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I'D BETTER STAKT tnis editorial by mentioning that the cartoon a-
bove is another in the lon: and fabulous series of cartoons scripted
by me and drawn by Ijo, which includes thissue's cover and contents
page and the cartoons in the lettercolumn. That is to say, just be-
cause it says "Terry Carr for TATF," that doesnt't mean that Bjo is
supporting wme in the current TAFF elections. And just because that
farsighted slogan is portrayed as being scrawled on an alley wall,
that doesn't mean taazt Bjo is & snide and vicious type opponent. The
cartoon was my idea, remember: it reflects in some vague symbolic
way my feelings upon finding myself running for TAFF.

I've written a lonz conreport on the Solacon which will appear in
Worman Shorrock's SPACE DIVERSIONS and which tells in part how I came
to be nominated for TaAFF. I was sitting in the bar one afternoon
when Ted White cawe in and said to my ears, "How would you like fto
run ior TaFF?" Well, I figured it was a good straight-line ("all the
worldt's a straight-line."--Steve Allen), and while I was trying to
think of something witty to reply Ted went on to say that he and Boyd
Razeburn and E4 Cox and John Champion, or some such cosmic-minded
group, had decided the night before tuat I should run for TAFF.

I'm afraid I couldn't think of any witty remark to make. I just
sat there for a woment readjusting my mental processes while giving
an iwitation of a fan seriously considering the awesome idea of run-
ning for TaFF. I had a very serious and noble expression on my face,
I think. ¥Finally I decided, Well, if these intelligent, respected
fans think I should run for TAFF, maybe they're right. (Don't mis-
understand me: I certainly felt worthy of the honor; I'm Qquite con-
ceited, really. ZIut at least I'd never nominate myself for TAFF.)

So I wuttered nonchalantly, "Ghod yes! Ghod yesi® And I think I
threw in sowe sage epigrau, too, like Ygoshgeewhizwowboyoboyli"

And so I found wyself running for TAFF, and by the end of the year
bofh Don Ford and Bjo had entered the race. \

AND HERE I Ail, running against one of my star cartoonists. . (IN-
NUENDO has the best cartooning staff in the world, you know, surpas-
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sing even The Mew Yorker, Tunch, and Gaptain Dilly's Whiz-Bang.)

Yes, Bjo ‘18 opposing ue, and after all 1've done for Ner, t0O.
After I raised her from -the vériest neo to her present status of
star cartoonist of IMMNUEIDQ. Why, when I began running her cartocns
in INNUEUIDO she ‘was an absolute unknown, except among such people
as Harlan Ellison, John jiagnus, George voung, Art Rapp, Roger Sims,
and so fortn. I Iound this zirl and recounized her undeveloped
talent., I said to myself, sue would wake g fine fannish cartoonist;
I will lend her my aid. ‘And after one LASF3 meeting I drew her
aside, so as not to embarrass her, and I said, "I recognize your un-
developed talent, and I am willing to lend you my aid in beconing a
fine fannish cartoonist.  If you will work up a portfolio of fakulous
fannish cartoons I will consider printing sowe of them in uy sterling
fanzine alongside the worx of the top nawes in fandonm.n: ok vy :

She opened her eyes wide and clasped her hands and ‘said in an awed
vhisper, "Gosh, Mr. Carr, I...T don't know what to say. I mean, I
really, really appreciate your interest, and I'1ll do my best, honest
I will, and I aope maybe one or two of my efforts will be worthy of
your sterling fanzine." 3 B :

Ah yes, that was the Bjo of old. She was as good as her word, %dCs
she sent we sowe of her eiforts. I had to redraw them before pub-
lishing thew, of course, drawing on wy solid experience and versatil-
ity as the creator of the Face gritturs. BDut there was talent there,
and it came to the fore under my expert guidance. I Wwrote gags for
her to draw, and once even scrinted a conic strip for her 'to work
With- g r : ‘.

Yes, I printed ner work, and the fazns found it good. They even
said she was a Tfabtulous fanuish ‘cartoonist, just as 1'd Lnovn they
would. and the nawe Bjo lLecaize inown for Tabulous fannisl cartoons,
while 'a legend (larszely started by me) was built up around her as a
fascinating fannish pérsonality...sort of a fabulous Bjo-like charac=

ter..

. Yes, Bjo worned her way into my good graces and accepted the re-
~wards of being uy protegée...and now the worm has turned. Now. she
is running against wme for TAFF; like one of fandow's mad dogs she
has=~-hom, no, I guess I'd better be careful about how I toss these
fannish clichés around. &

Anyhow, Bjo is still‘a star cartoonist for IMNUENDO. What the
hell, we have to wmake allowances for these artists. - el

WHICH REIIINDS ME of a Burbee story. (Hah--bet you were wondering
when I'd. et around to thatl)  The last time 1jiriam and I were in the
L.A. area, we gpent Saturduy afternoon and evening with the Burbees,
as usual. During the course of the afternoon I got to thinking about
3urb's article, "Love at 809," which we had reprinted in THE INCOM-
TLEAT BURBEE. I asked Burb who that article had been about, since
he had mentidned no names in it, and he told me. i 3G A

-1 -asked, YBut vhy did you maie it such a point not to mention. his
name? There was nothing derogatory in the article." 5

"Oh, I don't know,Y said Lurbee, "It seemed like a good idea at
the 'time. “I'don't know exactly way. I mean, you ask us artists=-"
He stopped. ‘""You ask us artists««" A strange expression came over
his face. "You...asKi.eUSs.cartistsees . P s ' L

- Suddenly he burst out laughing. *Yvou ask us artists--" he said. .
again, -and whooped and luughed and slapped his knee. gHe fell to 3
‘laughing so hard that he could hardly get his breath. He'dissolved
into laughter, bellowing, "...us artistsi" ‘and setting off again into
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more gales of wirth. :

Soon he was laughing so uncontrollably that he left the room, and
througn the doorway we heard gradually dininishing bursts of guf fawing
and wurnurs of "...us artistsin

Tn a little while ke came back into the room, and said with a
stony face, "You'll have io excuse us artists.®

I don't think Burbee considers himself an artist.

HAVE WE CREATED A MOMSTER in carl Brandont? People won't believe
that he doesn't exist. fick and Noreen Falasca printed an expose in
THE DEVIL'S IMOTORBOAT titled "The Truth About garl Brandon," claiming
we'd imprisoned him in an insane asylum somewhere., Bob Bloch, Steve
Schultheis, and others even go so far as to claim that we are hoaxes
created by carl.

Pretty soon we'll be getting letiers rubberstamped "Carl Brandon
Lives it

I'm currently working on a long article about the Brandon hoax
which will explain its history and what purposes we had in mind in
creating "carl". This article will probably appear in the next INX,
and I hope it will halt this James Dean-like worship of garl befors
he actually comes to life through the faith of his believers and
slaugnters us all in our beds.

One thing which I wont!t be able to cover in that article is the
thematic content of the various Brandon works. As a few observant fans
have noted, most of Carl's parodies nave had definite themes, and an
examination of them at this time might be interesting.

The first major Brandon opus was Y"The Cacher of tne Rye," printed
here in INNUENDO over a period of almost a year. When I was writing
it, with the nelp of Boob Stewart on occgsions, I had no definite idea
of any liessage to embody in it; it was sinply intended as a fannish
reworking of Salingerts novel. But Salingert's novel nad definite
themes, and in transposing the various parts of his work I found ny-
self presenting themes in the fannish version too. For the most part,
these took the form of satirisation of various types of fans and atti-
tudes toward fandom. The whole effect wasn't at all clear in my mind
when it was printed, but the letters of cowmuaent on it mentioning such
themes brought them directly to uny attention and set me to thinking
of the other possibilities of fannish fiction.

The particular form of parody used under the Brandon name, it seemed
to me, was that of transposing the values, problems and aspirations of
everyday life into their closest fannish equivalents and thereby
showing how ridiculous fandom can be when made a way of life. 'I
thought about this, and gradually my thoughts juuped on to other possi-
bilities of the genre., The wnole gamut of literary technique could be
applied to fannish fiction, and by using the crutch of the parody tech-
nique I could experiment with as many as I liked.

The next long Trandon piece was "My Fair Femmefanne," wrltten be-
fore wy ideas had crystallized, and so there was nothing very serious
about that piece: it was simply intended as a gay fannish roup
through Lerner and Lowe's uusical, nothing more.

aAround this time I started onm two more long Brandon pieces: "“The
BHF of Iz" and "The Purple pPastures". Both lay dormant and nalf -com-
pleted at tue time "iy Tair Femmefanne® was printed. The former had
strong thematic overtones, in that I was employing the allegorical
theme of The Road of Life--in this-case in the sense of the Path of
Trufandom. Willis and Shaw, in ©®The Enciianted Duplicatcr,”" had already
used this theuwe to perfection, drawing their inspiration from YpPilgrim's
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Progress;" undaunted, I undertook to use the theme again in "The DNF
of Iz". vunfortunately, tue.structure of Rauu's took was bi-partites
that is to say, it consisted of two basic parts, the trip to the
Emerald Ccity and the conmguering of the wicked witch.  oOnce I had fin-
ished the first purt of thHe parody, the remainder was, in terms of
allegory, simply overcoming=- the obstacle, ‘which didntt seem to fit with
the rest of the allegory."

Ron Ellik, a rabid oz fan, had uoved to the Bay Area about this
time, and he rescued the incouplete WENF of Iz" by offering to collab-
orate with me in finishing it. On wy own hoox I wmight never have done
so; I was too bogged down in the structural difficulties of the
piece. But Ron wanted to see the thing coupleted, and the two of us,
in order to include it in Carlts Cultzine which came due at that time,
turned out the last half in a rather hurried wanner. We rewrote and
expanded it for general publication later, but basically 1'm afraid
it rewains a rather uneven work .structurally--woreover, I'uw afraid
that uy striving for structural and allegorical consistence through-
out kept it from teing as funny as it may have been. Fanuish fiction
of the Brandon sort cen have deeper currents than were huwor, it's -
true, but nevertheless ‘a Brandon piece stands -or falls primarily ou
how funuy it is, and "The BYF of Iaz" is second-rate Brandon frou this
standp01nt.

The other -piece begun at about the same tlme, "The Purple Pastures,"

. was sipilar to' %y Fair Peuwuefanne® in thut it had no particular )es-
sage or anything, but was frankly written to be funny. However, it
did strive to present a sort of allegorical history of fandom from the
Trufans-vs.-stfans viewpoint, and I was bogued down here:asain through
structural difficulties.,. The play it parodied, Roark Pradford's "The
Green Pastures," covered various Diblical stories, climaxing in the
story of Jesus Curist. Tue ‘Brandon version, it seemed to ne, nmust
inevitably end up parodying the story of Jesus, and not only could I
not thing of an even nalfway adequate fannish parallel to Jesus, but .
I also felt that parodying Mis story was going a bit too far mérely
for the purpose of writing a funny little fan-piece. TAnd so work on
"The Purple Pastures® was at a standstill.

- But the Solacon was quiekly approaching, and we all wanted to.
have the Brandon legend.built up as ‘bigas possible by the  time of
the unveiling of the lhoax at that tiume. -Once wore I dragged out the
half-compiete "purple Pastures" manuscript and stared at it, stewing
silently. And eventually a way out .came "to 'me: I simply ouitted the
final section of Bradkord's play and ended the Drandon version'with
‘the story of Ifoah, which gave me a nice -opportunity to lampoon the
WSFS Ince. and also tied 'in with the trufang-vs.-stfans theme of the
first part of the pieces Tiiis piece, at-least, I had been able to
pull out of the fire, and I was imaensely gratlfled when Dok Bloch
enthused over it to we at the oolacon and even 1nszsted that I provide
Tony Boucher with a copy.

That coupletes the list of completed Brandon works, and brlngs us
up to Brandon- pleces in-progress. There are at present two: "The
Detention Tales" "'in VOID and “On The Road" right here in INN.

* The thing for VOID, based on "The Canterbury Tales," will take
Chaucer's chief theme--that of husband and wife struggling for suprem-
acy in a marriage--and apply it to fandow. I haven't worked out all
the raaifications yet,.but it seeuws to be comlng along nicely, from
my plot-outline.

" ."0n The Road" was begun by pete Graham and taken over by ume: hlth
Chapter Two when he lost the energy to complete it. I -dontt know what
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he had planned for it, but I think he'd approve of my own idea--for it
was Pete who pointed out to wme that the chief merit of rerouac's book
was its glorification of life., 1In "On The Road® I intend to reverse
the usual Brandon fandom-is-silly theme and do a straightforward
glorification of fandom--still, I hope, with a full sense of how fan-
tastically ridiculous fandom can be, but with a positive attitude,
not a negative one.

I'm sure Pete would approve, for Pete approves of people having
a positive attitude. '

WE'VE PINALLY HEARD a Kris Neville sermon. Readers of INN Who
are Aware may remember that a couple transcriptions of ifeville sermons,
supplied by Eluer Perdue and Tom Condit, were printed in early issues
of tuis highclass rag. Well, i've been fauncuing ever since to hear
Kris deliver one of them in person, because from those sauples it was
obvious that jris Neville gives the most outrageous sermons in the
world.

And late last year I got my chance. WMiriam, who shared my avidity,
started begging iris to seriaonize for us at a LASFS meeting--which,
come to thnink of it, was right after Christmas. Kris has liked }Miriam
quite a bit, it seeuws, .ever since he ran into her at a wandering hall-
party at the Solacon and said to her, "Jee-sus Christ, you look like
a gal wno sings union songsiv and they burst out together with "Soli-
darity Forever" and "Joe Hill" and %All I Want® and like that.,

30 Kris couldn't refuse her request to sermonize, and he took his
Stance, one hand on the table ready to pound, a can of beer in the
other., "y subject is greedi" he proclaiwed. WYGree-e-e-eced, the
damnation of hunankind} Greed, which leads all to perdition and tor-
ment i" : .

He peered angrily, suspiciously at us. "you are all greedy," he
said. "yithin each of you is the seed of avarice, jealousy of the
riches of others, and just plain damned selifishness) Now .you all
know=~"

At this point soume playful LASFSer snatched his can of beer away
from hiw, only to find that Kris had already eaptied it. 1ris laughed
a lingering, evil laugn at him. %So shall it come to pass to you alliw
he saouted, wiirling back upon us. "For when you shall gain your
greedy ends, tuen shall ye find your hands full of nothing--the sands
of 1ife sifting through your fingers, your life empty, .only the dregs
of beer and spit in the bottom of the can and hellfire awaiting you
belowin ;

His eyes narroved to a slit as his face broadened in an absolutely
demoniac saile.: "ind you will suffer in the fires of hell," he said.
"Oh wmy, my, my, low youtll sufferiw he said softly, suiling contentedly.
"Tn eternal torment, unbearable and everlasting..." His voice trailed
off and he seemed to be lost in a pleasant reverie.

3uddenly he pounded thne table. "Thou shalt not covet thy neigh-
bor's goodsi" he shouted., "Thou shalt not-stealy For unto him who
is greedy shall come vengeance, the wrath of Godi"

He quieted; his voice became smooth, unctious. #You must not be
greedy, my ochildren.  You must learn to live under the rule of God,

Who loves you. You uust return His love with full heart, repay His
kindness in creating you and giving you this lovely.world in which to
make your way. You must be loving, my children, and generous.'

He siailed benignly upon us, an expression that was yet subtly
like his earlier dewmon's suile. He suiled upon us, and said softly,
in conclusion, "“You must give to the Church, iy children.v
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WZiDLi33 TO SAY, Kris absolutelj fractured us wlth that serwuon.
Sure, 1t's sick, sick, sick, but Zris has a wayv of projecting himself
e well that he makes you believe absolutely in the character he por-
trays. itighod, lhe uissed his calling--he could make a milllon as a
preacher}

Why, we were so impressed by Irists serion that we .were talking
about iaporting him to preach at our wedding. We flgured it would
add just the right touch of wadness to the whole affair, which was
already suaping up as a wedding to be remembered by all who-attended
and no doubt preserved by their descendents for generatlons ‘in racial
nemory.

In the firs$ place; the meddlng was to be held in a flrenouse.
Yes, that's right: an nonest-to-ghod firehouse. I forget just how
my brotner and uis wife got us into that deal, but I know that Jiiriam
and I were overwuelmed with joy at the thought, and imaediately in-
sisted that the fire engines be stationed inside during the cerenony.
We had visions, you see, of having some accomplice go set a small
fire somevwhere nearby at the right time, and when the minister pro-
nounced us man and wife tue firebells would go off and we would hop
on -the back of a fire trueck and roar out amid clanging and shouting
\ and #lorious confu31on.

Ah, it would have been wonderfult However, life being what it is
_we ended up very prosaically, with the cereinony being performed in a
‘tastefully designed Baptist church, with itiriam weeping and red-eyed
and saying, “Oh, I'm so happy!" and me, ever gallant, saying, "I hope
you realize wetre being photographed," and friends.and relatives
saying the same old ‘things, like "Doesn't she wake a lovely Tridein
and ™jell, here I am’'in church, and it hasn't fallen in yet."

During tue reacearsal, the uinister asked for :ifiriam's full name
for the recordo, and ‘of course you know, I suppose, that her real name
‘wasnt't ‘firiam Dyches at all, but Jorah Veronica Clarice Van Dycke.

I rattled this off for him and he raised an eyebrow, so I explained
“that she had picked up | the naae Veronica at her Baptism and Clarice
at Confirmation and that that was why she had such a long name.

Wgvery time sune goes into a church she seems to pick up a new
na.ae ," I said. ; ; -

"“ue's zoing to get another new one today, too," he replied,
smlllng.

And, of course, she did, and that denoted about the only thing
about the wholes day that would interest you, except that by ghod we
*“4id have the recegtlon in that flreuouse._ Minus the fire trucks,
?ﬁ?ugh. :

THOUGHTS IN PASSING:

0ld Fuzzlehead has competltlon among his co—“orkers at that sta=
tionery store in Berkeley. 'Awhile back I asked:for ‘ditto fluid and an
employee tried to give me mimeo ink. @Good grief. ("That wontt work
in-a ditto;" I sald. "It won't worke". he said, V"No, it-wenft‘work,"

“Togatdyms Lo '

“Why should I be running for" TAFF? ‘Why, Just 1ast issue three dlf—
ferent fano called e a bastard right here in my own lettercolumn--
two ?ecause I hadn't sent: them IHH, and one because I had. (You-cant't
win. it

--T€rry carr
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BY RONW BENNETT

The Solacon had a reason-
ably uneventful beginning.
7'd met quite a few of the
attendees at Forry Ackerman's
home the previous evening,
and now on the morning -of
Friday, 29th August, I was
glad to be able to shave
and brush my teeth, having
finally saved my luggage

- from the clutching hands of
the Detroit party. I had
breakfast with Will Jenkins
and went out to look round
the few blocks near the
hotel. A. H. Blackwell came
with me while I bought some
postcards, had a look round

~a stamp and coin shop, and
had a shoeshine from a little
and frlendly MeX1can who showed me colour plctures of his large famlly.

I wrote the postcards up, and went out again to mail thnem bacx to
fans in England, and then I went back to the Alexandria to register.
The registration desi was situated on the balcony overlooiking the con-
vention nall, a convenient situation. Honey Wood and Rog Phillips gave
me a ricely-printed registration card and I asked Honey why she doesn't
like quote-cards, but tefore she could answer, a little white-haired
lady came up to register. I shook hands with Rory Taulkner and ve ex-
changed experiences of the London Convention. Rory was most taken up
with the reception shetd had in Liverpool. "Yye were sitting in a
Chinese Restaurant," she said, "and Dave JJewman said, 'This is hardly
the place for Rory,' so they took me into a pub." '

Bill Rickhardt asked me if he could borfow my typewriter, and I
took it along to the Metroit suite, where }Toreen Falasca used it to
type out a petition to dissolve the corporation of the World Science
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Fiction Sociéty. I wasn't too interested in these proceedings, so wan-
dered downstairs back to the mezzanine floor (which americans call the
first floor and we in Britain would call the sccond) and had a look at
some of the displays. iforris Scott Dollens was showing some of his
paintings, and the Chicago boys had a good line in propaganda for their
bid for the '59 convention. Fere I met F. M. (Buz) and Elinor Busby,
the Goon Defective agency's West coast Qoperatives. wWe flashed GDA cards
at one another and taliked Joha Ferry and RETRIBUTION. At the regis-
tration desk I met »1llis j[ills, looking a little broader than last year
at the ILoncon, and sporting a large brimmed Texan hat., The Detroit
gang came up and mentioned going out for lunch, so Ellis and I joined
- thenm.

Back at the wuotel, I found Sylvia Dees wandering around on her own,
so toox her in for coffee. She ordered iced tea, which the heathens
served iin a glass which trailed string all over the place. Definitely
non-U. Bob snaw, whom I hadn't seen since the 1954 Superifancon in
Manchester, came up and reminded me that I was taking part in the tea-
drinking contest which was about to start any minute and said that
he'd been practising by not having anything to drink all day.

At four o'clock, Ellis, wno had evidently appointed himself as my
Keeper, caue to drag me alonyg to tihe Ccontest. I escaped twice, but
he managed to catclhh me each tiwe and eventually I was dragged into a
room where Gem Carr stood with a huge kettle. BRob Bloch made a speech
and said that for all he was concerned he was judging women, ™iss
Tea Bag 1958". He and Poul Anderson, the two judges, announced the
contestants (I entered in the name of The Queen and 3t. Fanthony), and
imnediately pulled out bottles of beer.

The rules demanded that a minimum of ten cups of tea be drunk in

AR S e : ' the first hour. 1I'd
never drunk ‘more
than four cups of
tea at a sitting in
my life and 'so had
taken the fannish
precaution of bring-
" ing a salt cellar
along with me. Djinn
Faine, who was rep-
resenting catalina
Island, was a little
siuocked as she saw
me dig into my pocket
and pour salt into
my hand, so I let
her have a shake to
qQuiet her. . It was
fun; reople kept ob-
Jecting as I insisted
on drinking my tea
half wilk (it tasted
lousy, but at least
it went down quicker).
: iy Someone ‘objected when
"Seems pretty silly to me--what are they trying 1 Yaccidentally®
to do, build a tower of tea-bags to theymooxyl?"g BRanE Al Y, RO

T e o T
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tea into a jiant ashitray I1'd placed there for the. burpose, and W111

" Jenkins was “1nd enoush to help me work up a thirst by going out and
buying me a paclet of cigars. one fan quit after an hour with eighteen
cups to his credit, Tob Shaw disappointed by not Tulfilling the re-
quired ten cups in the first hour, and after an hour and ten winutes T
'packed in with thirteen and a half cups to my credit. It had been a
valiant effort for a first try, T decided, and if 1 felt anything I
felt sick. I went up to my roou, stuck my head in some cold water,

, and then Went to bed for half an hour.

At seven o'clock I wandered down in the lift to the conventlon hall.
(Ah, those lifts were fiendish things--at one time I waited eight
minutes for one to show.) The gatuering in the hall marked the official
opening of the Convention. Rick drew some wild applause when he spoke
of the realisation of his dreawm of a convention at South Gate, and ex-
plained now the slogan was first used as a joke, but as it was taken
up on all sides ‘the drean becawe a serious venture. He introduced the
Mayor of South Gate, who turned out to be an epitome of a typical
American mayor, beefy and smiling. 17e spoke of the disadvantages of
large cities for conventions and mentioned a forty storey hotel where
the builders had forgotten to provide rést rooms. "It was uncanny," he
said. He declared tne aAlexandria within the city limits of South Gate,
a point wiich suculd have teen noted when the Los Angeles city police
had reason to come into the hotel later in the weekend. He declared
the ‘convention open and handed over to Rick, who introduced the Conven-
tion's Chairwoman, Anna Sinclare jMoffatt. Anna read the rules of the
convention ‘and silenced one or two queéstions from the floor with a re-
minder that tusiness would te conducted at the of ficial Bus1ness Session
‘on the Sunday afternoon.

Tony Boucier was then introduced, and made the point that this was
probably the purest convention in the history of fandom, for there were
“fewer professional editors present than ever before. 1Indeed, he said,
there was only one real editor present, John ¥. Caupbell Jr. Boucher
himself was at that time taking time off from editing The ilagazine of
Fantasy and Scierce Fiction, for medical rezsons.

Anna introduced tne Guest of lonour, Richard jlatheson, who said a
few brief words to:the effect that we'd be hearing from him later
during the weekend, and then John Campbell was introduced. He told of
the days he was worxing for Tremaine, twenty-one years previously. e
had - asked, "What does an editor do when he doesn't get enough stories?"
Tremaine hade answered, "An editor doesi" Campbell spoke about prophecy
being an inherent part of science fiction writing. Up to tue forties,
writers had done a good job, with wany prophecies cowing true, but "what
have they done lately?" Today, there was not enough imagination.
Writers, he said, are not willing to stick their necks out. "I want
some prophets today," he said, and mentioned the possikilities of psi,
which we'd more than half expected. Campbell then sidetracked to dis-
cuss his idea of emotion in science fiction. He spoke about Cortez
-who had disobeyed orders to:take 350 men and defeat 40,000. "An im-
possible hero, a superman," said Cawupbell. While he went on to ask why
he couldn't get stories with such impossible heroes, Charles Hornig
-8itting next to me leaned over and pointed out that campbell was con-
fusing thp issue, linking right with success.

Campbellrwas novw talking about his pet, the psi phenomenon. He
held up two copper rods with whicli, he claimed, it was possible fto
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dowse for water pipes, gas pipes, electricity cables or any man-made
pipes. They'd been used with outstanding success, Campbell claimed,
ty.city authorities in Flint, jrichigan, and by someone called French

in Manchester, England. Falf the audience looked to me, evidently with
the idea that I should stand up and either refute the claim or add '
further details. Couwpbell went on to tell us that the copper rods were
home made. YYou wmake' theuw worx," he said, %but how do you imagine the
right answer every time?" He spoke of the laws of subjective reality,
the laws of psychology and of the psionics machine, mentioning the two
models which Eric Jones had built and had on show at the London conven-
tion. At this point, a young fan named David Dresser ‘stepped up witha

a model he'd built himself, and got into a private conversation with
Campbell on the maciiine's gobvledegookish working. Campbell asked the
audience, "iyhy is successful investigation suppressed?" and went back"
to his private conversation. The wmeeting broke up.

Jim Broderick came up and told me I was invited out to Bjo wells!
for dinner. I went along with the Detroit gang and had an excellent
meal of spagnetti and sundry other delicacies which were snapped up by
Bill Donaho as soon - as thney appeared on the table. When we got back
to the AlexXandria, the crowds were just streaining out of the convention
hall. As I was supposed to be writing reports on the convention, I
tackled Forry Ackerman about the part of the programme I'd missed.
Forry had spoken about the deaths of writers ruttner and ¥ornbluth and
had mentioned the rise in popularity among the general public of the
monster films. 'Forry had given a rundown of different animalistic
monsters featured in various SF filias, and mentioned his magazine Famous
Monsters of Filuland, adding that John Ca.apbell was soon bringing out
a magazine called "Giraffe Science Fiction," so that his autuors could
stick their necks out. Every time I'd see Forry after that, he'd make
some further pun on this title. Quite a guy. :

Bllis 1iills came up with a strange face and introduced me to Bob
Leman, the up and coming editor of THE VINEGAR WORM. We'd intended
looking up Bob in Denver on the return run east, but herd staved off
the invasion by attending the 3olacon. /e went up to the Detroit rooms.
They had two adjoining rooms on the fifth floor, tucked well out of the
way in a cosy and famnish corner, I told jtiriam Dyches to stand up and
when she did so I took over her chair. She got it back a moaent later
though when soweone told me that Till Rotsler was down in the bar and
I went off to look for him. , :

I found hiw talking to Bob Pavlat, Gus Wilmorth, and Tee Jdcobs.

I tried a couple of locally brewed beers, found thein nothing like brown
‘ale, and returned to the Detroit suite, where I was served alternately
with wine and vodka. "ill Jenkins gave me a pack of cards with Finlay-
illustrated backs, a pack which had been tought at the 1955 Clevention.
A very nice gesture. Someone told me that the tea-drinking contest
had been won by Djinn Faine, with 23 cups. Evidently, Art Hayes had
also drunk 23 cups but in a slightly longer time, and when asked whether
he could drink another cup to beat Djinn's record, protested formally.,
I heard that everyone who had had sixteen or more cups had afterwards
been sick, which made me ‘feel pleased I'd quit when I had, and compen-
:itid for the disappointment TI'd felt at letting the side down and all

a » : 3 :

After a wiile, most of the group drifted up to the Ciaicago room on
the floor above. Ifost of the jiotorcade's personnel were here and the
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pa;ty continued until -around three.: I tried to get a game of ‘brag
going, but that group had more sense. Eventually, Dave Tyle squatted
on the floor beside me and we. played a game with theoretical dollars,
rwitpfthe stakes altering every time Dave got a winning hand.. As he
insisted on dealing, and ciuocosing his cards, whiie quoting continuously
from theoretical rules, it wasn!'t-long tefore I owed him upvards of two
‘million dollars. I finally rolled into bed about four.

- Needless to say,.it was latish when I got up on tae Saturday norn-
_ing. .I made up.a couple.of packages of printed watter that I wanted to
send howe and went round to the post office to send them off. T was
out of luck!--it was closed. I never found out wWhy American post of--
fices are closed on Saturdays, and to maike ilatters worse, following a
normal (even to Dritain) sSunday closing, the office was also closed on
ilonday, tuat day being lLabor Day--when, paradoxically, everyone takes
the day off.,

I carried the two packets back to the hotel, running into Dave Kyle
on the way. Dave asked me for the two million bucks I owed hin, saying
that I was obviously out looking for a place he knew of in the liexican
quarter which changed lousy aAmerican -dollars for real wooden nickels
and he'd be ounly too pleazsed to arrange the exchange for ae.

At the hotel I ran into Tllis 171ills and. the pair of. us went into
the convention hall, It was close.on 1:30 and Ray Bradtury was due to
present his featured speecin. I picked a good seat a couple of rows from
the front, next .to Charles Itornig. \hen Bradtury appeared at 1l:45,
banks of lights were tuvrncd on and tnose¢ interested in recordin. the
gcene in cine did so. It dawned on wme that I siaould have uy camera
handy, and asking Ellis. to save my seat I dasihed upstairs for the in-
strunent. 'When I got back, Dradbury had just started his talk and T
couldn't get back to ny seat. I edged in at the front, just by the
door, sitting betweecn \fally Cole and Belle Dietz who very okligingly
turned on Frank's spotlichts for we to get a couple of shots of typical
enthusiastic ges tures by Lradbury.

. Entuusiasw. is the <ey word with Bradbury. He's got a verve of

gepirit which oozes from hiwm. For a writer who has been said .to be a
cynic, this is quite a thing, vis vitality is reminiscent of Danny Kaye,
ard ne was nmost enthusiastic on t'ie future of science-fiction. "iost
readers want to te writers," was his initial point and .ae went on to
discuss tne reasons for writing, and the types of writers. He discussed
different plots, uentioning in a typical poetic wanner that plotting "is
recording people runiing by and leaving tneir footprints in tae snow.!
He mentioned emotions in stories, obviously referring to Caupbellts idea
of emotion. To Bradbury, emotion wmeans passion. Ve mentioned. the pas-
sion of obsession, giving as an example Ahab's obsession for hunting the
white whale. He spoke of his own alleged prejudice against science, and
immediately denied the allegation, mentioning the uses machines have :
been put to. Bradbury went on to discues a person's individuality. Zach.
‘person is aany people, he said; it is as toough eaca one of us wears
many wasks. Which cinaracter behind tne masi are we, really?

Altogether, it was a stimulating talk. Questions were asked after-
wards. E4d Vood, a bouncy amd cheery cnaracter from Chicago, challenged
Bradbury on several points, as he had the previous evening challenged
Cauptell. DBradbury wade the point that to a .writer mediocrity is neces-
sary, so that one can get “a wmillion bad words®" out of one's system: then
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one can really get dowa to writing. e wentiuned the weeds on a writ-
er's lawn, whichh had to Le destroyed. =d was quick to seize on tiis,
asking, "Ray, what do you do with the weeds on your lawn?" Bradbury
was even quicker to reply, "/uy, Bd, I make dandelion wine." Applause.

After the- talik, Len jioffatt collared me and with Bradbury led us
of f to meet the press, who never turned up, and so I went out to lunch
with Blaine and ,jax Puillips, Frank Dietz and Wally Cole. Bill Broody
came up and asxed if I was interested in having a walk round, so we
went up to Pershing Square, two blocks Ifrowm the hotel. This is the
Washington Square of Los Angeles, and sonething like the Iyde Parx
corner of London. Speakers on a hundred different and obtuse ftopics
pour forth their words to a iew dozen moving listeners. I was struck
by the palm trees whici surround the Square. Dill told we that a
couple of years before tue Square had been dug up and a two-tier park-
ing lot built beneathh it, tue grass znd valks then being relaid. One
thing that did strike me here was the music in the air. Literally.
Loudspeakers voured forth a constant streaa of seui-popular classics
and se.ai-classical pops.

Bill Brudy is a quiet science fiction reader (as different from a
faan) who knows lis stuif, is generous without limitation, and an in-
teresting, intelligent and inioruwative conversationalist. He offered
~ to show me round souwe of Los Angeles tue following izorning and when we

returned to the hotel, fixed nine otclock as a suitaktle time to tour
round before the convention got into its dayt's stride.

I went up to the display room where I buamped into a group where
George ijetzger was being ritbed about his interests in Sylvia Dees, and
vice versa. As we lhad an hour cr so to kill, brag was suggested and
the crowd moved up to iy room, where we sat round the bed and I ex-
plained the game to them. There was John Trimble, Jim Caughran, Ron

" "I'm not sure--~I think hets electioneering for Detroit in '59."
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Ellik and George and Sylvia. 'hatever Ron night say about the way I
apparently ciange the rules to suit wy nand (like Dave yle had done--
“ktut tihis time we were playing for real woney}), I should reaind him
that at this session I lost akbout 70 cents. Sylvia won almost two
dollars on a prile of sixes and declared that she would never play
again. "Gambling is evil," she said, and stuck to her guns.

Ve got down to the convention hall just in time to see Sam }ioskowitz
begin to auction off the professionals. This inauguration provided
quite an amount of fun. 'The idea was that the audience bid for an hour
of the tiwe of its favourite pro. Tle woney was to go to TAFF, and as
TAFF at that time, I felt that, although I was very grateful for the
money~-~-quite honestly, I don't know how I would have managed without
it--1I felt the audience was nuts at the high rates it kid. The entire
auction raised tiie fabulous sum of ninety-five dollars and seventy-
three cents) Tony Boucher was the Tfirst to go, Saun making him show
his teeth to cries of "Take theu out for us," and he raised $13.50.
Fritz Leiber, wio obliged by quoting Shakespeare, went for $13.23. Bob
Bloch raised a few laughs by baring his chest and went for a record
seventeen bucks. .Charles Beaumont wae the next on the stand. jfari
Wolf asked if he would take her out on his hour, and someone else asked
if he could sing soprano, about the only virtue which hadntt been at-
tributed to the previous, er, lots. Beauuont opened his mouth for a
moment. Sam.said he couldn't hear anything. ®of course not," said
Eeaumont, "I just sang soprano, but only dogs could uear." jari Wolf
took him away at ten dollars. Doc Suith then showed what a favourite
he is with American convention audiences bty being sold for twenty-one
dollars, and finally Dick Jratheson went to a syndicate, for sixteen
dollars. D

Arcih Oboler, who has appeared in Reader's Digest and who has been
writing fantasy scripts for radio and telcvision, spoke on science
fiction in filws and TV and mentioned tnat there is no mature SF in
either medium., To film producers, he said, echoing Forry Ackerman,
"secience fiction means monsters, He then showed a short film he had
made himself, for television sale as the pilot film of a series.

Charlie Hornig and I went down to the bar where I tried further
samples of the local btrew and we discussed his part on the science fic-
tion scenc. It was very interesting to hear slices of SP history from
the horse's mouth, ar it were. 4 very nice chap, Charlie, and probably
the youngest old timer in the field. These days he vworks as an income
tax consultant and pays fairly regular visits to 1fexico. e had a
couple of bottles of 3chlitz and then it was time for charlie to go off
home. I wandered up to the Detroit suite on tne fif th floor to see how
their nonstop party was running along.

It was going in fine style tiough eyes were looking a little ragged
round the edges. There was suddenly a call on the phone for ue. Belle
Dietz was rounding up a few fans to show films of the London convention
to interested parties, which I certainly was. It's quite a thing to see,
when you're full of convention weariness, pictures of yourself at
another convention when you were living it up in a similar manner.
Strange, but things look alwwost norwal. . Afterwards, I got very involved
in a discussion on rock 'n' roll with a nice young girl who was with
Alex Bratmon. Alex acted the part of quiz master very well, putting
in a few words ageinst the last point raised whenever the conversation
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lagged. In the end ve were all arguing against the points wetd started
out with, tut I don't think we minded.

George TTims Raybin and Belle Dietz outlined the latest develop-
ments in their part of Ws®S Inc and we had quite a ball walking back
to tue hotel and arguing hypothetical legal points about the legality
of the London convention and whether the J,ondon comaittee was still in
control of convention affairs. The outcome was quite a farce, with
everyone agreeing that a logical (sic) explanation of affairs was that
I was the only Solacon attendee with any right to do anything. George
Fields generously gave ae his Solacon comaittee lapel badge, a smart.
yellow siliz, and waen we got back to the hotel I strutted around wel-
couing every fain I buwiaged into to "ay" conven tion.

Robin ood and I wandered up to Ron Tllik's room where there vwere
some of the younger fans like Lars Bourne, sylvia Dees and George
lletzger making a tape to send to New 7ealandts jlervyn Barrett. I ex-
pect 1erv to write me and tell me what I said amid the shrieks and
jokes that were bandied around. Soune nembers of the party kept disap-
pearing out of tue window, wandering round to corridors and perhaps
even other roows, by means' of the window ledge, and when wetd all tired
of this Ron and I went up to the Chicago room which was once again con=-
tinuing the Detroit party and played brag with Jim caughran. I picked
up around eleven cents and went to bed at 4:30.

Rill Broody gave we a tinkle just about nine, and woke wme up to
say that he was waiting downstairs and if I was interested he'd still
be willing to show me round the town. I went down to a light and wel-
come breakfast which Bill had kindly ordered for me, and was introduced
to a friend of his, Charles Nuetzel. They suggested routes -and places
of interest and so forth and after I'd eaten, Bill took me out to
Hollywood in his car. -

e cut off along the Freeway which gave me quite a kicks 1I'd
heard about tuis wotor highway of course, mainly from snide remarx
on the Bob Hope Show and there had been talk in Britain about running
such a highway round Preston in Lancashire, lacking in intersections
and possessing entrances wnich practicslly parallel the main traffic
streaa over a quarter of a mile., Vatcning the cars travel by on the
opposite lanes, silently and swiftly, reuinded me, especially on the
curves, of nigily colored snowilakes drifting by. We had a fantastic
morningt's drive, a brief xaleidoscope of - smerican West Coast Society
life. Bill is a wonderful guide, too, pointing out everything worth
seeing, with a few notes of general interest, followed of ten by some
personal anecdote. I was a breathless, wide awake and yes, almost sober
fan by the time we returned to the Alexandria a couple of hours later.

Here I attended the weeting the members of the cult had called.,
This is an offsuoot amateur publishing association which. has a highly
integrated clique of wewmbers, never exceeding thirteen in numgber. For
some reason, I'd got in the Cult two years previously, and had been
strugegling to keep up with the fortnightly circulating magazine ever
since. It was a nice and inforaal necting, with many sidetracks and
much personal conversation. The wain discussion centered around who
would act as official Arbiter, the Cult's head, now that Carl Drandon
had been revealed as a hoax.
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Anne Chaigberlain cornered me and showed me round the M3F room where
she piled my aris high with J3F fanzines and propaganda literature.
I signed ny naine to some foru, but refused point blank to jcin the
Tederation itself. Itve nothing against the N3F, except lacik of time
and burning - entuusiasw. I had previously considered the Tederation's
members to be a bunch of .stuifed sinirts but those memkers I met at the
Solacon showed me that such a generalisation is certainly ridiculous.

I escaped selling out to the 3™ by the skin of uy teeth and went
down to the convention hall where Rog Paillips was iioderating a fan
panel coupcsed of Nioger Sims and Dean iicLaughlin of Detroit and Ed4 Wood
and Sydney Coleuwan of Ciicago.- On the whuole tue speakers seemed to be
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