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DOORWAY

LAST ISSUE, WHEN 1 waxed nostalgic about
Arthur Thomson in my editorial and ran a cover of
his paired with a back cover by Harry Bell gently
lampooning his style, I had no idea that before I put
that issue in the mail it had already become an early
memorial. I was shocked when I first heard of
Arthur’s passing in an LoC from Terry Jeeves
received early in March, but not all that surprised
considering the previous years' reports of his see-
sawing health. Arthur was one of the pillars upon
which "our” fandom was firmly anchored. He was in
fandom when I arrived and was a constant fact of life
throughout my tenure (his drawings have appeared
everywhere, his prolificness rivalled only, perhaps, by
William Rotsler). I'm sorry he left us so early. His
intelligence, quick wit, kindness and generosity are
much missed —and of course his artwork

New York area FAPA member Mark Richards
called me November 3rd to report that Donald A.
Wollheim had passed away in a Manhattan hospital
early the morning of November 2nd. Wollheim was
certainly one of the original architects and proponents
of fandom for its own sake. Though not active in
fanzines for the past several decades, his influence is
ingrained in our subculture. Besides inventing science
fiction conventions in 1937, later that year he founded
one of our most enduring entities, the Fantasy Ama-
teur Press Association, of which he wrote in its first
mailing: “There are many fans desiring to put out a
voice who dare not, for fear of being obliged to keep
it up, and for the worry and time taken by subscript-
ions and advertising. It is for them and for the fan
who admits it is his hobby and not his business that
we formed the FAPA." Certainly this statement was
the spiritual precursor of The Usual.

Barely four weeks later I heard from Don Fitch
that Rick Sneary had passed away in his sleep some-
time the night of Friday, November 30th. He had
moved to Nevada just a month earlier, turning his
fanzine collection and fan-files over to the same uni-
versity library that acquired Terry Carr’s collection.

Rick was a giant among fen, who among many
other achievements demonstrated through the South
Gate in 58 campaign that each individual in fandom
can make a difference. He was one of my earliest
influences among those fans whom I considered the



"older generation” back in my neo days. His was
among the names I gleaned from the earliest fanzines
I received when I was compiling a mailing list for my
first fanzine, PSI-PHI #1, in the final months of 1958.
Rick was quick to respond, though on a questioning
note. " ...It is just not normal for a fanzine to
appear like this, in an area, when the fan is unknown.
In view of the things that have been happening, it
almost sounds like a hoax. Your knowledge of fan-
speek, and reviews of current fanzines proves you
have contact with the field. Yet, I at least have not
heard of you through eather the Solacon, or LASFS.
This doesn’t prove anything, as I don’t know every-
one, or remember all those I may hear of ... " (It
was rough to have any credibility coming into fandom
shortly after the revelation of two major hoaxes, Joan
W. Carr and Carl Brandon, especially publishing my
first issue somewhat versed in fannish lore but from
only three or four months of reading fannish fanzines.
I knew of the impending Solacon — my discovery of
fandom was around June 1958 —but shyness kept me
from making an appearance there. LASFS was totally
unknown to me until a fateful call one evening from
George Fields, inviting me to attend.)

I met Rick at one of the first LASFS meetings I
went to. We hit it off very well, my earnest neoish
interest in learning about fandom and fanhistory
arousing one of Rick’s most memorable qualities: his
generosity. He invited me to come out to visit in
South Gate, and I did several times. We passed many
timeless hours talking about fans and fandom, present
and past, and looking at old fanzines. Of his other
collections, I remember mainly carefully kept files of
the "Flash Gordon" and (I think) "Prince Valiant"
Sunday strips. At the conclusion of each visit, he
would send me home with shopping bags full of the
most outrageous fanzines. Complete runs of
VAMPIRE, SPACEWARP, QUANDRY and others.
The first dozen SAPS mailings, all in a row. And
much more. He also continued to encourage me in
my publishing, responding to practically every issue of
PSI-PHI. Though it was never acknowledged by
either of us, I felt that he was in many ways one of
my major fannish mentors.

In the distant days of 1959 and somewhat later,
when I was an L.A. fan by accident of geography,
various other L_A. fans would take me aside and
inform me that Rick was "sickly” and was not
expected to live much longer. When I looked at
Rick’s admittedly frail body, all I could see was his
strength of spirit and I found it hard to believe the
whispers about his mortality. But I guess they were
right. It just took thirty years longer than expected.
Too soon, at that!

In a 1988 letter, Rick mentioned in passing his
idea of moving to Nevada to be near his family.
When I read in Art Rapp’s SAPSzine that he was

actually on the verge of doing so, I wrote to Rick on
November 25th: "In the latest issue of SPACE-
WARP, Art Rapp reported that you are about to
move off to Arizona. I remember your mentioning
something in your May 1989 letter to me about the
possibility of a move away from South Gate, but in
my naive fannish way dismissed the possibility of a
CoA ever being imminent for the Sage. However, we
all must bend with the times, so in the interests of
maintaining your free subscription to TRAP DOOR
without interruption, please provide me with your
new address as soon as it’s known to you." Rick
never received that letter, which was addressed to one
of those fannish addresses I've not had to look up in
decades: 2962 Santa Ana Street, South Gate. It came
back in mid-December marked "Attempted — Not
Known." The post office certainly has a short
memory. Fandom’s is far longer. Perhaps it’s
quixotic of me, but let’s commemorate Rick with a
new and yet hauntingly familiar slogan: "I can hardly
wait for South Gate in 2058." A verbal time capsule
into future fanhistory.

Finally, I heard from Carolyn Thompson on
January 10th: "Don passed away December 15th.
You may know that his cancer was found in his liver
in October after he was home from Holland. His
decline was rapid, which may have saved him some
pain." I never met Don C. Thompson —knew him
only as an interesting writer, editor and publisher
whose fanzine, DON-O-SAUR, was one of the high-
lights of each FAPA mailing in which it appeared.
His wide-ranging interests made for good, engaging
reading. I liked him for what I knew of him as
reflected in his fanzines, though I blush to admit I
never wrote him a LoC.

All this writing about fan mortality tends to
remind me that though in somewhat shaky health, my
parents are still alive. My mother will be 80 this
spring and my father 77 this summer. On occasion,
I've wondered how I will react when one of them
passes away.

Our relationship has been far from perfect. My
relationship with my father could never have been
described as close (well, maybe when I was very little,
but I don’t remember that far back very clearly) and
at times I've wished I'd been dealt a better hand in
the father department.

My mother and I were closer, and when I think
about the death of one of my parents affecting me, I
think more of her. She’s suffered a few small strokes
in recent years that've rendered her very absent-
minded, but otherwise seems in better overall health
than my father.

I don’t see them often. Last time was over the
July 4th weekend in 1989, when I also attended a few
hours of the Westercon, and that was the first time in
nearly three years. Because discussion of Real Stuff



is rarely on the agenda, we run out of things of any
consequence to talk about after the first half hour or
so. My ex-wife takes our boys around for a visit when
she’s traveled to Southern California to visit her
parents, so my parents do have more frequent contact
with their grandchildren than with me.

There were a couple of years in the early '80s,
after my father had his cancer surgery and was having
some heart problems, during which he seemed to
mellow out. But normally I run the risk during visits
that he will get into rehashing old unresolvable argu-
ments. My mother will excuse herself on these occa-
sions to polish the toaster. (Their house always looks
showroom fresh — I suppose Joseph Nicholas would be
keen on this, but I always find it rather antiseptic.)
Between my infrequent visits, they seldom call. They
send all the obligatory cards (birthdays, Christmas,
etc.) and I reciprocate. At least a couple times a year
I write them a chatty letter, keeping them informed of
what their grandsons are up to, including the sending
of clippings from the local newspaper. (No, they
didn’t get busted or become sports heroes; they were
on honor rolls, received awards, won a bike, appeared
in plays, were recognized for public service work, etc.)

When I was growing up, they were always one
step behind tolerating (never mind liking) whatever I
was interested in at any particular time. They were
highly opinionated and intrusive, especially my father,
who often has a very short fuse; his politics and views
on race differ radically from my own. (I once de-
scribed him as an unfunny Archie Bunker, but later
realized I couldn’t say that because I didn’t find
Archie funny, either.)

When I was very young and read nonstop comic
books — both funny animal and stfnal/horror — they
loathed my reading the things. "You'll rot your
mind!" "You'll ruin your eyesight!" (Actually, read-
ing faint ditto fanzines a few years down the line was
probably far better for that.) When I moved on from
comic books to automotive magazines (Motor Trend,
Hot Rod, Car & Driver, Road & Track, etc.), they said,
"Why do you want to read about cars?" and "You
never read your comic books anymore.” It was hard
for me, even then, to imagine that my parents actually
cared that I'd given up reading comic books.

After reading about cars paled, the next thing I
got into was recorded music, specifically rock 'n roll
and rhythm ’n blues. I had been an inveterate radio
listener from earliest childhood, tuning in religiously
to all manner of comedy and dramatic shows. A shift
took place in radio in the early '50s during the course
of which all the dramatic and comedy shows on radio
either disappeared or moved to television. With
those shows gone, music began to dominate the air-
waves. All sorts of music. I began listening to music
on the radio after school, tuning in a variety of sta-
tions oriented towards white and black audiences.

(My parents didn't get a television right away, based
on their belief that it might turn out to be a fad and
there they'd be: stuck with an expensive, useless recei-
ver. They succumbed in 1955.)

At this stage in my life, I was also increasingly
reading science fiction —lots of Heinlein, del Rey,
Clarke and others from the local and school libraries.
This was something that evolved from my reading of
stf comics earlier, and by the age of twelve or thirteen
I was well into my personal stfnal Golden Age. I
took the stf out of the library so as to save my money
for buying records. I wasn’t aware of prozines yet.
At first it was enough to hear rock music on the
radio, but soon I faunched for a more permanent
record, as it were. This was in the days before dub-
bing cassette decks (or even cassettes at all) —the
days of reel-to-reel tape and wire recorders. As soon
as I saved up enough money, I got a Voice of Music
four-speed portable phonograph with "a large four-
inch hi-fi speaker” and started buying 45s.

Now I wasn’t just sitting around reading stuff
(stf); I was playing strange music at high volume. It
was not popular with my parents. "What is that
racket?!" I would shut the door to my room and
keep it as loud as I dared. When I came home with a
new, hot 45, I'd lock myself in my room and play it a
whole lot of times in a row, dancing and singing
along. Just about anything by Chuck Berry or Little
Richard would be subject to this ritual.

It wasn't long, of course, after getting heavily into
this sort of music that my parents waxed lyrical over
my former addiction to automotive magazines. I will
simply note that they didn’t get especially nostalgic
when I eventually left rock music behind and moved
on to fandom. However, it was fandom that incurred
their hottest wrath. (The Farm was a dead-heat
second.) Though I'd been reading beyond my age
group, as educators say, for years, much of what I
read was contained in *books* and *magazines®.
These unprofessional-looking publications suddenly
dominating my attention made them feel violently
threatened. The wide-ranging freedom of expression
and some of the choices of subject matter really rub-
bed them the wrong way. Sometimes my mother
would open them up before I got home from school
and check them out. She’d freak out over some of
their contents, but never censored anything despite
threats. One time, however, they required me to re-
publish one sheet of an OMPAzine because of some-
thing I quoted from the writings of one Rich Alex
Kirs in Boyd Raeburn's excellent A BAS (the part
about "nice girls vs. vice girls" in #10, Boyd). Yes, in
the early days I had to submit everything for their
censorship. Naturally I didn’t comply. They dis-
covered my transgression while snooping in my stuff.
(1 had run off the sheets, but hadn't collated and
stapled most of them yet — or hid them adequately.)




Later, when I was 19 and couldn’t stand it any
more, I split to Berkeley with the help of Calvin
Demmon (who stored much of my stuff) and Andy
Main. Andy rendezvoused with me in downtown Los
Angeles one evening and drove me to Santa Barbara,
where we holed up for a week with his friends, hear-
ing daily reports from Berkeley of my parents looking
for me, pounding on fans’ doors at 5:30 in the morn-
ing, until we finally received word that they’d left
town. Andy and I then drove north. There may still
exist on tape somewhere the recording made of a
phone conversation between me and my parents after
I'd gone on to Berkeley and they were back in Los
Angeles: a classic attempt at reconciliation through
intimidation.

Later on, after I went to live on The Farm in
Tennessee they hated everything about that, too.
They never came to visit the entire ten years I was
there, not even when I got married. Yet, I don’t
recall their being sentimental about fandom during
my stay in Tennessee. They're less down on fandom
these days —they were even impressed at my winning
TAFF — but they've never apologized for their beha-
vior back in '61. I can understand now as a parent
the general drift of what they were up to, but also as
a parent I feel their methods were appalling. I feel a
sense of loss, but it’s a murky one because of the
mental stretching involved in trying to imagine what a
less adversarial childhood would have been like. I
think I've generally forgiven them, but sometimes I'm
not so sure.

Returning to fandom. I've known (as we all have)
for decades that fandom has been gradually but inex-
orably approaching that time when those of us who
remember what it was like when it was a proud and
lonely thing to be a fan — back before fandom became
so large and successful — will be gone and it will move
on as the huge all-encompassing amorphous entity it
has become. Still each loss is no less painful. Look-
ing ahead, one can ponder whether and how fandom’s
basic roots will endure after this drastic shift in
personnel. Will the history of fandom from the
beginning and the traditions set in motion by the
earlier players on the fannish stage live on in the
infrastructure of fandom as it moves into the next
century? Or might fandom metamorphose beyond
recognition? Tune in tomorrow...

This has been a commentary on family life, both
personal and fannish.

THE NUMBER OF FANZINES sent to me
declined again in 1990. No, this doesn’t mean that
people are cutting me off their list because I publish
too infrequently; my review of other fanzines’ listings
of zines received indicates I'm still getting nearly
everything I want and a little bit more. These figures
do not include apazines or convention fliers, but
everything else is counted. The figures are mixed this

year, but slightly positive in that, except for the UK,
the number of fanzines received was up from all
countries. This may not reflect an increase in produc-
tion; I took on several new trades this past year. In
general, this year’s results are inconclusive of any
upward or downward trend. Fanzine fandom outside
of the apas is holding steady at a snail’s pace.

Enough chatter; here are the statistics:

1990 1989 1988 1987 1986

Australia 16 12 15 32 27
Canada 2 2 1 4 7
U.K. 30 61 51 33 33
us. 66 55 67 58 98
Other 5 0 4 3 1
Totals: 115 130 138 130 166

1990's Other consisted of one fanzine each from
Czechoslovakia, France, Lithuania, New Zealand
and Norway.

I've shifted TRAP DOOR from December to
January publication, so as not to have to complete it
during the height of the holiday season. An addition-
al incentive is, of course, the impossibility of present-
ing figures for the entire calendar year before it's
over. To me this ongoing tally constitutes a strong
barometer of the health of our portion of fandom. I
feel that I'm a representative fan in terms of what
zines I get. Is anyone interested besides me? (Well,
some of you are; see this issue’s lettercol.) To be
continued, no doubt ...

IF I WAS A convention committee looking for a
good way to spend some unexpected profits in a fan-
nish way, I'd undertake reprint volumes of runs of
fanzines. Imagine being able to buy a three-volume
set of HYPHEN or QUANDRY, OOPSLA or per-
haps all the Burbee issues of SHAGGY, hardcover or
trade paperback, on acid-free Twiltone (or green
quarto) in boxed sets, even as one can now buy Mad
and other classic comics! If such volumes were priced
comparably to the Mad reprints, "-" or Q would run
about $150-$200 for a complete run. Expensive, but
a bargain compared to attempting to purchase rare
actual issues.

In addition to fanzines, our basic fanhistory texts
— Sam Moskowitz’s history of early fandom, the two
volumes by Harry Warner Jr., and (when it’s done)
Rob Hansen’s mammoth history of British fandom —
should all be kept in print the way smaller classic texts
such as Tucker’s Neofan's Guide tend to remain
available.

Wait, while I’'m wishing aloud, there’s more. I'd
like to see a series of fanthologies put together, one
for each year fanzines have been published, which as
a whole would reflect the changes in fanzine content
and scope over the decades. It should still be



possible to access both fanzines and fans’ memories
for even the earliest periods, but time is of the
essence more and more as years pass. After the past
is caught up with, an ongoing fanthology should be
published. There are good signs here. This year's
Corflu is undertaking one covering the year 1987.
The publication of a fanthology would be an excellent
Corflu tradition to establish. (Write Richard Brandt,
address in this issue's lettercol, for information about
Corflu 8's fanthology.)

Also, while of course I'd welcome anyone who
wanted to tackle a fanhistory taking up where Harry
and Sam left off, perhaps a less daunting task would
to tape record or commit to paper or diskette one’s
own reminiscences of fandom and fannish events in
which one participated, from which — if participation
is widespread —a picture of fandom as seen through
the eyes of its participants will emerge. If a central
editor collected such materials (which would, one
hopes, be accompanied by copies of photographs,
etc.), a large scrapbook of fanhistory could be put
together for publication.

Well, despite the dearth of most of the above,
bringing it all back home to here and now, there are
a few recent, current and upcoming special publica-
tions deserving your attention. Send $2 to Karen
Cooper, 5230 —33rd Avenue So., Minneapolis, MN
55417, for a copy of Remember When, a oneshot com-
memorating Art Widner’s GoHship at Minicon 25;
this delightful little volume contains everything from
Art’s first appearance in Brass Tacks in September
1934, to current commentary from Harry Warner Jr,,
Norman F. Stanley, Milton Rothman, Gus Willmorth,
Don Fitch, Gerry de la Ree and Julius Schwartz.
Proceeds from this volume go to DUFF. Also, soon
to be available is Beyond the Enchanted Duplicator ...
and ... To The Enchanted Convention by Walt Willis
and James White, illustrated by Stu Shiffman. Send
$6 (815 for a signed limited edition) to Geri Sullivan,
3444 Blaisdell Avenue South, Minneapolis, MN
55408-4315. Proceeds from this volume go to various
worthy fannish causes.

Various standard texts about fandom do continue
to be available, and perhaps it would be timely to list
some of them here. In April 1989 Hyperion Press (47
Riverside Ave., Westport, CT 06880) produced a small
printing of a hardcover edition of Sam Moskowitz’s
The Immortal Storm which they offered at $34. This
may sound high, but it’s less than most of the few
rare copies available second-hand. So far as I know,
Harry Warner’s All Our Yesterdays continues to be
available in hardcover from Advent:Publishers (P. O.
Box A3228, Chicago, IL 60690) for about $15 post-
paid. Harry’s other history, 4 Wealth of Fable, is
listed at $20 (plus $2.50 shipping) in Robert Madle’s
fascinating stf book catalog (4406 Bestor Drive, Rock-
ville, MD 20853). Madle’s catalog has other wondrous
rarities: the first Fancyclopedia for $200; the second

for $45 (and the 1979 reprint edition for $15); a
complete run of THE FANTASY FAN for $750; and
of Bradbury’s FUTURIA FANTASIA for $1,500.

Mild warning note: TRAP DOOR doesn’t main-
tain a huge research department keeping track of the
actual day-to-day availability of these and other fan-
historical volumes, so if you send off for any of them
and your order is sent back with apologies, please
drop me a poctsarcd to let me know.

We are entirely confident, however, that
INNUENDO No. 12 — the 90-page final issue with
material ranging from Arnie Katz to Philip K. Dick
—is still very much available from Jerry Kaufman
(8738 First Ave. NW, Seattle, WA 98117) for $6 post-
paid. This zine’s proceeds also benefit DUFF. (By
the way, I've received ten LoCs on that issue so far
and will have probably have a special “InnVective" in
the next TRAP DOOR.)

AS WITH MOST ISSUES over the years, this
issue includes some material reprinted from various
apazines. In fact, somewhat more than usual. If this
makes TRAP DOOR the Reader’s Digest of the fan-
zine world, we'll just grin and bear it.

Linda Blanchard'’s piece appeared first in a 20-
member apa. She complained in the zine about the
lack of fanzines to which to send her writing, prefac-
ing her article with "Even if I write a piece that’s got
some cohesiveness, it becomes an orphan with no
home.” And in a note following the article: "All writ-
ten up, and nowhere to go. With fanzine fandom
dead or dormant in the United States, I sometimes
feel I should give up writing and take up some hobby
to fill the time." Redd Boggs’ column is, as always,
cobbled together from his SAPSzine; though Redd i
quit SAPS several years ago, most of his writing there
was timeless and there’s enough left to fill at lcast
half a dozen more columns before it runs out. l

Terry Carr’s two pieces appeared in his final
FAPAzine, which I don’t believe was circulated wide-
ly, if at all, outside the FAPA mailing in which it
appeared. (I found leftovers of this particular issue in
his stuff only in collated but unstapled form. There
were also quite a few copies, far more than of any-
thing else.) Finally, Carol’s "Son of Stuff" is gathered
from her appearances in lilapa; it will appear here
occasionally, not in every issue. In each instance,
several hundred people will be reading each piece of
writing for the first time.

On a closing note: This issue marks my tenth
year of fannish reactivation. It’s also the first time,
after three tries, that I've published a genzine that has
reached double digits in issue number. I've been in
fandom for two thirds of my life as of my birthday
last fall. The combination of computers and better
self-perspective makes this time around more fun.

Meanwhile, back in the real world: I'm finishing
this on January 15th. Pray for peace. -Robert Lichtman
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I've just finished reading an article called "A Visit with Julio Garcia della Guerra y Paz" — one of
those profiles of highly successful authors that include their opinions on everything from the state of
Brazil’s economy to their favorite word processors. I'm constantly reading articles like this; I'm an
addict. I can reel off all sorts of fascinating data about authors, such as the precise term for the
color of Norman Mailer’s nose, how much money Elmore Leonard gets paid to speak at junior
colleges, and Mary McCarthy’s favorite sukiyaki recipe. What’s more, I have seen with my very own
eyes a photograph of J. D. Salinger’s mailbox.

But whenever I immerse myself in one of these articles which go into such loving detail about
how interesting famous authors are, I can’t help remembering some of the highly unsuccessful
authors I've known whose idiosyncracies were even more fascinating.

There’s something terribly intense about people who are determined to write, write, write, and
who keep at it for years despite repeated rejection slips. The feelings of aspiring authors can run
high. One such young man used to keep a copy of the magazine to which he’d sent his most recent
story suspended on a string over his wastebasket — if he got a rejection, he’d cut the string.
Eventually he tired of the game when his wastebasket became too full.

This was the same young man who later wrote a novel in which he described the starting of an
airplane’s engine something like this: "The man on the field ran out and twirled the propeller; it
spun clockwise once, twice, then finally caught and spun more and more rapidly in a rising roar.
When it had fully caught, there was a fluttering of the prop that was too fast for the eye, and it

settled down to a steady, humming revolution in the other direction." 4



He’d been watching too many movies. I was glad he didn’t write westerns, because 1 knew how
he’d have described the wheels of a stagecoach.

I don’t want to give the impression that I sneer at this young man and others like him. Not at
all: for too many years, during my high school days when Jules Verne’s novels were presented to me
as state-of-the-art writing, I was an unsuccessful author myself. As a matter of fact, that young
writer and I spent many an evening over beers leaning back in our tweed jackets and muttering
things like "I'm contemplating my novel."

There was another fellow who had the Artistic approach. He once spent most of an afternoon
explaining to me the inner meanings of New Yorker cover art. He wrote very peculiar short stories
and poems which he would read to our writers’ group (over beers, leaning back in our tweed jackets)
in resonant tones, with gestures. They sounded extremely fine; he had a style that flowed, was
infinitely expressive, and was redolent with inner meanings. We all sat enraptured as the measured
cadences of his phrases washed over us. Once, when he had finished, I asked to see the manuscript
so that I could check on a particularly world-moving phrase that I hadn’t quite caught —and
disillusion struck. This young author had absolutely no idea in the world of how to use the English
language: his sentences went on for paragraphs, he couldn’t spell, and when you got right down to
considering the matter you realized that half the words he used just didn’t exist. What was more, he
couldn’t type.

But my God, could he read aloud.

(Many years later, when I was an editor for whom Harlan Ellison had written a story, he and 1
went to a party at which he’d promised to read it. When the time came for him to read, I went out
onto the balcony with a few others who did or didn’t smoke cigarettes; later, Harlan asked me why I
hadn’t stayed to listen to his reading. I said, "Because I wanted to consider the story as it would
seem in print, not as you'd read it aloud to us — 1 know you read your stories awfully well and I
didn’t want to be influenced by that." I'd learned my lesson in high school.)

After a few such disappointing sessions in the old armchair, I tried to tell this young author what
was wrong with his writing. He shook his head sadly, patiently, and said, "You are hung up on
grammar."

One day I told him that I'd written a poem. It was a page and a half long and its words formed
a fascinating pattern on the page. There were no initial caps, no left-hand margin, and nothing
rhymed. Nothing meant anything, either, but I didn’t tell him that. I handed it to him and asked
him to tell me what he thought of it.

He read it with beetle brows and then told me that I had obviously been striving to capture the
eternal struggle of the masses upward from the mud to the stars, and pointed out lines which
referred to each agonized, enraptured, wondering expression that crossed the face of Homo erectus
on that painful ascent.

"But Keith," I said, "the poem doesn’t mean anything. I wrote it for a joke! It’s deliberately
meaningless.”

He peered at me silently, calmly, for several seconds. "True writing comes from inside," he said.
"From underneath, in the subconscious, or the soul if you happen to believe in it which I don’t
because I quit the Catholic Church last week and haven’t managed to embrace Brahminism just yet.
But your innards know."

"My innards?" I said, aghast.

"Your insides,” he said. "You surrendered your usual rigid formality of language to the dictates
of your subconscious, and have written the first truly meaningful thing in your life. Of course, the
imagery’s a little confused."

Some time after the above events, our group of teenage Wolfes and Saroyans met a fellow who
had a sure-fire idea for a television series. He’d been watching his TV set closely, he said, and he’d
decided that animated cartoons would be a coming thing in that medium. He wanted to get in on
the ground floor and was looking around for someone to script a science fiction series on which he
would supervise the animation.



So we held interminable conferences (in our tweed jackets, over beers) on story-lines and
techniques of scriptwriting. We talked so much about writing that, as often happens, we talked
ourselves our and couldn’t write a thing.

But one of the sessions produced a script-portion that was some sort of minor masterpiece. It
was written by the same fellow who had written the description of the airplane’s engine starting up.
In this script, he had a spaceship landing in a clearing and the motors slowly cooling while the
suspense presumably mounted. His script read like this:

SCENE: Blue sky. Clouds drift lazily by. A speck appears far up. It
grows larger, larger, until we see that it is a spaceship landing tail-first. It
comes straight at us. The fires of its rockets cover the screen with flame.

CUT to clearing. The rocket lands. The motors are shut off.
SOUND: Gut-rumbling.

Shortly after this our happy little writers’ group broke up as we went off to college or to join
Catholic seminaries or to booze it up with the boys at the shipyards. In the next four years 1 met
only two people who aspired to be writers.

One of them was a young woman who carried her lunch in a cigar box with the dust jacket of a
Proust book wrapped around it, and proclaimed loudly that she was the illegitimate daughter of
Henry Miller. She wrote bitter little stories and even tinier poems, all of which were titled Futility.

The other was a young man who worked afternoons at the San Francisco Zoo driving a tourist
train and making sprightly jokes about the peccadilloes of armadillos while scribbling notes for his
2,000-page novel. This was a book about the last years of Shakespeare, living in retirement at
Stratford; he was depicted as a tired little man who sat in a hardbacked chair and grumbled to Ben
Jonson that his wife was a shrew. Jonson always nodded silently, and they quaffed their beers
morosely in the sunset. (Tweed jackets hadn’t been invented yet.)

Later on I ran into more young writers, and found that the breed hadn’t changed much. The
most memorable of them was the fellow whose entire output, hundreds of thousands of words,
concerned an immortal man who, at every opportunity, halted the story long enough to sit down at a
table, eat some food, and discuss whatever aspect of philosophy was occupying the writer’s mind at
the time. Pages and pages of manuscript were filled with these discussions, interspersed with
detailed catalogues of the food he was eating, the sounds of munching, swallowing, licking of lips,
and all that sort of thing.

Finally I told him, "Ray, I suppose I can understand why you feel impelled to put your
philosophy in, but why all this stuff about food?"

He blinked his eyes in surprise. "I love food," he said.

Later on I heard the story of how, when he got an enthusiastic note on one of his stories from
an editor, he fixed himself three peanut butter sandwiches and ate them leisurely in the bathtub
while his wife read the letter over and over to him. He said it was the most sensual experience of
his life.

More recently P’'ve heard that he’s sold his first book, after receiving regretful rejections on it for
two years. The rumor is that the editor who bought it spent two weeks expurgating the sex scenes
from the book, but I don’t believe it. The book may have been too hot to publish as it was, but if so
I’ll bet it was because the descriptions of meals were absolutely lewd.

— Terry Carr




GENEALOGY: A CONVENTION REPORT OF SORTS
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I came to Boston, arriving from an entirely different state than the one I'd arrived from last
time, and ’m not just talking about the differences between Texas and Washington State. Though I
suppose it’s that, too.

When I came to Boston in 1980 I was hurtling comet-like along my path through fandom,
heading for the brightly lit and heavily populated center of the solar system and a brief moment of
glory. (This same orbit has since thrown me back out into the darkness, where I have plenty of time
to think about how long I'll wander on the distant edges of the system before I return,) I'd
discovered fandom in a series of quick steps — Trekdom in 1978, regional conventions in 1979 and
now my first Worldcon in 1980. Everything was new and wonderful and exciting. Full of
possibilities.

Nine years, five Worldcons, one NASFiC and one fandom later, I came back to Boston feeling
nostalgic for the simpler relationship I'd had to fandom that first time around. 1 felt like an old and
tired fan this time, a feeling that had little to do with the chronological increase in my age. And
more, 1 felt like a ghost, or a fan back from the dead, arriving as I did, from the darkness of gafia
back into the light of active fandom. My head was full of cobwebs. Names and words I'd try to
recall hung just out of sight, behind some closed doors I couldn’t find the keys to anymore.

OId and tired. I'd seen too much in those nine years. Old and tired.

Yet happy. Reborn, perhaps.

In the mundane world in which I've spent far too much time during the past few years, I've
found a new interest: genealogy. It’s funny, because I found when I mentioned this to many fen, I
got the same incomprehension from them — how could I devote my time to that? — that I get from
mundanes when I try to explain my fascination with fandom. Still, in its way it’s exciting stuff.
Especially for me since I've always been a person who needed to know her place in the time line.

~10-



When I move to a new city, I read up on its whole history, settlement to the present, just as though I
was (were?) some time traveler who'd been there at the start and wanted to catch up on all the
gossip so that I could reconnect to the place. Studying one’s family lines is just the same thing in a
separate form — what lives and histories led to my life and my time?

Since one quarter of my family line came exclusively from Massachusetts (after they came across
the ocean to America), coming to Boston was, in a sense, coming home, and I looked forward to this
non-fannish return as intensely as I did to the Worldcon. Not only would I have time to do some
research in Boston’s New England Genealogical and Historical Society library which would increase
my knowledge of my line very quickly, I also planned to return to my home town of Duxbury,
Massachusetts, to visit my grandmother. My thought was that she might supply me with a few clues
I might not find in any library book. Though I didn’t get many clues, I got far more than that.

My grandmother, Nana Blanchard — Edna May MacQuarrie was her maiden name — came to
Boston from Nova Scotia, where she met my grandfather, Kendall Blanchard. He was a chauffeur
for a wealthy family and she hired on as a live-in nurse when one of their children was ill for a long
time. Bumpa — that’s what we called my grandfather — was ten years older than Edna. Nonetheless,
circumstances put them together a lot and eventually they got romantically involved and the rest is
pretty obvious.

I identify strongly with the Blanchard family line; that’s part of the reason I kept the Blanchard
name when I married. I consider Duxbury my home even though I was born in Albuquerque and
raised for more years in Connecticut. I lived in Duxbury only from age thirteen to eighteen — those
are, of course, the most vividly remembered years one has "at home." But wherever we lived over
the years, we always returned to Duxbury for holidays — the Fourth, Thanksgiving and Christmas. So
it was that my father’s family was more my family than my mother’s, and Duxbury was the family
home, where his brothers and sister and parents lived.

During the years I lived in Duxbury, though, my father wasn’t with us. He’d died when I'd just
turned twelve. My mother was never well loved by her in-laws and as a consequence I always felt
somewhat more disconnected from the Blanchard family than I wanted, and a distressing misunder-
standing between myself and a cousin during our junior year in high school seemed to cut me off
from them completely, thought I maintained my emotional commitment to the Blanchard line. The
break was most painful because I'd always held my father’s youngest brother, Howie, in my heart as
my father’s substitute since my dad had died, and since he was the father of the cousin I'd fallen out
with —I finally felt like a truly fatherless child.

Coming home to Duxbury, then, I also felt old and tired and disconnected, just as I did returning
to the convention. However, here, the family is smaller — it only takes ten people to turn their back
on you to make you feel completely cut off — and the wounds inflicted run deeper than fandom can
ever cut. I was, quite frankly, afraid to go visit my grandmother. And terrified at the prospect of
seeing my Uncle Howie (so scared I hadn’t even committed to doing so).

That’s why the visit I had with my grandmother will live in my heart for all my life as a little
miracle. Not only did she answer the door and ask me in, not only did we talk small talk for a while,
working up to gentle catching up, through to family history, but ultimately we worked through family
history to revelations about ourselves that I'd never had guessed were possible, and found
connections I wouldn’t have dreamed were there.

I'd done a little research before arriving in Duxbury — asked my mother and sister what they
knew of Nana and Bumpa’s lives — and I'd pocketed one gem my mother had passed on, and saved it
to give to my grandmother:

"My mother says," I said cautiously, "that you and I are a lot alike, because we’re the major
breadwinners in our family." That was more unusual in her time than it is in mine. I thought it a
stunning revelation of her strength of character. I had not considered, till she answered me, what it
revealed of my grandfather.

"Dad," she said, for she always called my Bumpa 'Dad’, "didn’t like to work. After we married
he never got a job for himself. The only two jobs he got — carpenter and plumber — he got because |



went out and got them for him. He wouldn’t go out. Wouldn’t even try. And if he thought I'd done
it he would have refused. So I had them come ask him to come work for them and never mention
my part in it."

So there we found our common ground. Our men were very much alike, and our relation to
them similar. Not identical. Dave did go out and get a job, but he hated every second of it and
made no bones about hating it. What seems a closer connection between the two men is their lack
of worry. "Dad would always tell me if I didn’t have anything to worry about, I'd make something
up,” Nana said. "He never worried in his life." And a little later, when we’d discussed the charms of
men who drifted through life believing always that the next moment would take care of itself with no
intervention from them, she said, "Oh, yes, dear. I loved him. Obvious I loved him for all those
years. But there were still days when I just wanted to give him a good kick in the pants." And, I
imagine, days she did. Some days I do, I know.

It’s funny. You look through old family photographs and look for resemblances along the line.
My father inherited his mother’s features, and I some of his ... but you don’t know about the other
resemblances, those of character, or of habit, unless you get to know the kin involved.

At night — I hadn’t been too hard to talk into staying the night — Nana gave me her bed to sleep
in, and as we were putting down fresh sheets she asked if I slept with a pillow. Before I had the
chance to answer, her daughter Ann said, "Mother sleeps with two pillows.” I thought, so do I, but
then Nana said, "I have to have two. One of rest my head on, and the other to curl around.” Then I
said, "So do I'" I'd never thought that I'd inherited that habit — or any habit — from someone
specifically, but there it was; I'd picked up my sleeping habits from my paternal grandfather.

What else has been handed down to me from previous generations?

There was, then, a sort of irony in coming to Noreascon III which represented, to me, my
birthplace in a larger fandom. I came to visit my fannish roots and quickly discovered that the
convention turned on just this theme because it was the fiftieth anniversary of the first Worldcon. 1
had not only the chance to recall my fannish birth, but to discover my fannish ancestors and their
history.

As part of my fannish rebirth, I got the chance for the first few days to attend a Worldcon the
old-fashioned way. Well, my old-fashioned way, anyway. Incognito. I looked over the program
guide and picked out panels I wanted to attend. I sat through every panel that held my attention
and a few that didn’t. Because of conflicting schedules I missed panels I would've liked to see in
favor of ones able to keep me interested. I sat down when weary, ate when hungry, and at the end
of the day sat around considering going to parties. Wishing I knew where there was a party I'd like
to attend. And finally, giving up and going back to my room. Just like my first convention.

Then something happened. My disguise failed me. People who'd never seen me skinny
recognized me and started talking to me. People who never thought of seeing me fat again joined
the conversation, read my name tag, and pretended to recognize me. Suddenly I was back in the
fannish mainstream again. And happy there. Reborn. People kept saying I ought to do a fanzine
again and I kept saying I might. And believing it.

One of the first panels I attended was a convention theme panel called "First Fandom Speaks
(does anyone listen anymore?)" during which 4E Ackerman, Dave Kyle, Bob Madle and Art Widner
reminisced about First Fandom and the First Worldcon, and answered questions like: What does
First Fandom want to say to modern fans? Why should modern fans listen?

It seemed to me, from my view at the edge of the audience, that what they, up there on the
platform, thought was that Fandom Has Changed. Once we had a mission, they said, to convert the
world to science fiction. Today the world is converted already (and look where that got us; not
where we expected!). Once we came to conventions to be with others of our kind for we were a
lonely breed. Once there were no girls who were there along, as fans (not as wives, sisters,
daughters), though we wished there were more female fans.

Well, there are many female fans now — and, I thought, how wonderful that once there was an
all male institution that was infiltrated by women who were greeted by men who welcomed them



rather than fought them off in courts. The other changes, though, seemed to me more a matter of
degree of change than absolutes. Media and costume and gaming fen were mentioned — non-
readers being the line drawn here; though we’ll all acknowledge that they do read, reading sf isn’t
their primary attachment to fandom — as being highly visible now and non-existent then. This is a
by-product of the world having been converted to sf but it didn’t work out the way we planned. At
some point in the panel, I got to protest that the changes weren’t total but a matter of degree, but
never did find the words to say that maybe we still have our mission: to convert those who are
converted to sf to being readers. Through steady exposure, at conventions, to others who read a lot,
some of them begin to read more. I've seen it. Some who started out as non-readers even end up
learning to write for their own fanzines.

And, surely, we do all still come here to be with our own kind. Even when I was an eofan who
attended conventions and did nothing more, I came to conventions to be with my own kind if not,
perhaps, to interrelate with them. To have people talk about the things that interest me, to toy with
farflung ideas you can’t get mundanes excited about. There are just a whole lot more of us now
than there were then. More varieties of us. More room for variety. Which [ personally think is not
a bad thing.

Perversely I attended the Hugo ceremonies. Sometimes I go to masquerades too. I know you
don’t do these things if you’re fannishly Hip, but I've never been Hip in my life, so why start now?
Anyway, I got a great view of the side of the stage from the balcony above, and was watching Art
Widner when he won First Fandom’s Big Heard Award — I think I knew he was the winner before
he did — and I cried because he deserves it. He’s someone I know who deserves it.

Later, at a party, Art and I had a chance to talk. Now I want to start out by saying I never
thought of Art as my fannish grandfather. Though certain people might tell you differently, I'm not
an ageist. I think of people as people, and only if they bring their age to my attention do I place
them on a time line of their lives. My impression of Art is that he, too, is not an ageist; he’s never
made an effort to portray himself as Old and Wise, and so I've never seen him this way. But
between me doing genealogy as a hobby and the focus of the convention being on First Fandom of
which Art is a member, I couldn’t help but have moments when I came keenly aware that he is one
of my fannish ancestors. And I'm very glad he’s around with stories to tell of his life inside fandom
and out, then and now. Even without being an Esteemed Ancestor, I'm glad Art’s around because
he does have great stories to tell.

Anyway, Art and I talked for an hour or so during which we found we had common habits, just
like I have with my genealogical grandmother. No, I don’t mean Art sleeps curled around a pillow
(maybe he does, I don’t know), but we share an interest in astronomy. Both of us have the same
kind of nifty, middle-high tech telescope (a C-8) and both use the same lackadaisical way of
observing. Not like most C-8 owners who polar align their scopes and then use the setting circles to
dial in the objects they've chosen for their night’s viewing program. Art and I tend to be "hunt and
peck” sorts of astronomers. Okay, I admit that sometimes I do use setting circles, but not always,
and what’s more important is the attitude. People in my old astronomy club used to laugh at me
when they'd see my telescope set up "facing the wrong way" — not aligned, in other words, and me
there with my view of the heavens just wandering till I tripped across something interesting. There’s
a certain carefree attitude of adventuring in it.

The last panel I went to see was another Art was on, this one called "Worldcon — 2039" with the
same cast less Bob Madle, add Sam Moskowitz (with a wonderful, science fictional voice) and
Moshe Feder, moderator. Here, First Fandom discussed what they imagined the Worldcon fifty
years hence would be like. Some thought there would be no Worldcon then because fandom would
necessarily have splintered too much (“Let a thousand conventions bloom") but the only thing they
felt was certain was that there would be no First Fandom there. True in fact, 'm sure, but not in
spirit. Whether Worldcon or Corflu, there will always be those who remember their ancestors,
whether they met them or not; those who'll do the research and read the stories; timebinders

timebinding. — Linda Blanchard



AMONG THE DUPES AND SCOUNDRELS

I woke suddenly and looked at my watch. It E%@ @

was 3 a.m., or just after. The Omaha-to-San
Francisco Greyhound bus had chugged to a stop
and its motor was silent. The lights inside the
bus had been turned on. The passengers were
debarking with unusual haste. Momentarily
puzzled in my state of drowsy nescience I
roused up to peer out into the night. After
traveling in the dark down miles of winding
highway amid tumbles of dimly seen mountains,
we seemed to have arrived in the midst of
carnival. I glimpsed swirls of colored lights,
brightness, movement. The 3 a.m. darkness had
opened like the door of a fiery furnace.

Shadrach, Meshach, Abednego, and the rest
of the passengers were rushing into the heart of
that seething magic. I hoped that they were as '
inviolate as the Hebrew children. I read the A Column by REDD BOGGS
name above the glittering portals of the place,
and all became clear. We were at a Nevada casino. We were evidently just barely across the state
tine, but we were across it nevertheless. This was a rest stop for the passengers, but of course none
of them intended to rest for a minute.

As soon as they all had descended from the bus, I followed much more sedately. "The least the
bus could do," I grumped to myself, "is stop at the Cottontail ranch.” But here we were at a casino
where in the darkest hour of the morning the lights were twinkling like a Thrifty drugstore in Los
Angeles. In the cool desert night the stars were twinkling too, but the nearer lights had much the
best of it. The Nesselrode glare festooned the scene where one expected only sagebrush and silence.
The place certainly was showy.

I wambled slowly inside to behold an amazing sight. The bus passengers, mingling with a throng
of other people, were already hopping madly here and there like wallabies among the slot machines
that crammed the room to the very doors. In a swoon of wonder I paced up and down the aisles
with my hands thrust into the pockets of my tattered Carhartt jacket, the only hands in the whole
casino that were not occupied in feeding coins and pulling levers. 1 had unexpectedly invaded a
strange world that I alone was not a part of. 1 felt so much a solitary alien that I half-expected that
things around me would give way and collapse as with Richard le Breton and Reginald Fitzurse. But
nobody paid me any attention. Everybody was playing the slots with the single-minded devotion of a
water witcher and (I suppose) just as vainly.

Samehow I was miserably pleased that I was here to see it. The whole scene reminded me of
pleasumes, long ago and more innocent, in the way that a sour belch at midnight may remind one of
a dinnes partaken hours before. I remembered the tawdry but alluring charm of a traveling carnival,
a small fag-show I visited in my youth. I was even happy that all these people, who otherwise would
be sleeping in their beds in Medford, Oregon, or Grass Valley, California, were busily making merry
at 3 am. The brief sling of unconventionality for these ordinary people amused me. But I wanted
no part of it.

After a while I departed the casino and walked a little in the open air, far enough down the road
that the stars shone a bit brighter. "What's the matter with you?" I asked myself sternly. "You, of all
people, are a prude! A bluenose! You really do object, don’t you, to these tourists having fun?"

"No no!" I replied hastily. "Here I am talking to myself like Mr. Flood — and in fact, I wouldn’t
object at all if the people in there were getting as joyously drunk as old Eben. Or if indeed we had
smppe;fd at the Cottontail ranch .... At least then you'd be getting some momentary pleasure in




exchange for your bucks. But throwing money away on the slots! What a mad milking time it is. |
do object to people being lured to squander hard-earned money so carelessly and foolishly — with the
Greyhound company in cahoots. There ought to be a law!”

1 squared away and walked more briskly back to the bus. "By god," I vowed (and this is a vow |
kept), "I will not contribute to it! I will not spend a single dime while I am in Nevada." 1 did not of
course suppose that the state will go broke as a result of my boycott.

IN THE DAWN OF THE WORLD

“...I'm on my way to heaven;
Gonna tell you just how I feel,
I’d rather ride a wagon and go to heaven
Than to hell in an automobile.”
— Uncle Dave Macon, "From Earth to Heaven"

One of my earliest memories is of riding on the high, swaying seat of a small wagon drawn by a
horse. The horse was being driven by my grandfather, Chalmers Robinson, and we were on our way
to throw away some household trash in a dumping ground somewhere out of town — the town of
Staples, which is in north central Minnesota, where we lived. I must have been no more than three
or four years old. We glided gently along to the clip-clop of the horse on a country road where the
sun shone brightly, the wind was fresh and clean, and the dirt road was untraveled, at least just then,
by any other vehicle besides ours. We could hear the warble of meadowlarks that sang from the
fenceposts along the way.

I wish that I had realized then that it was a historical moment in my life, and engraved all the
details on my mind. All I remember are the general impressions. Maybe it was the last time that
my grandfather, an old farmer in the years before he moved to town, ever held the reins of a horse.
He died only a few years later. And surely it was the last time I ever rode in such a primitive
contraption, back in the bright morning of the universe.

Another of my first memories is of accompanying my Uncle Wint to the farm equipment dealer
in downtown Staples to pick up a farm tractor he had just purchased, or else to test drive a tractor, I
am not sure which. I don’t know why I went along on this occasion; I don’t remember any other
similar time. At any rate, after I climbed up on the tractor with him, we trundled slowly down the
street with the motor roaring and the vertical exhaust spouting dark smelly fumes. But only a short
distance away, the tractor conked out in the middle of what seemed to me to be a very busy
intersection. After trying in vain to get the tractor started again, my uncle jumped down from the
big saddle seat, and strode away to get help, leaving me in sole possession of the stalled vehicle.

I looked fearfully at all the traffic whizzing around me. Cars of all shapes and sizes seemed to
be rushing past in all directions at reckless speeds — surely a misapprehension, for the town was
small and quiet — and I could stand it for only a few alarming minutes. 1 descended from the tractor
in haste, scampered to the nearest curb, and hurried home, much shaken by the experience.

These two memories seem somehow to bracket a change that was going on in the world back
then — a change surely not entirely for the better — a long long time ago, when I was still in
kneepants.

THE NIGHT BEFORE NOVEMBER

They’re starting earlier than ever this year. Just today as I write Abby Van Buren published a
column headed "Safe and Sane Halloween." It’s still nearly six weeks till Halloween and already the
apostles of fear and dread are popping up with dire warnings about the dangers of trick-or-treat. If
you believed this alarmist blather you would as soon send your child out to play on the freeway as to
allow him or her to go trick-or-treat on Halloween. The odds of a child being victimized by "razor
blade apples, poison candy, gasoline balloons" are probably about the same as those of being hit by a
meteorite, but ’m afraid that the enemies of fun will succeed in destroying the trick-or-treat
tradition, and that would be unfortunate. Trick-or-treat is at any rate a big advance over what came



before: trick and no treats.

Trick-or-treat isn’t really a very old tradition. It was unknown,
at least to me, when I was a kid, although it came into currency in
time for my younger siblings to enjoy. When I was a boy
Halloween was a night of anarchy. Wanton destruction and
defacing of property were commonplace. In the small town I lived
in there were still Chic Sales to be tilted over, unguarded
wheelbarrows and lawn chairs to be hoisted into trees, and other
such things. Perhaps the most inoffensive manifestation of this
juvenile vandalism was the practice of soaping windows.

Once when I was very young I was invited by an older and
wiser kid to accompany him Halloween night on his odyssey of
pillage: namely, to go forth and soap every reachable window in
the neighborhood. I was flattered by the invitation and quickly
agreed to go. "We'll go out right after super,” he said. "I’ll bring
the soap.”

"And DIl bring the water!" I said enthusiastically. He looked at
me scornfully. "You don’t need water to soap windows," he told
me. Being completely ignorant of the art of soaping windows, I
felt abashed. I supposed soap and water went together. I thought
fast and remarked, "We’'ll need the water all right — when we're
caught and have to wash off the windows we soaped!" I have
always been proud of my snappy come-back. I noticed that for an
instant my older companion looked just a bit worried. I don’t
remember whether we went forth on our expedition as planned or
not, but I don’t think we did. I guess we didn’t want to tote
around a bucket of water.

NOTES FROM MY LITTLE BLACK BOOK

The Tin Woodman

I was walking along

the Yellow Brick Road
the other afternoon

a little drunk on sunshine
looking for

Dorothy, the Scarecrow,

the Tin Woodman, and the
Cowardly Lion, but it seemed
they’d all stopped somewhere
for a hotdog.

At last I saw a woman

a long way down the Road.
She looked pretty familiar.
"Hey, you must be Dorothy!"
1 shouted.

“No," she said, looking sad,
"and not the Scarecrow either,
if you'll bother to look at me,
and not the Cowardly Lion
for heaven sake!”

- Redd Boggs

I wonder who it was that had the bright idea — some advertising genius, of course — of calling the
Statue of Liberty "Lady Liberty" or even (in reverent tones) "The Lady,” as if the statue were our
own Virgin of Guadalupe. The statue is an engineering, but hardly an artistic, marvel — thought

superior to the bedizened wooden effigies of the Madonna in some

churches — and chiefly today it is

a mere tourist attraction. As such it hardly compares with the Museum of Science and Industry in
Chicago, San Francisco’s cable cars, or Muir Woods. (Redwoods are far more impressive than any
statue; some of them are taller than the Statue of Liberty, including its pedestal, and most are at
least a thousand years older.) Whoever started calling a goddamn statue "The Lady" ought to be

taken out and shot ....

In the days when she was starring in such films as "The Petrified Forest"

and "Of Human Bondage" Bette Davis was one of the most famous of movie actresses. She
preferred her given name pronounced “Betty," but it was not uncommon, then, to hear people say
“Let’s go to the movies tonight. There’s a Bet Davis movie at the Bijou." In more recent years an
actress named Bette Midler has appeared. The other day on the BART train | noticed a couple of
people consulting the movie ads in the Chronicle and 1 hard one of them say, “Well, there’s 'Ruthless
People’ at the Piedmont theater. It’s got Betty Midler in it." ... After I had shaved regularly with it
for seven or either years, my Norelco electric razor gave me some trouble, and I faced the possibility
of shaving again with a blade razor. Against that day I hurried to the Lucky supermarket to buy a
tube of lather cream. There was no such thing on the shelves. A young woman clerk happened to
be restocking the drugs and notions section, and I asked her where the tubes of shaving cream were.
She indicated the numerous brands of shaving cream in pressurized cans, and I explains that no, 1
wanted shaving cream in a tube like toothpaste comes in. She looked puzzled. "I never heard of

anything like that," she said.

— Redd Boggs
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Jim White’s article in TRAP DOOR #9 brought it home to me that although I determinedly
follow the doctrines of materialism, as befits a science fiction writer, I have been plagued for most of
my life by little episodes — such as the one Jim described — which cause a considerable degree of
strain when I try to fit them into my model of the universe. It’s a bit like the situation I used to
encounter as a kid when doing a difficult jigsaw puzzle. I wou<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>