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By Joe Fortier. FAP A Winter 1944
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STRICTLY ECHOES. Nothing like a few subtitles thrown recklessly here 

and there for appearance. While throwing things, 
such as the bull and the horns to boot, Laney will find I’ve thrown a 
little cabbage his way—and please don’t let me find anyone chastising 
me for the construction of this sentence; it just turned out like this, 
that’s all, aorta—yeh—thrown together.

Thanks a million, to strike 
a depth of cliches, for turning out Twilight Echoes as you did, FT. I 
never expected anything quite so nice, so Fm rather pleased and happy. 
I’m sorry if anything could be construed or misconstrued as libel; don't 
you rather think you use the label differently than I? You seem to de­
fine anything that might be called such as libel; I usually define any­
thing that can be proven such as libel. Therein lies the lie, or some­
thing. But to hell with such chit-chat, meanwhile begging pardon for 
violating the sacred vow never to use four letter words, especially 
strong or virile ones .’...I misphrased my closing bit last time about 
the marriage. Yes, I’m getting married a little after this mailing 
comes out—if China doesn’t make a bid for me first—but I’m not back­
ing out on fandom as last mailing’s news seemed to indicate. Yours 
truly, is going to skip a mailing or so, that's all.

But Wiedenbeck, 
the coward.!

’’Forgotten Fantasies’’, par En Garde, was o#e of the terri­
fic items of last mailing. Continue to hhng such stuff together, Ash. 
.. Sardonyx brings to mind the fact that I've always thought fondly of 
Peter Pan and Wendy in the land of Never-Never where Captain Hook and 
a host of others dwelt. Not even "Sian” could impress me as much.Does 
anyone remember the beautiful fantasies about the water babies, the 
delightful cherubs who lived under water? Lovely... Bravo for Buck.'

The Fantasy Amateur under the direction of Shaw shows for the first 
Fime a sign of life, a spark of originality. The new officers seem off 
to a fine start except that—if I can be pardoned for seeming a little 
blunt and perhaps being unwarranted in my thoughts—Lowndes and Well­
heim speak as though they were going to run the whole show. Suppose 
there should be someone who wants to do some running too? Moot point 
that.

Sappho, and little fingers of ecstasy run up and down my spine. 
(So I am infringing on black magic, so what?) Watson once mentioned, 
after viewing an old FAPA mailing—one of those glorious affairs in 
somber shades of slop—that he’d someday top them all in the FAPA. This 
is great, with today's worst on a par with yesterday’s best—and Will­
ie tops them all in a blanket average. This is roundabout reprieve 
fpr the "Warner disgrace". ...If you haven't heard: Harry dug Fort­
ier from the unknown, the Joe who invented Reitrof and raised hell 
with fandom. But Li'l Joe found Willie, albeit mayhap not completely, 
so in the long run Harry did a good deed. Y'know: that A equals B 
equals C stuff, then differentiate.

Oh yes. Probably because I don’t 
understand poetry as a poet should, I enjoyed the untitled poem and 
"Kaleidoscope in Swingtime" best of all... Banshee is another nice 
title. Spencer will be quite a loss, to put it mildly. He was 50$ of 
the mag’s interest. But Glory Day has arrived and now I can die happi­
ly. Being no more than an average fan when I entered fandom, my dream
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was to someday-bo gw at and wonderful and, good and godly and fine like 
Forrest J Ackerman. In whispers I would ponfide to'myself, "Someday, 
Joe, you may tie in a poll with Ackerman." Then guiltily I would look 
about for fear .someone had overheard-such blasphemous thoughts. And 
now at last my dream is a reality. Ackerman and I have tied for fodth 
place.as the worst .fen in’fandom; ‘-Maybe I-should say shucks and forget 
it all, but I can think of a: four‘letter • word .that describes the situ­
ation better. Maybe you don't think so, 4e, but I think it’s -funny as 
anything in the mailing. ■ J-" • -. .

. "Yesterday's 10,000. years"'continues to be
one of the brightest ’spots of the mailing, and-go Fan-To de remains one 
of the better Fapubs. . . The Panty Raiser vies for first-spot honors of 
this mailing. ' Plbabe inform Moro jo that for proper postage -I’ll be 
willing to contribute one slightly used by-t neatly laundered pair of 
silk .panties. They’.;fit perfectly if she-.hasn't put on weight since I . 
last- saw- her—properly dressed, I hastily add.- Anyway, I have to rid' 
myself of surplus/ stock before taking, .tho^e;.final matrimonial steps-., 
(and what were you staying -about libel.,. Laney?)

The Mad Muse I saved 
until last.• Through the efforts of James Russell Gray, you've done it 
again, Bill. This collection does not equal the work of George Ebey 
by any means, but nevertheless it certainly takes first honors of this 
mailing. . , ’ ' - •

But there are some publications which are praised and reprai­
sed consistently. I'd like to ask the membership why (if for other- 
than dogmatic reasons) and I'd like to let the editors know at least 
one guy doesn't give a hoot, though his hoot doesn't count'a good toot. 
This is the list: The Nucleus, one of the most illegible, ungrammatic­
al, poorly presented bits of illogic in fandom; Beyond, which usee 
childish material and ridiculous illustrations—excepting Veidenbeck, 
the dowardj: Horizons, illegible, unreadable, and an eyestrain to boot . 
—though it’ might be good if I could' risk my p.eepers; Fantasy- Comment­
ator, as- -interesting as a congressional'1 report from Washington ana as 
colorful as the stock market reports; Agenbite of Inwit,". the point of 
which escape’s me enit rely—all of which may be my fault; The FAP A Far./ ’ 
dull and-strictly a dud, not excusable even on the grounds of the old­
est Fapub... ' : .. " ■■

It? s'good to see that a few are getting away from this idea 
— still- prevalent-in Caliban and such—of commenting on.the last mail­
ing to such an extent "that there is nothing*new. for this mailing. I'm 
cutting my-epmments almoa&t in half this time and intend to continue to 
do so. incidentally, if as Fran intimated, I injured anyone’s pride 
and.prestige or-.hurt his dignity or position, I want to apologise for'1 
the last mailing. . Such doings are not my purpose even though my nor­
mal overly frank manner may suggest that. In this issue, the jibes at 
Wiedenbeck; and Douglas are purely in fun, no'more.,. And.now to. sl±k to 
a corner, there to write ponderous prose for FAPA, ...
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INTERLUDES. I'd like to push back time for a bit, dragging out the- 
most remembered things about the fane I’ve met while -in’ 

service., . ' ' .
Lynn Bridges dug up stakes recently to join the glider infan­

try, but before he left MaoDill Field I had the. distinct privilege and 
honor-.pf making hie acquaintance. The tech-sarge didn’t disappoint me 
by one bit; he was everything I had imagined and much more. ' ■

• •• ■ - . , It’s good
to ,-be -able, even though only now and then, to meet someone as level 
headed-as • Lynn. He's strictly a'man with his .feet on. the. ground' and - 
hie. mind'on the future. ' Genial, sincere, his interest 'in. fandom, lies
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solely 'Ath jjh^ fa^a pexhapg slightly with the NFFF. His steady 
p-i-ue eyes rtgEg'^n whigh“tp kncHgr a frahk meeting' and a
later friendship. Lynn’s the kind of guy who knows immediately if he’s 
jOing to like you—and he's the kind of fellow you like immediately.

John Cunningham and Jackson,' Mississippi I met for the first time a 
year ago last summer. Both of them disappointed me, to be frank, and 
i know that I at least disappointed Johnny. The story goes that Cunn­
ingham has grown to be considered a humanitarian of sorts, one of the 
religious corners to the table of fandom. In John’s mind, at least, I 
was pictured as a devil-raising pervert. So what was the result? John­
ny, as a result of army life and goaded by our meeting, was hell-bent 
on finding the roughest liquor and the smoothest women, or turnabout, 
I'm not sure; GI Joe, as a result of army chapels in the desolation of 
Mississippi and egged on by memories of Cunningham, was determined to 
spend a Bane three-day pass and stay clear of the evils of life. We 
didn't click one bit, because the contrast was a disappointment rather 
than a surprise.

Paul Spencer was my first GI discovery in army life, 
two years ago this spring, and the sort acquaintance at Pawling remains 
one of my bright army memories. Paul is much like Tom Wright in many 
respects, which nay be one reason I took a fancy to him. As a fellow 
crypto I can think of no one with whom I’d rather be stationed overseas. 
Paul has a good head on him and a distinct taste for good reading and 
even some fair writing, sc I expect great things from him when this 
damnable war is over. Our correspondence drifted off due to just one 
of those things in army life, known mainly as discussing life with a 
canine- in regard to writing each other.

Then there were some nice civ­
ilians too. Oh yes, they're still to be found. Ossie Train helped 
brighten some moments m Philadelphia. He’s a swell egg, despite a 
slight nervous disorder which keeps him out of the army, and he has 
the makings of a good author. His collection is really one of the 
finer unknowns. Ossi.-- is .strictly on my list to visit again. Julie 
Unger provided me with pleasant Brooklyn afternoons about the time I 
knew the Spence, For some reason forgotten by now we never did make 
our final da’Co—and Julie never did send me his newsy (hint). Hoping 
I haven’t been too unreadably dry, I'll call this to a halt and do. a 
taps session as I hit the sack until tomorrow, when I'll wrap up this 
i? cijpiiio.
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FABIHG If TO STARLIGHT. Admittedly that title reeks of Edgar Guest— 
and what one doesn't?—but it's strictly lit­

eral, chums. As is often my habit, I've taken to reminiscing at this 
writing, in tne latter part of September on what led to Starlight pub­
lications. It started 13 years ago when I started reading scientific- 
t ion... or maybe it started with the first strip of Buck Rogers. It 
makes little or no difference.

I'm celebrating or suffering, knowing 
not which, six years as an active iln dff-andGon, mostly on. 1938 it 
was, and fall at that, when I decided to become that strange Joeing, an 
actifan. Through the medium of Spaceways and Le Zombie I had some 
material published in 1S3S whica led eventually to my own magazine 
that fall, a pro-publication title of Stunning Scientific Fiction by 
Smashing Publications, later changed at publication to Stunning Scien- 
t if an. Haw ! I laughed too Cus time wore on. Finally the second issue 
boiled down to So lent if an.

I scrapped an incomplete third issue and 
lifted a department—"Mercuryn—to start publication in springtime 



ci 1940 Ox The California Mercury, which ran regularly through moat of 
the year as the Pacific U’oast1 a only newsmag. After'that it was a hit 
and. miss proposition with ’a couple of strictly gag issues for the hell- 
uvitall, no type of distribution barred.. It did run fairly smoothly $$r 
for a period, in 194,3.

Speaking of ga.g .issues there were such things as 
Spicy Tellua, The Oakvent ioneer, etc. And then there were such flimsy 
fly-by-nights as convent ion issuea of Starlight, Comet, Mercury, eto. 
not to mention-variously titled paraphrases on Twilight. (Even if. this 
is boring the hell out of you I'm enjoying it all.)

The Oomet, which I 
helped Ton Wright to produce, was a nice specimen. Starlight is my 
pride and joy of all time, Wright assisting; much as is Lawn in Tom’s 
estimation, myself assisting. There heve been other odd issues, some 
of which I own no copies of myself, and a few of which I can't recall 
without searching through my files. They were all a lot of fun in the 
making.

Sclent if an and Starlight were the largest fanmags of their 
time, the”latter being acclaimed the best at publication... 'Merk1 I 
believe was the neatest all-around newsy ever put forth, the only one 
to give a complete coverage... And I'm as proud of the successful Co­
met and Dawn as if they had been my very own...

"Hellfire" I believe 
to be the most sensational column of all fantime—and also at its out­
set the most distasteful. If I’m proud of nothing more in my fan car­
eer— starting the Golden Gate Fantasy Society, creating a few stream­
lined ideas in publishing albeit not overly neat, writing,, etc.--I’m 
glad I entered fandom and disooverd Tpm Wright, the beat buddy I've ever 
known and the best artist fandom has ever had. He's stfandom's forgot­
ten fan, no doubt about that.

What is all this? Name it and take it.
I've got it off my chest,’all those thoughts which went flashing through 
my mind at the completion of six years work in fandom, all those basic 
things for that warm glowing feeling I experienced at the realization, 
all that made me so happy for so many years. All I oan say is that we 
are both glad it was six years of Li'l Joe and not six years of Reitrof. 
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"SO ADIOS.. .11 (l.-xcerpte from Li'l Joe's letter of 10/10/44 which ac­

companied the Material for this mag. —FTL) I’ve had 
in my mind a bit of blank verse, entitled "It's Autumn", for Sappho 
perhaps. And I'vi thought of continuing ay features in the PSFS News, 
this time on th-.-- choice of fan club to make. For you I had envisioned 
a thrue-^art article of "When Joe Fann Returns", but that will have to 
wait while I gather more material. "Suddenly it's Spring Again" was a 
nice title for an Endymion saga. Then there was a series partially 
dona for Traxler Dust, a conpcJiy journal I write for.

Well, I had in 
mind all those thin a, but it's Winter now— or will be soon—and while 
iauir_o autumn finds me iio.rrxeu in a week, the cola finds me stilx warm, 
in fact hot for overseas. I'm ^oin^, on my last furlough tomorrow, so 
adios until I have a chance to get back pitching in the FAPA.

A short 
note ou’s time is snorter, ana life is sweet, nappy uapaping. . . Joe. 
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TWILIGHT ECHOES is the FAPA publication of Joseph J. Fortier (nee John 
Reitrof) and is published with facilities of the LASFS by the FTLaniaO 
assisted by the Laney gals, Sandy and Quiggie., Typographical and other 
errors may be blamed on ths two latter. Stencilled 10/15/4-i.
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