INIQUITY. That is, it was stolen from Abstract ( An
early 1955 issue, about Jan. or Feb,) with the kind permission of Rob-
ert Bloch.

We hope to perform a real service to Si-Fan,in this way and fill up
pages that would otherwise be blank.

But please -- don't nominete your favorites. FANZ[NB’ S"mF’F'

DEN =

”‘a,'m,f' I
L was a Fake Ton for the TBI B!

by BOB BLOCH

"Happy New Year, Chief," I said.. s s FD

"V?t for you, it isn't," he growled., "You're down for an assign-
rert,' ,

1y eyes sparkled. "Oh goody-woody!"™ I exclaimed. "Whatever on Earth

cn it be? Do I have to smdéke reefers and root out a dope ring, = huh?
M st I dlsguise myself as a customer again and investigate the vice
syndicate? Will I get a chance to shoot some beautiful blond in the
navel?"

"Only with a water-pistol," the Chief grunted. "For the next year,
your job is to become a science fiction fan,"

My eyes fell, Picking them up on the first bounce, I stared at hinm
incredulously. "You mean--7"

"Just that." The chief nodded. "Orders .are to get the dope on this
sclence fiction racket., Read the books and magazines. Read the fan-
zines. Write for them. Clrculate around at the conventions. The works,
understand? I don't care what you have to do to find out the truth. E-
ven if you get a crewcut and smoke a pipe and listen to Stan Kenton
records. Even if you talk to Lynn Hickman--"

"Now waht a minute," I said.

"Nell, maybe you won't have to go that far," <the ehief said, "But
anything goes, within reason, Remember, it's all unofficial, and this
department will not be connected with your investigation. From now on,
you're on you're own."

"My own what?"

"Your own assignment," the Chief said. "Get going!"

I got. During the past twelve months of 1954, I have explored fan-
dom from top to bottom--actually,not a considerable distance at that ,
when you come to think of it. I can truthfully say that I know fandom
inside out and upsaide down; which it usually is, anyway. I have waded
through FAPA mailings, swum through SAPS, and drowned in the downpour
of THE IMMORTAL STORM. I have contemplated, contributed, convened, and
convalesced.

And the results?Did I find communism in fandom? No, Did I find fel-
low travelers? No.,Did I find Tucker's ten of clubs® Nah, I dildn't even
find the guy who sawed Courtney's boat.

4
H
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After a solid year of fan activity, I can safely say that the aver-
age devotee of science flction is just a typical, normal, wholesome,A-
merican boy who 1s proud to wear a beanie on his typical,normal,point-
ed Américan head. Like millions of other average youths, he indulfes
in feuds, spends all his money on stencils, and writes.the tag-lines
of Campbell editorials on lavatory walls.

Of course, not all fans are typlcal American boys., Some of them are
typical Canadian or English boys. Upon investigation, I even discov-
ered that some of them are typical American girls: (This was the part
of the job I liked bhest.) ~

In the pursuit of knowledge, I read approximately 200 fanzines 1s-
sued durring the l2-month period. Of thess, about 160 were written in
English and the other 40 were published in England and written in some
strange cunieform script which is completely undeciferable.

I:sfound nothing subversive in any of these publications, and very
little that was versive, either. Except for a rash of Little Willies.
These strange quatrains appcared largely during the early months of
the year, but seem <to be approaching extinction; a state which they
well deserve. . : '

During the last six months of 1954, most fanzines have assumed an
entirely new aspect; consisting largely c¢f large masses of solid type
used for the sole purpose of setting off Interlineations. There seenm
to be two main categories: a dirty remark thunk up by Eric Frank Russ-
ell and printed without khis name on it, or a clean remarke thunk.up by
Dean Grennéll and duly credited to him, or six other guys.

Of course, fanzines still manage to preserve a bit of thelr dist-
inctive science fiction flaver. With discussions of MAD, PANIC, POGO,
bop, sports cars, McCarthy, religion, racial discrimination, cooking
recipes, alcoholic beverages, sexual mores, and other such  "Out of
this world" topics.

The stodgy old '"pro" magazines continue to print their hackheyed
stories of adventures in the far future and tales set on other planets
or In outer space--but every true fan devoutly hopes they will mend
their ways and attune their content to genuine fannish interests.

Both the "prozines" and ths scisznce fiction books have, by the way
improved measurably during ths past year. About a year and a half ago,
when the slump hit the science fiction market, any number of wise cri-
tics among the fans rushed into print with variations of the selfsame
article. It usually ran something like this:

"Well, the bubble has busted, Jusi as I knew it would, yesiree !
Mags and hard-covers are biting the dust, rates are dropping like cra-
zy, and the boom 1is over. ,

"But em I discouraged? Ha, ha, not me! I think it's a damned good
thing. Now all those lazy authors who've been grinding out crud for
big money are gonna have to get to work again, No more sitting around
and lapping up Jim eam~-they'll really hump and sweat for a chance to
get even 1¢ a word in a highly competitive market, But that's really
proof that every cloud has a silvwer lining--because from now on, we
readers can expect some masterpicces again., "

And of course, all those profound fan critics were proven to be 100
per cent correct in 1954.

Instead of such degenerate slum as THE DEMOLISHED MAN, GRAVY PTANET
BRING THE JUBITEE, FAHRENHEIT 451, THX LOVERS, MORE THAN HUMAN, etc.,
ete., the Jim Beam-less writers crouching in their garrete have pro-~
duced such immortal classlcs asge-
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ill. Ulp! Uh. Mebbe the rates aren't low enough yet, huh, boys?
Tho way I figure it as a .fan critic, 1¢ a word is really st111 too
guch, even on publications Perhaps if we cut the field to just two
magczines, quarterly, and drop the rate to say $¢ a word, then we get
the masterpieces, hey? Why sure, that must be the answer, Evon if au-
toors,editors, and publishers alike protest that you've got to estib-
ilsh high rates to justify time spent on a first class story, we fan
critics in our omnisclence know better. We know that those dirty dogs
~f pros don't really begin to function until they're down to fighting
woight--about 80 pounds, that isi

Anyway, the pro situation will bear watching in the coming year,

Meanwhile, 1954 showed some significant changes in fanactivity, The
first six months produced a surprising upsurge of Canadiantics, The
last six months offered simllar progress in the British Isles, which
cffered so many of those cuneiforms previously mentioned, Opinions re-
garding the use of this strange language vary; there are, howsver, two
leading theories, One 1s that British fanzinos are printed at stone~
henge, by Drulds, in their native tongue., The other is that British
fanzines are secretly subsidized by local optometrists who  sack to
increase their income from Socialized medicine, Whatever the real sto-
ry may be, 1t's nice to see such growing Interest,

The rest of my investigations involved attending various fan-gath-
erings and conventions, During the course of the year such functions
took place in Detroit,New York City, Oklahoma, Bellefontaine,San Frane
cisco, and Chicago~~in the United Stetes area, I managed to circulate
in the 1last three affuirs mentloned, disguised as a typical fan (1
poured a can of warm beer over my head and wore a large placard, read-
ing REMEMBER THE SKYHOOK THAT WORE REDD BOGGS). '

"~ The harmonious gatlering at Bellefontasine can best be described by
referring the reader to the27th quatrain of the RUBAIYAT OF OMAR KHAY=-
YAM. San Francisco was a frenzied war-dance around.a dimunitlive stone
idol named Harlan Ellison, Chicago was Wilson Tucker's own personal
domonstration that First Fandom is not Dead, But after Five Days of
Revelry it comes Damned Vloscl

~Subversivo activities In fandomf® Never! Roars go up end doors go
down, new fandoms rise and old bottles fall, but tho commle talnt just
ain't,
" And that's what I'm roporting to the Chicf at the yoar's end. 1954
was normal in fannish clrcles, As to what 1955 wlll bring, who knows?
Maybe I'll draw an assignment as a sewer inspector, Lots of good open=-
Ings there... ~=Robert Bloch

=P - |

The editors would like to locate FRED CHAPPELL. Does anyone know his
current address? We'd also like the current address of Cal Beck who's
NODS AND BECKS column was so ossential a feature of ASFO.

3638 :

The linoblock cover announced for this issue has been delayed because
of the time necessary to print each cover, We trust that no one felt
too disappointed with the one we used instead. The linoblock cover 1s
scheduled for an issue in the near future,

w=The Editora
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- i a f IF GUY TERWILLEGER THINK3S I'M NUTS
. \ ] the Teult is Joe Christoff's. oOur
e N . erstwliils roving editc was in town

the otler niecht an® I was over
at his place, when suddenly, e recalled an articls in which Terwille-
ger hed ccdvocated a tslsphone fandom to rank slonzaide farzine, tape
and ccavsntica fardoms, Sc--Joe decided to endorse -ke idca, He'put in
a Long cdilstance call to Boise (It was only 9 o'cloel, there.) and let
Guy lucw that hs liked the idea, Boy, was Yuy surprised. &nd--so help
me --50 Lop it all ofr, Guy had lvrengitis.

bernle Wermers, corntributing editor in charge of pulp magazines,
would lilke to hear from other puln collectors. He'd also iike to get
coples of The Shadow for Dec, 1931, Jan. and Feb, 1932 ani Mystery
Tales for June 1838. His address: ¢/0 S.5.4.300 Drayton 3t., Savannah,
Georgia, '

I would like to quote from a recent letter from Bob Jdennings, as
follows: "I completely disagree with you. Your staterent /Tin a recent
letter_7 that 'all fanart on memo is désign or cartoonery or ‘notiworth
the effort'strikes me as just a bit stunid.... I point out to you some
fanartists who prove you wrong:Adkins, frosser, Phillips, Coulson (The
wife, that 1s.)Dumont and about half a dozen lesser known ones who can
and do produce excellent aritwecrk on memo. If you take that ettitude
toward artwork, then I don't think I can really sxpect much from the
artsids of your zine. A8 to memoed work not being worth the effort ...
Just check over your files for the work Dy those artists I just men-
tioned and you'll see what I mean, I hope, because memo 1s just an
excellent media of carrying artwork and I'd hate to see 1t go to waste
in your zine, because of your mistalen idea."

(Aside to those of you who don't receive Bob's fanzine, "memo!" is a
guirk of his translated as "mimeo".)

A1l letters discussing Si-Fan are grist for the letter mill (which
will be called "Shrapnel"),.unless marked "DMQ" for "Do.Not Quate" or
otherwise so labeled. Pleass note.

In the second June,1960 issue, SFTimes (10¢ a copy or 24 copies for
$2.40 from P.O. Box 115, Solvay Branch, Syracuse 9, N.Y.)reported a
proposed amendment to rule # 39 CFR, Part 22.2 (7) that would deny
second class rights to all magazines not selling 70% of what they dis=-
tribute through their second class entry. No sf magazine seclls that
well, and all of them would be killed. To voice your opposition to
thaet amendment, write Mr, E. Riley, Director of Postal Service, Bur.
of Operations, Post Office Department, Washington £5, D.C. Better Act
nOWu

Julius Ungrr has suffered a heart attack and is recuperating ( SIPT
First June 1960 issue). As you probebly know, he was one of the Dbest
liked fans of the 30's and 40's and has been inactive recently. Well,
he 'd like to hear from fen and receive some fanzines. Write to him at
5401 24th Ave., Brooklyn 4, New York.

Upon checking my mailing list, I found a nuxber of newcomers who
might be confused by socwme of the allusiors herein., If any slip by you
drop me a line and I'll either explain it to you or run your letter
in "Shrapnel® so we can BOTH find out what it means.
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