2

MEMBERSHIP .

DOUBLE OR
YOUR

NOTHING ON

v/ ?"' 7,

REGISTRATION

/{.;’
4

7777
A(\'(\//\é‘/\/‘
A

s




European Director
Chuch Harris

Editors
Arnie & Joyce Katz
Tom Springer & Tammy Funk
Ken & Aileen Forman
Ross Chamberlain
William Rotsler
Marcy & Ray Waldie
Ben & Cathi Wilson
Ray Nelson
Rob Hansen
Bill & Laurie Kunkel
BelleAugusta & Eric Davis
Cora Burbee

Inspiration
Charles Burbee

e R

IMTVPO
THe CODCR
SLOPPINESS
|

Witlel Bleirs 1@

Vague Rants (Some of Us) 3

[

Katzenjammer (Arnie Katz) 7
Virtual Vegrant (Rob Hansen) 9 |
Zonked (Ben Wilson)_ 11 j
Unwound (Ken Forman) 12
Straight Up (Marcy Waldie) 14
Command Performance (Aileen Forman) 16
The Gafiate (Joyce Katz) 18
The Morlocks Are _Waiting'.(Jim Trash) 22
Kollapse (Gregory Benford) 26
Heir Mail (edited by Tom Springer) 32
\_ ' J
Wild Heirs #16, a harder fanzine for tougher times, is produced
around the August, 1996 Vegrants meeting at Toner Hall, home of
Arnie and Joyce Katz (330 S. Decatur, Suite 152, Las Vegas, NV
89107). Published: 8/31/96. Wild Heirs is avallable for trade, letter of
comment or contribution of art or written material.

Member {wa, supporter AFAL
EMalil: WildHeirs@aol.com

(ART Ross Chamberlain: Cover, 18, 19, 20, 21(T),
Alexis Gilliland/Rotsler; 3(B) David Haugh: 12
Ken Fletcher: 31 Steve Jeffery: 32 Bill Kunkel: 13(T)
Ray Nelson: 7, 9, 10, 11, 15(2), 21(B),
Bill Rotsler: 2, 3(T), 4(2), 5(2), 6, 8, 13(B), 14, 16,
22, 23(2), 24, 25,°26, 27, 28,29, 33, 35, 36, 37,
38(2). 39, 40, 43, Bacover.

- /



mailto:WildHelrs@aol.com

| Sz o o 5'%‘/\“L~@zu¢:
s OSHECUE Sty

1 S/

| {nlr L ,./"’HG“
| (- {

; § L M l/,&

| v U\’W (\ §rn/

V74

EAn W BAS MEET
HS DEADUINE

Arnie Katz

*Cles2d!” nmiv companions shrieked {n unison.
it jolted me upright inside my saflety harness. I
Co ncl believe cheral shrieking will replace rock
' rod.

Joycs drove toward our cbjective as Tom and
Ben hunted for teiltale signs, “It's dark In
ihere,” Tom said dubicusly. “Mighty dark.”

Hrief upsuri2 of hepe wien Ben saw a plac-
ard adventising 8:C0 as the closing time. As we
circled our w:tenced destination, it didn't take

Tom long to ctserve a crushinglv final negative.
Zven tae xitchen !s daerk,” he said.

o

“Is there scme kind of les-
tival cr big event teday?” 1 (
ashed.

“Yes, Junefest,” replied
Ben, always a gocd source
for local news.

“That's i{, then, °I said.
“They always close so they
can run a stand at them.”

“You mean...." said Joyce,
a rising note of panic in her
voice.

“Yes,” | said, “there’ll be no
Chicago hot dcgs today.”

What had promised to be
a banner mestng cf the
Chicago Scierce Fiction
League had cied a hollow-
stcmacthied dezth at the \\
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hands of a radio sta-
tlon promolion.

So we decided to
give the CSFL a rest
for June. My plan to
annex MinnStF and
the Toronto Derelicts
must walit until we
have both a quorum
and a frankfurter.

Instead of coneys
and krautdogs and
the like, we ordered
three plzzas from the
top local pie place.
It’'s the kind of place
you know right off is
wonderful, because
of the authentic eth-
nic ring of its name
— Pay Less.

Despile the low-[i

-
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\ sated, and still pledge to the last
wheezing gasp of our onion laden

breath to further the cause of the

Chicago Science Fiction League.

Ken Forman

Hey Tom, I'll always recognize you.
You're the one who shot me in the
glasses with your plonker. Those
slick'em darts had little pictures of
your face on them, so I'll never forget
your mug.

Afleen and I, even though we arrived
a liltle late, were also thwarted by the
Chicago Hot Dog dilemma. Imagine —
if you will — we’re driving along Las
Vegas’' major [reeways; speeding along
at several miles over local speed limit,
trying to make it to the hotdog place
in time to meet the other Vegrants
there. My wile was doing her Mario
Andretti imitation, zipping in and out

ambience, though,
Pay Less has become our first choice when we
send out for pizza. I'll stake my reputation that no
Bulgarian cook makes a better pizza anywhere in
the Southwest. If tonight’s pies are good enough,
maybe we'll form the Bulgarian Fellowship of
Scienltific Fiction and demand a cut of convention
profits from Euro-fandom:.

Tom Springer

More evidence that there's nothing a Vegrant
would rather do than join a club. In this case I'll
pass on the pizza-based sclence fiction club.
Nothing could ever replace, even momentarily, the
Chicago Science Fiction League. A club of eplc
proportions, its history spanning decades, its lega-
¢y unresolved and mired in conflict and confusion.
A club that's experienced an infusion of new blood
on a scale never belore wilnessed by its midwest-
ern members Lhal's transformed it into an active
fannish enity.

Powered by Vegrant fumes the Chicago Science
Fiction League continues to uphold the standards
and beliels handed down Lhrough the generalions:
to count on a good [rank, stamp that membership
card, and never put up with bad service or [ood.
Always campaign for truth, justice, and the money
owed to us by those thieving concoms that have
pocketed our prolils from four Worldcons and
counlless other conventions, many of them held
under the unofficial auspices of the CSFL. We've
never been recognized, we've never been recompen-
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of traffic and scaring the living day-
lights out of me. Fortunately I trust her driving
implicitly so I relaxed and enjoyed the look of hor-
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ror on other drivers’ faces as we /7
zoomed by their vehicles wilh
enough velocity to peel paint.

“Muunm, [ can taste the hot- |
dcg. even now,” | commented to |
my lovely chaulfeur.

“What kind are you going to
have?” she asked.

I haven't decided, yet, but I
think I'll have lots of onions."

“No kisses for you, tonight,”
she advised.

Avhat if you have extra
onions, too? That way neither
of us will mind. We'll both have
‘sweet’ breath,” I suggested.

“Flatterer.” |

Zcom. She exited the freeway. |
Screech...bcem went the old
lady in the car next to us. I
guess Aileen hadn't had lunch
Lcday. !
The car slammed to a stop |
belcre the r=staurant. |

“They're cicsed,” we said In
urisen. We even did a sit-com | ‘
dcutie take together. lx

“Lcoks like burgers at Wen-
dy's.” I reascned. o
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Aller a typical western Amer{-
can {ast focd meal, we popped into the Katz' neigh-
borhccd, and thence to the XKaiz' house.

They were 2aling pizza.

Bea Wilson

Orce again Junefest takes its tell on us hot dog
lovers here in Vegas. KKIZ, the local classic rock
station, pulied out of the late 50's, 70's and egrly
8C's. what they consider instant classics like Don
He:ly's “Garden of Allah.”

For three years now, they've spcnsored a classic
rock concert lasting 10 to 15 hours. Usually the
concert has four bands of fame and fortune past,
with a local tlues band thrown In for flavor. Bands
such as Ted Nuggent, REO Speedwagon,
Sieppenwolf, Doobie Brothers, elc.

To Chicago Hot Dog's credit, it's making a killing
today. These concerts average 8,000 people
through-out the day. Most stay the whole day. So
figure by the end of the day you've got aboul,
cooh, two-hundred or so lobsters walking around.

Tom
il's the lcbsters you gotta werry aboul. Not only

are they walking around, but in many cases
they've spent extensive time in the beer garden
sampling its offerings. I've spent many a langor-
ous hour in beer gardens juicing suds and laying
in Lhe grass scratching al chiggers. (That's when
the lobslers weren’'t making a scene.)

I think that's one of the best places to stand
when at a fair, carnival, concert, or sporting event,
anywhere Lhere's a lot of people, no place to sit,
and its hot enough Lo make you sweat. If il’s hot
enough for me to sweat I might as well spill some
nice cold beer down my front while I anchor a line
of beer chugging sportsmen In impromptu crew
races. Crew races are beer drinking races. You
have the captain with the whistle who signals the
beginning of the race and also signals the winner
at Lthe end. Two lines of beer drinking stalwarts
face each other, their plastic cups of beer sitting
on the grass before them.

The shrill whisile blast signals the start of a
frantic drinking race. The first man in line picks
up the beer at his feet, downs it as quickly as pos-
sible (allowing lor only a nominal amount of
spillage) then signals the next drinker in line by
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slammming down the overturned cup on his head.
This conlinues down the line to the last man. So
you have two lines of men sucking their beers
down and lurning their cups over on top of their
hieads with enthusiasm not seen since their last
trip to Tijuana. The last man on the end is called
the “anchor™ and is usually the fastest and most
accomplished beer drinker on the leam. It is wilth

find it (a European slyle beer made in America).
Rignes Export Bock was a favorite when avail-
able—sort of the reverse of the coin with Prior, as
it was an imporied beer sold (almost) at the price
of the standard domeslics. That was the first beer I
ever bought six-packs of; the only one, come to
think of it, since I graduated from Miller (my first—
the first I actually liked). I was not the only one
among the earliest fans I met who brought beer to
fannish conclaves of whatever sort. Dave Van
Arnam brought large bottles of —I've forgoten
which, but it was one of the major American
brands, and poshed them off at Fistfa and
Fanoclast meetings. My memory is hazy on this;
Arnie's my source for details.

Bui bheer makes me logy, so I don't really dig
large convocations of people in the outdoors, at
least not in any greater concentration than a pic-
nic setting, where I can sit down. Not to mention
finding an uncrowded restroom. As a result, I have
perhaps avoided the lobster category In any gener-
al way, il maybe skirted it on occasion.

But then, I was never big on rowing,

Arnie
Submilted for your approval: co-edilors in crisis.
They went for a hot dog and found something
quite different in... The Oneshot Zone!
A calamity like the cancellation of the CSFL
meeling can unhinge tender, vulnerable minds
such as we often find in fandom.

and lost. It Is the anchor
the enlire team waltches to
the biller end as he stoops
for his beer, swings il Lo
his lips, and up-ends the
contents into his gulping
naw.

He can be the hero.

He can be the loser.

But he’s never a lobster.

Lthe anchor races are won f

Ross Chamberlain

Beer, beer, Meinheer. I'm
not perceived as a beer (or
bheer) kinda guy these
days, but once I did enjoy
some brands of that bev-
erage—usually in conjunc-
tion with a fan event. Prior
is one I haven't seen for a
while—Prior Dark was my
preference when I could

BuT DousLe ©
L3 »Y Lkeky
WHBER

\ When reading the pre-
ceding “Vague Rants,” bear
in mind that it was written
during the first shock.
Everyone is back to abnor-
mal and doing well.

And the Chicago Science
Fiction League has risen
again from defeat to hold
two consecutive banner
meelings since the unfortu-
nale one that set Las
Vegrants reeling.

Since we've got the situ-
ation back under control,
we can return to the impor-
tant business of extortling
our fair share of past world-
con receipts.

Now lel's proceed to the
painstakingly pre-planned
portion of this frequent,

/ friendly fanzine.
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cons a year, so Westercon Goll sounded

like pretly hot stuff to me.

I was nervous aboul it, too. Alter some
discussion, Joyce and I decided to accept. I
had fond memories of two Westlercons [
attended in the mid-1960s. and it was a

chance for an expense-paid trip to see
Richard and Michelle. (Joyce and I de-gafi-
ated a liltle too late for Corflu Ocho.)

The con cominittee did everything possi-
ble to honor Joyce and me. Even though
Richard and Michelle resigned their posts
a couple of months before the event, they
expended tremendous eflort on our behall.
Although the Con Dilablo committee hardly
knew who we were, they were unfailingly

A Lesson in Humility

Humility comes hard to most [ans. Insecurity
fosters thre need to proclaim our worth and slrive
1o persuade others of it. There are rare fans who
let their achievements shine without play-by-play
ccmmentary. Fans like Lee Hollman and Walt
Willis are easier to adulate than emulate. Despite
gocd intentions, mest of us cccasionally succumb
to tooting our own horn and convincing ourselves
that we're All That and a tube of Toner.

From limie o time, the ever-present Spirit of
Tr-ulandom nudges us as a reminder that we're
just a link. not the chawm. Everyone needs an occa-
sinal lesson in humility, except Shelby Vick and
Zun Fitch. Fortunalely, they're tco malure to do
mwre than laugh silently when we strut like pea-
cwoks and lust after vamnglorious awards.

The Spirit of Trufandem teaches us humility so
that we can enjoy fanac for its own sake, not as a
means to an end. The fannish ghods exalt us; the
Spirit of Trufandom kezps us humble. For
instance, Ghu created Irish Fandom in his
Trufannish Image so mortal fans might know the
heights to which we Star-Begotten can ascend.
Then the Spirit of Trufandom found others named
Wait Willis, John Berry, Bob Shaw and James
White so the Wheels of IF would know they aren’t
unigque.

Evidently, the Spirit of Trufandom felt that I
nezcded a lesson in humility. Con Diablo proved an
able teacher.

The tulelage started with an honor. Westercon 49
named Joyce and mie co-fan Guests of Honor,
thanks mostly to Richard Brandt and Michelle
Lvons. [ grew up in a fandom that had about six

pleasant and helpful, ever anxious to con-
tribute to our good time.

And we did have a good time. There weren't
many familiar faces at Westercon, but new and old
fan friends were in top form. Charlie Brown kindly
inviled us to the Locus Awards Banquet, Spike
Parsons and Tom Becker took us to a belly-busting
barbeque dinner at State Line Restaurant, and
both John Herlz and Leah Smith promised to turn
their excellent program presentations into Wild
Heirs articles in the next few months.

The concom showed courage In the face of things
that would have [ried a less hearly group.

Whatever factors held attendance to under 400

(with a total registration of approximately 800), no
public hand-wringing intruded on the generally
upbeat lestivities. Altendees enjoyed the spacious
facilities, which could have accommodated 2000




wilhout over-crowding, wallowed in eight tracks of
programming and shultled among an unusually
large number of open parties.

From the perspective of an ivory tower fanzine
fan, the small turn-out produced mixed results.
I've never loved blg cons, so Con Dlablo’s low pop-
ulation densily was a relief. On the other hand, I
didn't know more than a dozen or so fans, and few
of the rest knew or cared about us.

Not that they should. Most attendees came to
meel ficlon and fantasy wrilers, present in high
ratio. Why should they care about some guy who
does a little magazine [ull of self-relerential froth,
the opinions of strangers and esoteric jokes?

They couldn't think of a reason, either. Joyce
and I tried to be enterlaining on the program and
we hit all the open parties, but I think most
Westerconners would rather have had some young
fan-turned-pro instead.

The only fans who actually introduced them-
selves labored under the impression that I must be
an sf writer. “Il’s a pleasure to meet you,” said the
first fan who solicited my handshake at the con.
Since il was already Saturday night, his attention
was as welcome as a letter from Willis after a
tough issue.

I shook his hand warmly. John Hertz's magnifi-
cent romantic vision of one harmonious, well-inte-
grated fandom filled my soul. “It's wonderful lo be
here and meet you,” I managed. I'm a little shy
around strangers, but I smiled my best smile.

Then my bubble burst. “I always look for your
name in anthologies and magazines,” he said,
earneslly.

“I hope you're not too disappointed when you
don't find it,” I said. “I'm not a science fiction
writer. I'm the co-fan Guest of Honor. Mostly, I
publish fanzines.” His visible disappointment made
it hard not to sound apologetic. “Il’s really nice to
meet you, though.”

The word “fanzine” had a magical effect on him.

He took two steps back, executed a smart left
face and plunged into another conversation.

My grealest lesson in humility, however,
occurred earlier that same Saturday. That's when
Andy Hooper was scheduled to interview Joyce and
me as fan guests. Alter a delicious lunch, Andy,
Joyce, Michelle Lyons and I strolled to the meeting
room a conscientious 15 minutes before the
planned start of the 90-minute session.

I knew we were In trouble the minute I walked
into the huge hall. Theatre-style sealing for at least
500 faced an enormous raised wooden stage.
Considering the facl that we were opposite three or
four other program items, a pseudo-medieval demo
and a book auction, I didn't think we’d seriously
dent the room’s enormous capacity.

I refused to sit on the lofty, remote stage. We
moved three chairs to the floor in front of the stage
and repositioned one of the microphones.

“At least we’ll be close to the audience,” |
thought. It made me f{eel better. I settled in my
chair to await the inevitable rush of eager fans.

The clock crept up to the appointed time. I sur-
veyed the rows of empty seats. Michelle sat in the
front row, poised to learn less than she already
knows about us.

I scanned the seats in vain until

/

PUTTING A COOD FACE ON FAILURE

\ I spotted one fan sitting about
half-way back, reading a newspa-
per.

That was it.

One guy, plus the frresistible
Michelle Lyons.

Instantly, I loved him. To judge
by what happened next, Joyce
and Andy had a similar reaction.

“Hello,” Joyce called cheerily.
“Thank you for coming to our
pane! item!” The fan looked up
from his paper.

“Yes, we're so glad you're here,”
Andy and I chorused. A little unc-
tuous. maybe, but friendly. I, per-
sonally, would have stocod up and
done a little dance, if our new
j friend has asked.




The man folded up his paper. We were winning
him over! Joy suffused me. Perhaps he would
beccnie a letterhack.... or a columnist for one of
the Letter fanzines! Why, he might be an artist,
even a cartconist. This man could be the editor of
the next Focal Polnt of Fandom!

“Excuse me,” he said. “I was just reading the
pages”

Then he got up and left.

As ! sat in that big emply {except [or Michelle)
hail. ! reflected on my share of the vanities that
becevi all of us. It came to me that even if 499
guys like the one with the newspaper had [illed
every chair, that the only lmportant person Lo me
weu.d still have been Michelle. I'd have felt the
sam:e gratitude and hope as I did about the white-
haired stranger, but only Michelle belongs to my
tribe.

Farzine fandom is about friendship. not num-
bers. There will never te as many people who want
to wTiie. draw and publish their own magazines as

enjoy a good science fiction movie or this week’s
Babylon 5.

And 1 love fanzine fandom precisely because it is
small and intimate, instead of large and anony-
mous. My profession lets me address millions, but
fanzine fandom allows me to write for people with
whom I feel a personal connection.

I don'l care whelher anyone beyond our tribe
understands my fanwriting if it pleases those with-
in it. The gates of our virtual Fanzine Town should
always be wide open, but newcomers must learn
the tradilions, history and personalities of their
new home to become true citizens.

At 1:15, I said something about the number ol
people in the audience having to out-number the
panel. The four of us walked out of that room.

I looked back one more lime when I reached the
doorway and saw the remnants of my pride, bro-
ken on the wheel of big-time fandom, lying at the
foot of that imposing stage.

No one underslood why I was smiling.

........... R T

and tell the true story of my beginnings.

The first thing you need to know about me,
is that I am the last survivor of a doomed
planet, and that I was sent here as a baby by
my scientist father, who warned of our

= world's imminent destruction but couldn’t

Secret Origin of Rob Hansen

"\ o0 are you?” asked Arnie.

*IU's me, Arnle” [ reglied, “Rob Hansen.”

“Wro is Rob Hansen,” he responded, “and how
did e get here?”

“Are you feeling OK?" I asked, concernedly. “Are
vou sure you haven't been werking too hard
searching for those Cosmic Circle love-camps In
the Czarks?”

*I'm: (ine. What [ meant is: how did vou get
wherz vou are today? I think our readers would
l1ke 1D know a bil mecre about vour personal
{anziish histery, Rob.

Well, OK, I guess. Maybe it is time lo come clean




get anyone to listen. Arriving on Earth, I was
found and raised as their own son by Ma and Pa
Hansen, a kindly couple who (nstilled in me the
sturdy Midwestern values of a Kansas farm fami-
ly...which was a little odd as they were Welsh. As 1
prew older, they were aslonished lo discover that !
had powers and abilities no greater than those of
mortal men. No [asler than a speeding ballot,
unable to leap tall dupers at a single bound, no
stronger than a loco neo, being mild-mannered
was not a pose with me. And I needed the glasses
for real.

One day, In my teens, I was silting on the beach
with my then girlfriend, Jane, when a large guy
ran by, kicking sand in our faces.

“Hey!” I yelled, “Quit kicking sand in our faces!”

“That man is the worst fakelan on the beach,”
said Jane.

“You gol a problem, pal?” asked Lhe jerk,
pulling me o my feet. “Listen here, I'd smash your
face...only you're such a neo you might dry up and
blow away.” With that he pushed me flat on my
backside.

“Ha, ha,” he laughed as he walked away. “What

a scrawny runt.”

“That big bully,” I fumed. “I'll get even with him
some day.”

“Oh, don't let it bother you, little boy.” sneered
Jane, contemptuously.

Back home, I kicked a chair over and vowed to
change: “Damn it, I'm tired of being a neo.” That's
when I saw it. There, on the back of an old issue
of Locus, was an ad for the Charles Burbee
Method, which could turn a 98-LoC neo into a
robust trufan and give him a manly fanzine, rip-
pling with muscular articles. Eagerly, I filled in the
form. Yes, I did want Charles to rush me a copy of
his book, Dynamic Fanning, so that I too could
learn the techniques of the Secret Masters.

The next time I went to the beach, the bully
withered in the face of my award winning zine and
slunk away.

“Oh, Rob, you are a trufan after all,” gushed
Jane.

“Gosh what a fanzine,” I heard a young woman
sitling nearby say.

“Yes,” agreed her companion. “He’s already
famous for it.”

Which is how [ became ‘Trufan of the Beach'.

You can't spend all your time on the beach, how-
ever, and not long afterwards I stumbled into a
long-abandoned subway tunnel, at the end of
which was a cave in which, sitting on a stone
throne and wreathed in smoke, was a strange,
white-haired man.

“Greetings,” said Ted White. “You have been
chosen to recelve powers far beyond those of mor-
tal fen, to battle mundanity and telepathic alien
worms in the guise of Captain Fandom. Saying the
magic word ‘FIAWOL' will transform you, giving
you the calmness of Abi Frost, the layout skills of
Dave Ish, the modesly of Forry Ackerman, the car-
tooning abuity of Walt Willis, the aggressiveness of
Simon Ounsley, and the tolerance of Francis T.
Laney.”

“Dave Ish?!!”

“You try coming up with fans whose name
starts with ‘I',” he replied, teslily. “So, are you
going to lry saying the magic word or not?”

So I did. Nothing happened, of course. Leaving
the old guy Lo whaltever it was he'd been smoking,
I left the cave only to have a flyer for that year's
Eastercon blow into my hand. So it was that I
got to attend my first convention. And I've never
looked back.

“There are a thousand storles in the naked city.

This has been three of them.

-- Rob Hansen



good-bye to his family and friends. And
with the last of the ashes spread, he took
his leave.

I watched him go. Soon he was joined by
Boggs and Shaw. As they climbed the side
of the crater, I saw them turn and point.
They were smiling as if one of them was
telling the others a joke. Whatever the
cause of their grins, I could feel the warmth
as Lhey topped the black mound of ash.
Then they were gone.

“You ok, Ben?” Ken asked as he
approached.

“It's hot out here. Lel's head for the van,”
I suggested, skirling his question. I turned

— and promptly stum-

As we stocd there,
near the middle of the
lava field, Amboy Crater
iccming large to the
Scuth, I sensed Burbee's
presence one last time.
In between his chuckles,
I could feel this persis-
lent pressure.

Locking around I tried
to lind the cause. There
was no one within 30 }
cet. Burbee's offspring ,
were stlll spreading the |
last of his ashes, but ye!
there it was again.
C.using my eyes, I could
see Burb standing there
in ront of me, fanzine in
liis hand, trying hard to
get miy attention.

By bled over a loose rock.
I bent Lo pick up the
rock. Were those ink
smudlges on it? I
noticed Ken had one,
Ltoo, and he make no
move Lo drop his,
either. Was this the
Earthly manifestation
of the “fanzine” Burb
had handed me? I put
it in my pocket. I'd
think about it later.
Back at Roy’s, we
enjoyed a decent
burger and a Bud. In
fact I recall almost
everyone had at least
one bheer in honor of
the man of the hour.
I'd like to think that
Ken and I inspired
the round of suds
swilling, but I figure
that Burbee did it all

Opening my hand | N
accepted the fanzine. It was

The Enchanted Duplicaror. It was beat up, falling

apart iike an cid Bible that a preacher has

thumnbed for decades. The pages pulled away from
thie rusted staples, and the cover had been folded
several dilferent ways, every lold another reading.
The :nk was smudged. although every word was

stil leygible.
“Viaal's this for?” I wondered to myself.

tie must have heard my thoughts, “Pass it on

wiien wou're through.”
Aller Lthese werds, he walked around saying

on his own.

Alter Ken and I finished sucking dewn our
lunch, which Ed sprang for, thank you, we headed
outside. Now, we didn't go outside Lo soak in the
sun. Hell, I don’t know anyone that enjoys 116
degree heat, but we had other plans.

Sidebar.

After a quick stop at the van, we headed off to
the back of Roe’s. Not much shade, but we did
find the only full-size cottonwood in Amboy.
Sitting in the shade, we discussed the legal ramifi-
cation of the illegal use of a controlled substance.
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Enter the Frenchman.

The fact thatl he could speak no English didn't
help when he started asking questions and point-
ing to the southwest portion of a map of the US.

Neither Ken nor mysell were any more familiar
with his native language than he was with ours.
But we did manage lo get out of him his deslina-
tion and a glimpse at the roule oullined on his
map. New York City to LA, and then up to San
Francisco.

Nice route, no major highways, probably very
scenic. I believe he was asking for info on how
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long it would take to get to Barslow.

Of course, we had no idea and all we could do is
approximate the same as him. We managed to get
across to Pierre that we were from Las Vegas and
had no idea. Basically, he said “cool” — and that
he hadn’t been able to make it to our hometown.
For some reason he felt a trip through Vegas
involved too many hills. For not being able to
understand each others language, and in light of
our current slate, I feel we exchanged quite a bit
of information.

Did I mention that he was riding a ten speed?

10th, we both said, “Screw it, we’ll borrow the
money and take a good cruise.” And that’s just
what we did.

A quick synopsis of our trip goes as follows.
San Juan, Puerto Rico. “Now I’ve been to a third

world country,” I thought while riding an old
bus from the airport to the scaport. New San
Juan with its dilapidated newer buildings, is
scparated from Old San Juan, with its dilapidat-
ed older buildings, by a beautiful stone bridge.
The only way I could tell the difference between
the two was the age of the ruins. It rained a lot,
but the rain was body temperature so we didn‘t
really mind.

The Ship: Monarch of the Seas. Big, really big.

Cruisin’ with the Mainspring

“What do you
do with a drunken
sailor; carl-cye in
the mornin’?” Ken
Forman reporting
here from lovely
Sant Maarten,
Netherland
Anlilles.”

Or at lcast that
would be true if I’d
brought my laptop
on our recent
cruise. Aileen and [
just returned from
seven days and

J nights sailing the

southeastern

\
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Caribbean.
Many years ago, Aileen and [ decided to celebrate our
10th anniversary with a cruise. Earlier this ycar, our
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Listed as the largest commercial cruse ship
afloat. Literally a floating city, decked out like an
upscale Las Vegas hotel. Even with twenty-six hundred
passengers and over eight hundred crew members, the
ship never felt crowded. Really big!

Lots of stuff to do, too. Multi-track programming and
activitics kept just about everybody busy. Everybody,
that is, who wanted to be busy. One certainly had the
option to relax and do nothing.

Thirteen different, well stocked bars kept everyone
well lubricated with their choice of fresh made tropical
drinks. Many of the bars featured live music for those
wishing to dance. There were two pools (salt water) and
two jacuzzis (fresh water) for the people who couldn’t
get in enough swimming in the beautiful turquoise
Caribbean.

Ten meals a day conveniently satisfied our hunger
needs. Aileen and I usually started each day with a
breakfast buffet on the 12th deck. This atforded us the
best view of whatever port we happened to be in that
day with easy access to our morning coffee. That also
gave us a chance to plan the day’s activities.

Fort de France, Martinigue. We'd heard a lot about the
snobbishness of the French people who inhabit
Martinique. They appear to resent having to cater to



western tourists, vet they recog- r
nize the importance of thase
tourist doilars. Nevertheless we

chose to avoid the shops and
the city and, instead, took a \

snorkeling tour of one of the
many revls surrounding the

island. ‘ R ~
[ felt lixe [ was in a well }}L) S
stocked salt water aguarium / ‘/( "
e g Y

store. The abundance of fish

was tremendous. Blue damsels, [
strippad buttertly fish, wrasses e
and hegfish swam around us i
while we floated aleng the sur-
face. We even had a chance fo !
swim inte a huge crzckin the
sea cliff seside the tezch. The
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\ island, built in the mid 1600’s, and
the highest point on the island.

Saint Johns, Antigua. This little
island boasts 365 beaches; one for
every day of the year. Simply beau-
tiful and well worth anyone’s time
to visit. We snorkeled and sailed
on a catamaran to one of the
beaches.

Philipsburg. Sant Maarten.The
border between the islands that
make up the territory of French
Antilles and the group known as
the Netherland Antilles divides the
island of Sant Maarten in two. (The
Dutch call it Sant Maarten, the
French call it Saint Marten. We
/ were on the Dutch side.)

crack was enly wide enough to
ailow Ire swimmer at a time, but the water was twenty-
five feet deep and the crack continued sixty feet or so
above cur heads. Aileen and | swam all the way in,
eighty ‘et back into the cliff. Too cool.

Briigz:swn, Burkaiss. | ihought Puerto Rico was third
world, tut then, that was befcre I'd been to Barbados.
it's a iitile tiny island {about six miles by four miles)
with over a quarter millien people living on it. To add to
the situation, the 2artadians (ves, that’s correct) choose
to live an agraran lifestyle. Every square inch of the
island =was either sugar cane fields, sweet potato ficlds,
or residences. Cows and goats grazad in the marging
between the fields and the

Beautiful and quaint, we found
this island lo be delightful. Although we couldn’t stay
for it, we got to watch lots of people preparing for
Carnival (kind of like a South American Mardi Gras).
Kids walking with stilts under their arms, and parts of
costumes draped over their shoulders made it evident
that a big parade was planned for that evening.

We got to try (and buy) a local liqueur called
Guavaberry Liqueur. Guavaberries are not related to
guavas, but instead, resemble cranberries and make an
elixir quite unlike anything we’ve ever tasted. The
berries only grow on two islands in the Caribbean and
no where clse in the world. (We bought several bottles

roads. The island suffers from /7
23:% unemployment 0 most
of the zecple we saw were
siiting on their porches, lock-
ing dL"L‘L.:L\d. i
Alicen and I chose to tour a |
limestc e cave locaiad in the |
cenler ¢f the island.
Harrison's Cave wasn't too
bad, but it was evident that
they chose to dustroy arge
porticns of the formations to
improte access to the more |
heautiful areas of the cave. |
tried 10 uverlock the degra-
Jatien and enioy the cave for
what it was, but | wasn't too |
successiu. ,
We 2id spend somee time at
Saint john's church; one of
the Cldest structures on the




so look for them at Toner.)

Charlotte-Amalie, Saint Thomas. Part of the U.S. Virgin
Islands, this stop was most like visiting another city in
America, except it was surrounded by some of the most
spectacularly blue water I’ve ever scen.

Once again we went snorkeling and saw many cxotic
critters, including a flight of squid. (I don’t know if
that’s proper lerminology, but they swam in formation,
very reminiscent of a flight of geese.)

Most of the island is owned by the National Park
Service, so perhaps someday my wife and [ will find
ourselves living there.

St. Thomas is also a shopper’s paradise (actually all of
the Caribbean islands qualify on this account, but St.
Thomas is especially so.) The port city has row after row,
narrow block after narrow block of little tiny shops; all
stocked with unique things and trinkets. (Tom
Springer’s voice chirping “Caw, caw” kept going
through my mind; lots of colorful sparkely things.)

The final day of the trip consisted primarily of pack-

ing, disembarking, getting through an overcrowded air-
port, and getting home. All in all, we had a wonderful
time.

-- Ken Foman

=

craggy ravines. Along the route there are
turn offs where people may hop out of the
buggy and hoof it. How scary it is for par-
ents to see thelr kids shoot out of the car,
bound up huge boulders and leap to neigh-

boring cliffs, or take the descending route
to Mom's breakdown with a half slide, halfl
run around and over the menacing rocks
that protrude {rom the deep, narrow val-

leys.
Once I remembered to take binocs

A Laughing Matter

Red Rock Recreation Area just wesl of Las
Vegas Is enjoyed by thousands of locals and
tourists alike. The sevenleen mile scenic loop
brings you close enough to both the grandeur and
danger of nature's “new”™ mountains, historically |
speaking. My [irst couple of times through, I won-
dered how the government of this great country
could allow its people to discover and explore the
topography unsupervised. Being from the mid-
west, I hadn’t experienced mountain driving, even
at posted low speed limits.

Even now, [ am still in awe of the behemoth
structures; the sheer, towering faces and the deep
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along, so that I could spy on those brave
but oh-so-crazy souls who were serious
climbers with ropes and sharp pointy
things on their boot toes. Only rarely have I
heard of anyone falling to their death. Not
to disappoint, but my Red Rock escapade
was not as thrilling.

Six or seven years ago, before my knees really
started to rot, a co-worker and I happened to land
Lthe same day off. With spring in the air and
advenlure in our hearts, we escaped to Red Rock
to free our bodies and minds from the
grueling, humiliating, year-afler-year hell of wait-
ing on tourists. It had been a wet winter, so the
desert {lowers were in rare abundance, and the
shrubs and trees displayed thelir turgor proudly. I
tried to remember the names of various specles of
foliage, but it was ltke trying to remember the
French lessons I had in third grade. All the came
to mind was the Joshua Tree.

Swaying with the graded road, we drove the
scenic loop at a leisurely speed, leading a parade,



but we didn't care. This was
our day. We took in the
clean, cool afr to a depth that
had to ventilate every lobe in
our lungs. We felt so alive.

But just looking wasn't
encugh; we were ready to
frolick, but with dignity as
Bugs Bunny did in a cartoon
I recall. We pulled off the
road onto an "aside” and
decided to walk for about a
half mile on a path across
the “flatlands.” Of course we
wore our trekking shoes, but
in truth, we were klutzes

3

from birth, and no hip attire
could camouflage that fact for very long.

Although the path was worn and relatively
smooth, it was extremely narrow. Since ! had
started to experience a noticeable lack of lateral
stability at that stage of knee rct, I found that I
cecnecentrated more on staying on the path than
appreciating my surroundings. Then I got pissed.
If I didn't know how to walk after forty-some years,
I shouldn't do it. So | didn't. I veered to the right,
15e knees gave out and down [ went onto a couple
of rocks that hadn't felt the full effects of erosion.
\well, what's new? It certainly wasn't the first time
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that this had happened, but it was the first time it
happened at Red Rock, on stones that nature
thought would be cool to place there for me to fall
onlo and bleed. So, there I was, sitting in the high
desert with gashes in my legs and blood adding to
the colors of spring.

As I attempted to stop the bleeding with direct
pressure, hysterical laughier nearly burst my
eardrums. My friend couldn't stop laughing. She
doubled over with tears running down her face
and her legs tightly crossed in hopes of preventing
a physiological accident.

“What do you find so amusing?” I inquired.

Between gasps she blurted, “This is how...I
always...react to...something bad. No offense.
Can't...help it.”

“When will you be able to help me?”

“Give me...five...minutes.”

During that time she had attracted several
ignorant tourists who came over to see what was
so [unny. (A couple of them thought that she was
pulting on some kind of free show for the visitors.)
I guess that I had turned invisible, as all eyes were
on Lisa. She didn't tick me off, the ignorant
tourists did. I understood that everyone reacts to
adversity in different ways. Hers was to make
sounds like a hyena; the tourists simply became
moronic.

Suddenly, her laughter turned to screams. She
looked like she was doing some sort of voodoo
dance as she stomped, leaped and shook all over.

“Get them off1” she screamed.

I didn't see anything. Maybe I had gone into
shock from loss of blood.

“Marcy, help me!” she pleaded.

From my ground level seat. I looked carefully
at the small mound on which she was dancing. It
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seemed that In her helplessness over my situation,
she had dislurbed a nest of a few hundred cule,
little, harmless spliders.

“I hate spiders!” she cried.

“Lisa, come over here by me,” I said calmly.

She continued Lo leap and flail.

“Lisa, wake up!” I shouted as I launched my
waler boltle al her midsection. At least I still had
my lhrowing arm.

As the bollle made an impact on her solar
plexus, she snapped out of her hysteria. She
plopped down next to me and lore strips [rom her
shirl Lo tie around my knees.

“You looked pretly silly,” I whispered, then

=
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started to laugh at that lifelong vislon I'd have of
her dancing the voodoo on a spider nest. She
laughed, too - at the gashes, blood and dirt that
had become my legs.

She did assist, well, practically carry, me back
to the car. We were still laughing, and as we
passed the tourists, they applauded. What would
they have done after witnessing a violent death -
thrown money?

So that's the way it was. And that's what
friends do - understand each other and accept as
is.

The scenery was just as beautiful on the ride
home And my frlend was still just that.

As the official representative of SNAFFU, Ken
Forman felt it his duty and privilege to be the first
member to arrive at the Hilltop Campground for
the Sixth Annual Summer Party. It was the first
time that we've had the picnic at Mt. Charleston,
since we had previously gone to Lake Mead. We
decided to try the mountain in the hopes that the
temperature would be more welcoming. Well, it
wasn't too warm. Quite the opposite in fact.

As we arrived at Lthe bottom of Mt. Charleston,
clouds were gathering and it looked unfriendly up
above. Ken and I glanced back at the camping
equipment lying exposed in the truck bed, and
hustled out to cover what we could with the top of
the canopy shade, since we were lacking a tarp.
Then we got back in and intrepidly started the
climb.

Sure enough, by the time we got to Hilltop
Campground it was raining buckets. As we came
to our campsite, Ken and I looked at each other
and seltled back into the cab with books.
Lightning {lashed and thunder boomed around us,
but we stoically read on, seeming to believe that if
we ignored it, {t might go away.

An hour and a half later, I gave up. “Ken,
why don’t we go home, call everyone and
have them come over to our house for a
consolalion party. Maybe If it's clear tomor-
row we can come back up here for a barbe-
cue.” He agreed and we headed back down
the mountain, first stopping by the camp
hostess to let her know what we'd decided.

“If anyone comes by for our site, just let

them know what's happening and maybe

we'll see you tomorrow.” She gave us the

sticker that said we were paid up and we

headed back down the mountain, keeping

an eye out for any SNAFFU members that
might pass by.
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\ much too early and after Ken woke up and left
the tent, I waited patiently in the warm sleep-

ing bag just enough time for him to have made
coffee. Alas, I mistimed it and had to wait
around in the chill air. Damn him! Eventually,
all of the intrepid campers awoke and joined
us around the campstove. I passed around fat
free coffee cake and declined Theresa’'s blue-
berry pancakes. We all wandered around, gaz-
ing at the lovely scenery and talking about
how much better this was than Vegas.

Around 10am we started noticing the thun-
derheads poised on the mountain tops.
j “Maybe we should pack up the tents,” Ken

Sure enough, one did. Ben Wilson and his family
whipped past us, not noticing our attempts to stop
him, probably because the rain was too heavy. We
turned around and follewed him but our old truck
was no match for his new car and we didn't catch
him until we'd reached Hilltep again. Miraculously,
it had stopped rainirg. Xen drcpped me off at the
entrance to catch them if they came out before he
caught up to them. I stced there mcrosely, expect-
ing 1o get drenched at any minute. The longer I
stood, however, the clearer it became. until eventu-
ally I was standing in sunshine. Ken pulled up and
I could tell we were going to stay and see what
happened. “Let's stay and see what happens,” he
said. So we did.

We set up our tents and eventually other people
began to artive. By the time it was dark, Su
Williams. Heather Grant. April and ee Reckling,
Theresa Avance, Don Miller and his Tiend Joanne
(whose last name ! didn't catch) had arrived. We all
glanced up at the skies Tom time to time, but the
clouds stayed away, distant rumbles the only evi-
dence of possible impending docm.

Meanwhile, we blithelv fixed dinner. lit a roaring
fire. explored the region. laughed, chatted, and

said and most of us did. Su was under the
shade canopy and waited to see what would hap-
pen. What happened was rain. A few sprinkles at
first, then a rip-roaring deluge. We sprinted toward
Su’s dry area, where she was attempting to give us
room by taking down her tent. Of course, by then
there were too many people crowded next to her
for her to work. She snarled at us and we melted
out into the wet to seek different refuge. I ended
up in the truck, reading my book. Eventually she
finished putting away her tent and we all gathered
around in a cozy circle, talking about nothing
much and wondering if any other SNAFFU member
would bother coming up for the day since they
were sure to have noticed the clouds over Mt.
Charleston.

Well, it only rained for about two hours and just
as the ground started drying up, Arnie and Joyce
Katz arrived, chauffeured by Tom Springer and
accompanied by Tammy Funk. We lit up the gas
barbecue and started cooking. After an extremely
pleasant lunch, we started packing everything up
and just as we were leaving the campground, the
rain took over the campsite yet again, proving that

roasted marshmallows. We saw e
nothing more threatening than an |
overly friendly camp host, which
was a welcome breakx from the par-
ties of the past at Laxe Mead,
where we've been threatzned by
everythung from hicdeous underwa-
ter weeds to aggressive maniacs
calling us “intellectual fucks.” The
only disappointment was that Don
forgot his telescope. so we had to
sKy gaze with bare eves. It was still |
werth it

The ‘ollowing mcrning dawned

it was the winner and still champeeeen...
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We were all sitting around the
camplire one night, huddling close
to warm our bones, when we got to
talking about people we'd known.
There was about the normal
amount of ribaldry, a few outré
scandals, and some big fish stories
no one could swallow. It came my
turn to say something; I guess it
was Ken who said, “Who's the fun-
niest fellow you ever knew?” I didn't
have much to offer; just repeated
the old saw about Tucker's first
meeting of Hoffman. But it got me
thinking about the old days, how it
used to be, and the ones who are
already gone, so I decided to tell
them about Joe.

I guess I knew Joe Bob Patterson
all my life. His family had the
square [rame house just around the
corner from ours; one of the first
things I remember is Joe and me
playing under the yard sprinklers
while the two families sat around
watching us. We grew up together,
you see...wasn't but six months dil-
ference in our age.

After we'd outgrown the yard
sprinkler, we moved on to tree-
climbing and softball; I guess we
were in the 8th or 9th grade when
we discovered sclence fiction. We'd
ride our bikes to the convenience
store at the junction every week. to
pick up the new prozines. I'd buy
Analog and he'd get F&SF; then
we'd trade.

We'd been doing this every week
for about two months, when we got
a notion to join fandom. We'd read
about it, you see, in the magazines,
and there was this ad inviting us to
Join the National Fanlasy Fan
Federatlon, so we both sent in a
buck.

I don't guess I ever got so much
for a dollar in my life. Pretty soon,
the mail box was full of TightBeam,
and letters from the Welcome
Committee. Joe and I really took to
it. I joined one of the Bureaus, and
he got on a couple of Committees.



We joined N'APA, and started our own /
zines.

About that time, Joe met another guy in
town who read science fiction. Jackie
Dean Clark had a friend. Bill Jacobs. and
Bill had a brother Don. Nothing would do
Joe but that we start a club. We kept
dredging up people, meeting them at book-
stores, or on the bus, and pretty soon we
had a thriving club, and of course Joe was
the president. I still remember him stand-
ing up in the middle of a meeting and giv-
ing this fiery talx about the destiny of fan-
dom, and how it was our duty to embrace
the great brotherhood of science fiction.

I thought we were having a pretty good
time in fandom. but all of a sudden one
day Joe started prattling on about how
there was a world outside of the NFFF. He
didn't make much sense. He ranted on
about how the N3F was a dead end.

I didn't put much stock in anything he
said. I mean, I was really busy by this
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time, writing to a couple dozen Neffers
every week, putting out my contribution to
the apazine. I was getting along fine, too; I'd
already had letters published in the TightBeam,
and the editor of The National Fantasy Fan had
just asked me to do a column. I sure wasn't going
to gtve that up!

Next thing I knew, Joe said he was going to a
wer.dcon; spent all his savings .rom his summer
jcb on the trip. When he got back, all he coul