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RESOLUTION 2--A personally-oriented genzine (meaning there's non-editor-written material
somewhere in these pages. Whatever I can cajole my friends into contributing...) from
Jackie Causgrove, who now resides at 3650 Newton St., #15, Torrance, CA 90505. Yes,
that is a CoA, and yes, it is the second in the six months since the last issue. Details
are below. Available for the Usual or 50¢ (5/82.00). I had been tryzng for a quarterly

schedule, but... Do you really want to hear more fannish excuses? I'm blushing.
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This issue has been delayed for a multitude of reasons {(aren't there always?) and hes
been in the process of being "finished RealSoonNow" for some weeks now. Various things
have interrupted the flow of my fannish life; cons, visits, falling in love. Again.
(Shut up, Bowers!) Moving out here to the West Coast - a place I would never have seen
myself living in, and liking, until a few short months ago- really threw me for a loop
emotionally and every other way. But now that I've settled into our new apartment and
can feel At Home with Dave Locke, things should begin to level off. I somehow doubt
that my fanac will ever be at its old feverish pitch again, though I expect brief time
periods will occur when the old times will appear to be returning. Enthusiasms wax and
wane in cycles, but where my "low" point before always involved some fanac, nowadays
it's likely to mean none at all...unless you accept Tucker's definition that whatever
two fans can do together is fanac.

Regardless, Resolution is back, alive and well, as they say, and I apologize to any of
you who felt momentary doubt that it would appear again (tsk-tsk to all you doubters...)
or Vere beginning to wonder Whatever Happened To 0l1d Jackie?

When last many of ycu heard from me, I was dzep in the throes of learning to live in
the Big City, and surprised that I was not only coping (perhaps not overly well, but
coping nonetheless) but enjoying the life. I was born in Chicago and spent all but
a few rmonths of my life within a forty-mile radius of it. I 1like Chicago, I love the
Midwest; it's my Home Turf and alwayc will be to my mind. I love the fans I've left
behind me there and feel more than a bit wistful knowing that I will only be able to
see them once or twice a year and for a few short days even then. Other situations
have come to compensate for that lack, though. Not perfectly, but they do help ease
the pangs of homesiclkness which I feel every now and then. I'm a Midwest fan in my
heart and soul, though, and L.A. fandom cannot change that.

Of course, the biggest plus factor to life in California is the reason for moving out
here in the first place -~ Dave Locke. Friend, correspondent, occasional houseguest;
I've known and liked him for years. We're still friends, we still pen a now-and-then
note to one another, and have intensified the "guest" status to housemate. The status
of our affection has intensified, too, to the point that I sometimes wonder why on earth
we were wasting all that time. ¥Sigh*

Once more it's a period of changes. New beginnings, different surroundings, other
people, other climes. Separation from loved ones. Development of different outlooks
and life styles. Curses aside, the times are interesting, and I love living 'em!
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Thg summer of 77 was a hectic one for me. It seems there was always something fannish
501ng on, anq I spent most of the months of June, July and August eitherrstrui'-outl'

in a_depre531onlfrom being strung out. I tried to pack too much into MysSRRee %ime Ord
the strain had to show somewhere. My emotions were as steady as a rollercoaster ’Hzgf
the @i@e I didn't know how I felt about anything; myself, my surroundings, my friends
Itwaileither in love with the world, or didn't give a damn about it. Not’my‘USUal st&le'
at all. ‘

Conventions there were aplenty, and most of them were welcome tedium-breakers. Others .
were more cause for strain than enjoyment, but that was more due to the unsettled.éfate'
of my emotions than to the cons themselves. Looking back I find my memories very erratic.
Some cons I recall with crystal clarity; others, while I know I attended them, are but :
a blurred smear on my consciousness. Midwestcon, the last to held in the Quality Ihn “
falls into the middle ground. Parts I remember sharply, parts have simply faded into,
that odd mix I refer to as Con Blerge. The banquet stands out: Lou Tabakow, having
endured a year of punishment for daring to set a certain table of eight as last in line
flon an insufficiently fueled feast, had the serving order determined by a drawing of
lots, with small gifts of wine and such tossed in at intervals. I haven't been to a

more enjoyable banquet in years. Hope future Midwestcon banquets can be half as good...

Hippotocon came off well. Small, and quite dwarfed by its hotel, it was an occasion

for seeing and visiting o0ld friends - all except Pro GoH Bob Tucker,-who was stuck with
a broken-down truck a mere sixty or so miles from home after seven hours on the road.

A Nice Time Was Had By All, as they say, and the hours spent around the pool, in the
bar, and having dinner (thanks again for the treat, Sid!) in the multi-tiered restaurant
will ‘be fondly remembered for years.

Archon was a surprise. Not only had I not expected to be able to attend st o 3k el ehal g
really expect to enjoy it if I did somehow manage to get there. As a last-minute im-
pulse, Midge Reitan and I rented a Pacer and drove (through a miserable rain) down to
St. Louis. I was tired and cranky and quite broke when we arrived. Midge wasn't much
better off. We had a riotously good time.- :Tucker and Madman Riley , and Glicksohn and
Brazier - far too seldom-seen at cons, Rusty and the Haldemans...all added to the fun.
Had a grand time at the Poker table - even if we did run into a fan from Wisconsin who
seemed to feel his markers needn't be redeemed... Drove back with extra people in the
Pacer - Neil Rest and Karen ??? who needed a lift into Chitown, and that made:the trip
back far more fun than it would have been. Especially considering the fact of my hang-
over and Karen's great driving ability. Thanks again! : e

What to say about Autoclave? So many fans went there with trepidation: it had been so
good last year - it's first - that many were afraid it would be a let-down this time.

It wasn't as good as the one in '76, but it certainly didn't miss the mark by much.

A fanzine fans®’convention is needed, and Autoclave filled the requirements delightfully.
I was shocked and honored by being asked to act as Fan GoH at Confusion during the first
night partying in the con suite - Larry Tucker can be so persuasivel - and that colored
the entire weekend for me. I was so far Up I went out of sight, and then came crashing
down later on. Friends are fabulous though; they helped and, most important, Understood.
Midge, Jon and Joni, Mike, Lou...thanks. .

The weekend following Autoclave was supposed to be devoted to Rivercon. Instead, a fan
friend from California, in town on business, came by to stay the weekend and see Chicago
and what fans were left in it during the Louisville event. That turned into a two-week-
end visit - due to a little schedule re-arranging suggested by :a co-worker of Dave's -
and into something far more by the end of that period. One month later I was flying out
to California, having sent the bulk of my books and belongings by UPS ahead of me and
hoping my .other belongings would soon catch up by truck. : : #

The month between was a frantic time. Elation, depression, joy and sadness all got into
a snarled Knot. People like, again, Midge and Jon and Joni and Yale and Dana and most
of all Dave himself helped ease the turmoil and smooth out the bumps. Ann Cass pitghed
in despite being somewhat miffed &t my "abandonment" once again of Windycon (which turned



out just fine, thank you, without my assistance), and supplied her VW for various trips
to and fro, finally serving as "'taxi" to O'Hare when the time came to leave.

I'd never taken an airplane trip before. To be sure I'd ridden in small planes, a few
laps over the field sort of thing, but never boarded a large, commercial aircraft. To
my surprise, I was a bit nervous about the whole thing. Not because of any fear of fly-
ing - or even because of any second thoughts about moving out here - but due to simple
ignorance of what was expected of me. I kept questioning Ann and Ben Zuhl about what

to do once I boarded. They weren't of much help. Try explaining some very familiar
action or activity to someone who has no idea at all of what it's like. 0Odds are that
you'll convey very little solid information.

Gulping down my worries, I gave out farewell hugs and kisses and bravely strode on board.
My seat number was engraven on my memory, but no one told me where to find the numbers.
Desperately, my eyes flicked back and forth the width of the cabin, trying to spot some
sort of sign or legend that bore any similarity to the numerals on my ticket. About
midway down the aisle, I relievedly spied little figures set into the arms of the seats.
One possible embarrassment avoided. Warily watching the other passengers, I discovered
how one stows one's carry-on luggage in the overhead racks, how to hook up the headphones
for the stereo, how to unlatch and open up the serving tray-table from the seat ahead.
Oh, all sorts of esoteric knowledge became mine on that flight.

Unfortunately, one experience 1I'd hoped to enjoy - that of seeing the country from aloft ~
was impossible. .That comes from taking 10:30 p.m. flights. I saw a few lights, a lot
of thunder and lightning storms from afar. Those were lovely, tinting the clouds with

a weird orangey glow, but about the only items of interest to watch from the miniscule
windows. I read the airline magazine, skimmed a couple fanzines I'd brought along, and
dozed off a few minutes - somewhere over Nevada, I'd guess. The cabin was kept dark,

no announcements were being made by the Captain - out of consideration for those who
wanted to nap, and I felt funny being only one of two people awake on the plane. (1
imagine the other wide-awake passenger was slightly discomfitted by such socially abber-
ant behavior, too. His light would be switched off, then on again, not in sequence with
mine, so it looked as if we were passing Morse Code signals down the cabin...)

At last the concentration of lights on the ground below began increasing, and I could
feel the plane slow in its flight. I don't care what they tell you; airplanes do so
have brakes while aloft. You can feel them being applied. Once or twice during our
approach of LAX, I'd be willing to swear in court that we came to a dead halt. A very
unsettling sensation for the neophyte passenger, believe me.

Once we touched down, I grabbed y flight bag, shopping bag, and fuzzy frog (a gift that
Midge and I had gotten for Martha during Archon) and traipsed gaily up the passageway.

I spotted Dave before he saw me (it's a wonder he didn't hear me first - that damn frog
had a jangle-box inside it and after trying various perching places for it, I finally had
to let it bounce free at the end of its elastic cord. It made for unusual sound effects
while walking...) and grinned. My debut as a member of the flying public had passed
without trauma.

Downstairs, at the luggage-loading area, we both stood with sweaty palms, watching the
suitcases and boxes come tumbling down the conveyer belt. We weren't worried about my
suitcase or the box of last-minute odds-n-ends and books, but seeing how those parcels
and cases were jounced and tumbled about planted deep fears about the safety of my Ges-
tofax. To my immense relief, the cobbled-together box I'd fixed for it seemed none the
worse for the careless handling. We loaded up Dave's Vega, and took off for my new home.

Dave suggested stopping off for a bite to eat en route, and we cut off the freeway and
drove down a wide, tree-lined boulevard. As we passed darkened store Dave commented
that that area was a bad one in which to travel at night, and I'd best avoid it. It
looked like a peaceful suburban area to me, and I asked why it was so dangerous.

At the véry next intersection, we came upon a scene right out of The BlueKnight. A car,
its radiator spewing steam and smoke, was embracing a telephone pole. Squad cars were



circled round it like Constoga wagons during an injun raid in the movies. Cops were all
a?ound, guns drawn, some holding tear-gas grenade launchers, some with shot guns and
rifles. Dazzling~white lights pierced the night-time gloom and mingled with the rising
steam and smoke to give the whole area an unreal, unearthly effect. "Come out with your
hgnds up!” one cop called over a bullhorn. An arm dangled out from the smashed—up car's
window, its wrist hanging limp. No one was moving in that wreck. I gulped as I realized
that the Vega was right in the line of fire. Cooly, Dave pulled into the intersection,
waited for another shocked driver to move by, and turned left.

"DhatCs whi, !t heysedd:

After that sort of greeting, I really needed the double Southern Comfort I ordered at the
restaurant we stopped at, in fact, it took two. i '

After that initiation, there was little Southern California could toss in my direction

in the way of marvelous sights or outstanding greetings. Dave's taken me through the
mountains north of L.A. (which are beautiful and worth seeing again and again) and south
into the more barren but still dramatic rolling hill country between here and San Diego.
We've viewed parks and arboretums and gotten our feet wet in the Pacific. The only sight
that's even remotely approached the impact of that first night was a tableful of costumed
fans in the restaurant at LosCon, but as I said, it was a poor second. i

Somehow I've gotten the reputation of being rather unappreciative of fandom's California
contingent, and I guess it's duly earned. =Welcome to the zoo,¥ Bruce Pelz commented

to me on the phone, ®Wait til you see all the cages.® I haven't, as yet, and am not
really certain that I want to. The occasional Petard meeting serves as sufficient in-
person fanac, and I've only attended two "open" all-fan activities - a party at the
Pelz's and a three-hour drop-in visit at LosCon. Perhaps once I become acquainted with
more people out here I'll find more kindred souls, but at the moment I'm just a Midwest
Fan-In-Exile. '

During my early weeks here, in fact, I felt as if a bit of Midwest Fandom had gotten
itself transposed somehow. Tucker was visiting for a few weeks in the area, and Martha
Beck was still tending her sister-inlaw's apartment building. My Mom even flew in for

a three-week visit with my brother - someone whose acquaintanceship I was surprised to
find myself pleased with remaking. For the first month I think I only met two "natives";
everyone else was from back home!

This is not imply that there aren't any Worthies out here, only that in the sheer mass
of numbers of West Coast fen, they appear to be even a rarer species than they actually
are. Mary Beth Colvin, a former Midwesterner and fanne from Way Back When, helped Bob
Tucker host a sort of '"Thank you" party, wherein were gathered in most of the fen who
had greeted him during his trundles through the area during his Aussiecon trip. Dave
helped out with a list of names and addresses, and soon were gathered on Mari Beth's
delightful Eagle Rock aerie-cum-patio a group of Super Neat fen to rival even the live-
liest Midwest party. Tucker and Mari Beth, of course, Dave and myself (coff), Dean Gren-
nell, Walt Leibscher, Cy Condra, Dave and Marcia Hulan, Len and June Moffatt, Tina and
Ed Joneg, Frank Robinson, Earl Kemp(who was up from San Diego to visit Martha), Martha,
Mari Beth's daughter and husband, cops, almost forgot Jean Grennell and Billy! We all
lounged about, munchies to ease our hunger pangs, oceans of bheer, wine and booze to
assuage our thirsts, and the mountains and far away 41 ghit's . -bf LeA., to (£il) the ejpess. A&
fine party and one I'm not likely to forget. !

Though we see the Hulans and the Atkins (Lon and Kathy and theirs and Dave Hulan's girl,
Rachel as well as their own daughter, Dawn) fairly frequently, and the Grennells a bit
‘less so, Dave and I spend most of our time simply being with each other. Perhaps it's
Just a stage we're going through, but one that's been going on and growing on for four
months now, with no end in sight. It's difficult indeed to describe just what we do -
asides from the obvious, of course = we sit and talk, laugh a lot, listen to records,
read - to ourselves and to each other - I carve and paint and draw (though, regretfully,
not very much) and Dave types and we just groove on being together. This fascination
period has to end, naturally enough, but neither of us is in any hurry StEne, alig. go) | 6le). iy



Despite the lapse in fanning, or at least the by-mail vaeriety, I haven't forgotten any
of you, and it's only when I glance at the calendar that it dawns on me how long it's
been since I managed a‘somewhat regular schedule of publishing and letter-writing. It
mey be that those days will never return, or it may be that once this Period of Adjust-
ment is over the threads can be picked up again. Until that happenstance, though , this
will have to suffice for many of you who are owed - both letters and calls, but mostly
thoughts... :

I remember the ghood times we've enjoyed together - at Wilcon, for instance, where I
doubt there's been a better weekend spent in the company of fannish friends yet. Or the
dinner Yale and Dana took me to for my birthday - a 10 course Chinese feast! The on-
the-spur-of-the-moment get-togethers for a meal or dinner or just to talk. Those are
the sort of memories a person can't put behind them, and those are the sort of recol-
lections I hope to keep about 1977. It was a hell of a year, all right, but a damn good
one besides.

And now it's already 1978. The holiday season is over, Brian - my youngest - who came
in for a week's stay over the school vacation, is gone and Dave and I are resuming our
usual life, only now with a even deeper sharing of things done together. (My feet will
never forget Disneyland - and thanks for those extra tickets, Martha, Mike and Deb! -

I didn't realize at the time that I'd ever use them, but they came really in handy as a
budget stretcher...) We've hosted our first party - a New Year Eves Eve affair - and
haven't eaten quite all of the leftovers yet (when will I ever learn to balance off the
guest list with the shopping list? I always go overboard or underboard. Never right on
the button!) but they're disappearing fast.

We're really looking forward to ConFusion, and with mixed feelings. I suspect on both
our parts. In my case, the qualms about going are mostly due to sheer nervousness at
the thought of GoHing again. I reiterate; I'm not an Up Front person, and the thought
of standing behind a podium still scares me half to death. But I'm looking forward to
seeing so many of you that, overall, I couldn't be more anxious to have time pass as
quickly es possible. Dave wants to meet this 'Midwestern' fandom I speak of so often,
and I would imagine is a trifle concerned about the mutual reactions that will occur.
I, naturally, have no worries on that score. ¥Coff#¥

One minor hassle I have to face is asking for yet more time off from my new job. I work
for Teleflorists' Inc. in the Directory department, where I more-or-less maintain a
giant Mailing List on computer-printed cards (wish I had a system like that...) and do
odd jobs like paste up card ads and handle customer complaints by phone. The work is...
well, work, but the company is an extremely nice outfit to work for. The people there
are friendly and outgoing and make a person feel welcome almost the moment the door is
opened. There are situations I've worked under where no matter how good, interesting or
easy a job was, the atmosphere about me made conditions intolerable. I'm glad to say
that such is not the case at this place! All you Florists out there (Randy? Are you
listening?), Join Teleflorists immediately! They are indeed, a nice Bunch.

Other than that, I haven't any particular horn to toot this issue. - Out of causes, I
guess. You should support, of course, the various fannish charities - TAFF and DUFF,
the Tucker Transfer, the Terry Jeeves Fund, whatever impoverished people you know who
could use a helping hand. Oh, you mean you're broke, too? Well, join the rest of us...

I suppose I should mention Star Wars, but it seems that everyone else has beaten me to
the punch - comes from missing publishing deadlines/schedules. I've seen it three times
and think that'll be it until it comes to TV. Fun, swashbuckling space opera, Just the
sort of SF that got me hooked way back when and both a visual and nostalgic kick. . But
now that Close Encounters of The Third Kind has come on the scene, SW has been pretty
well pushed from the forefront of my brain. That's an SF film, even if it's not touted
as such. The visual effects are stunning, and though the plotline has holes big enough
to drive herds of Mack trucks through, it still is gripping and titillating, particularly
to those of us who hope like hell that we are, indeed, not alone in this Universe. I
wasn't expecting much when I went to see it, but now I'm recommending it to everyone.
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. j[/?é Reviews

To belabor the obvious, I'm a bit behind in my locecing obligations. There was a time I'd
stay up until four or five ayem in order to, even temporarily, catch up with the ever-
mounting stack of fanzines. No more. It would take a fantastic amount of evenings
spent sitting hunched over a typewriter until dawn before I'd make a sizeable dent a8
the pile of fmz beside me now, and I don't feel particularly keen on sacrificing even
one of my evenings now in that fashion. (The umpty-umpt hours I've spent on cutting
stencils for this gave me pause; to spend more time than that on responding to, in some
cases, year-old zines seemed ridiculous to the extreme!) But faneds should have their
due, so I'm again adding a fmz review column to my zine in hopes of molifying any sore
or tender egoes which might be upset at my silence. . (I don't believe any of you really
fit that category, but, then, I don't know all of you as well as I know some of IR,

does that make any sense at all?) Whatever, onward to the first debt owed...
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FIRST CLASS (A.K.A. FREE FALL) David M. Vereschagin RR#2, New Sarepta, Alberta, CANADA
TOB 3MO0. |Irregular. Available for the usual For a fellow who was complaining rather
bitterly about the waste of tIme fanac represented, David apparently threw away a great
many of his precious spare-time hours on his zine. They definitely weren't wasted.

FIRST CLASS (#2) shows promisecof developing Into a terrific, well-done personalzine.
David mentions his hopes for a career in art, and while | haven't seen enough of his

work to judge the validity of that hope, he shows a definlte knack for graphic design

and a good grasp of layout in this isse. He discusses his split with the co-editor of
ANTARES in some detail and his vocational ambitions in the first portion and devotes

the second to letters of comment on the first Issue (which | wish | saw; from the reac-
tlons he drew, It must have good...). The use of liberal amounts of white space and a
large assortment of illos make FIRST CLASS a bit leaner of a zine than you'd first think
from its page count, but It's still worth getting. In FREE FALL (the third Issue of FS,
states .the colophon - whether this ls a temporary or permanent change of title Is not
explained) David switches to an on-stencil| format (or first-draft; methinks both issues
are offset, although, again, he doesn't say so) and handles it quite well. He discusses
his feelings of trying to cope with success and fallure from the angle of whether he was
"trying" or not. Apparently he learned a valuable lesson: relax and be yourself. His
natterings follow no path and lead nowhere In particular, but you find out more about

DMV than you did In FIRST CLASS. The locol Is slimmer this .Issue, but it is done In
micro-elite typeface and could be deceptive In that regard. Good work, David; hope
future issues continue to improve and are as Interesting to read as these were.
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MYTHOLOGIES Don & Sheila D'Ammassa 19 Angell Drive East Providence, Rl 02914. Sched-
ule is (hopefully) quarterly and the zine is avallable for the usual or $1 on a one-time
basis. MYTHOLOGIES Is my Guilt-Zine. | love reading It, and find Don to be @ most stim-
ulating writer and letter-column editor, but | find myself unable to LoC It... | did,
once to an embarrasingly long degree, a few times, but MYTHOLOGIES Is more than a bit
intimidating. The femptation Is not to merely LoC but write a thesls on whatever topics
Don. chooses to feature in that Issue. Don loves the written word - his zine has no art
except what appears on the cover and ToC page, although that Is of top quality - and 3
packs the hefty page-count of his zine -with thousand upon thousands of the Iittle beggers.
Trouble Is, they're all intriguing and lead your mind to wander on pathways that end up
taking huge chunks of time out of your |ifetime. |f you should be daring enough to sit



down at a typer and respond to these provocative subjects, your expended time could

eventually total in the dozens of hours. | won't Iist what the two Issues | have on
hand discuss, get them and read them for yourself. Guarantee; you'll find your fingers
itching to pound out a ten-page LoC, too! Then you'll know how | feel!
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SCINTILLATION Carl Bennett P.0. Box 8502 Portland, OR 97207. Quarterly, offset.

$3.50 per year or $1.25 per lIssue, or for a printed LoC. Carl began his fanzine as a
small, quarter-page size (though still offset) bit of fluff called DORK-PIZZLE. [+ was
mosfly humor, with some odds and ends tossed in for change of pace. DORK has grown up.
With this issue (#11) Carl has announced that SCIN no longer fits the "fanzine" category
and should now be labelled a "magazine”. So be it. | still think of it as a fmz, and
It will be hard to break that habit. SCIN boasts good writing throughout, a meaty let-
ter column (full of pro and con comments on almost everything, ranging from John Shirley
to and through John Shirley, at least It seemed so this issue), book reviews, sercon

articles, some poetry - whatever strikes Carl's fancy at the moment. | don't know how
successful Carl will be at reaching his ambition for SCIN, but he's giving it one hell
of a good try. | enjoy the zine, | enjoy it one heck of a lot. But | don't know If I'd

be willing to part with $1.25 fo read it. That's something many of us will find out...
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JABBERWOCKY James A. Hall #5-202 St. Anthony Ave. Winnipeg, Manitoba R2V Or7 CANADA
No stated schedule. Mimeo. Avallable for 50¢, the Usual, or old 45 rpm records. |f

you haven't stumbled (or had thrust upon you) across an Issue of a fmz from one of the
growing numbers of Decadent Winnipeg Fandom y@d/#é fdéky 11's pretty hard to describe
what one is like. You'd have to see one to know what | mean. Seldom has so inbred a
group risen so quickly in the ranks of fandom. JABBERWOCKY isn't precisely typical of
the group, but then, none of them are preclisely like the others once you've seen them
all, yet they have something akin to each other. Perhaps it's the writers: this Issue,
(#1, | think) they are the ‘editor, Randy Reichardt, Stu Gilson and Tony Dalmyn - with a
slight touch of Garth Danielson. I|f that sounds like a famillar |ine-up, then you already
are acqualinted with DWF, and | have no further need to continue. |f, by some wild chance
you don't know whereof | write, then by all means, order a copy. More personal (in a way)
than WINDING NUMBERS, neater (by a light year or so...) than BOOWAT, JABBERWOCKY gives a
solid sample of what's golng on In that cold, distant city to the North.
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DRIFT Gary Farber No address glven. Not Generally Available, but good old fanzines,
LoCs, articles, artwork and a multitude of Other Things will/might put you on the mal |-
ing list. No schedule given: Gary puts an issue out when he's ready to, and no sooner.
Gary, hip member of ShortHyperFastTaslking Fandom (if | have it down right...), rambles
on about whatever's going through his head when he faces the blank stencils. [t shows
the sponteneity that only on-stencil writing can give, and It's often very good, Indeed.
Gary also shows that Bll|l Bowers hasn't gotten the market cornered on Esoteric Comment-
Making. He also tosses in pleces, some new, some reprints, done by other people, but
DRIFT has the feel of a genulne Personalzine, even though it doesn't strictly meet the
criteria. Thls Issue, he reprints a Walt Willis plece from 1954 (from what zine -HYPHEN?
Gary didn't say) that had me laughing out loud while reading it on a public beach: |
called Dave in from frolicking In the surf so | could read it fo him; runs an ALJO
SVOBODA (! Mighod, he has come back!) article that (sort of) recaps his fannish career,
adds a few LoCs , though no Locol as such, but mostly just talks about himself and his
friends and fandom-as-he-sees-if+. Neat reading, but not advised for those new to fan-
zines. |f's that esotericism, you see. Some might have a bit of difficulty with I+.

R el R R R S e e O T i I AL A Tt SN SOPEE ST SR SREe S
QOPS! ' Gary did so give an address. The last page was lodsened In the shuffle and was
misplaced, tha's all. Apologies.  GARY FARBER 1047 East 10th St. Brooklyn, NY 11230.
* * 3¢, S * * W 1 e * * %5 1% * S e s) % = T 3 [ D€ A i Wtk o 3144106
GENRE PLAT Allyn Cadogan & Bl Gibson, with Others. 1916 W. 15th Ave. Vancouver, B.C.
v6J 2L3 CANADA. Quarterly. Mimeo. $1 per issue, or substantial letter of comment,
accepted contribution, pre-arranged trade. | have another issue of this zine around here
somewhere, but Lord knows where | could lay my hands on it at the moment. Doesn't mat-
ter, though. GENRE PLAT started from a high plateau, the second issue wasn't all that
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much different from the first; not In the ways that count, anyway. It sets off with a
dual-written editorial (done in two typefaces so you can sort out the persons responsible)
offers a doug barbour piece that discusses his love of music, particularly jazz, and

tles It In with his love of sf In a most cunning way, bounces to a book review, then
careens off a "scholarly' retrospective of LOTR, and dribbles into a scattering of art-
Icles that touch on films, fandom and ghod-knows-what. There's some art - some cribbed
from vintage books or magazines to judge by their appearance, decent layout, and a lot
of ‘obvious talent and enthusiasm in the zine. By all means, get a copy and try It. |It's
an example of what the word 'genzine" really means.
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SELDON'S PLAN Alicla Madarasz & Cy Chauvin. Wayne Third Foundation, Box 102 SCB, Wayne
State University, Detroit, MI 48202. $1 and (I guess) the Usual. | have no ldea just
who Is responsible, but this zine has done the biggest turn-around of any | have ever
seen. SELDON'S PLAN was a fairly typlcal club-zine - which usually means a fmz one step
beyond the crudzine class. |t depended on how talenfed the people in the club were as

to just which direction - to or away from cruddiness - that step was taken. #41 is In

no way a crudzine, nor anywhere near that class. Done In two sections, SP deals with a
serious toplc that's been talked about for some time now in fandom - Sexism - and touches
on more stfanal sercon topics in the second part. Though 1t does give a definite line

of demarcation that almost feels like it's two zines simply bound as one, the two-section
concept works and works well. There's seriousness and humor, bitterness and not too

much warmth (but consider the topic...) In the Sexism section, and an interview (with
Braln Aldiss), book reviews, a discussion on Doris Lessing and letters In the SF part.
Doris Lessing and SF? Well...it's written by an SF fan. SELDON'S PLAN #41 can stand

by itself as a good, solid genzine. | can only hope that future issues follow a similar
er:' 1Ay S et g0 e L T W e S RO R e e T T T g, e T e
MAD SCIENTIST'S DIGEST Brian Ear! Brown 5521 Elder Road, Mishawaka, IN 46544. Mimeo.
Available for the Usual or 75¢. Brian's been playing around with color covers for his
zlne, but he's really outdone himself this time. A flive-color mimeo job with well-nigh
perfect registration is a mark hard for anyone fo beat. As for the contents, this issue,
#3, featured the "mundane" side of life by its contributors. Brlan talked about his job,
at a highly=-polluting iron company; Sandl Lopez, Avedon Carol, and Victoria Vayne discuss
theirs (at a pin-ball parlor, a a Feminists' Free Clinic, and a patent-medicine company,
respectively), Victoria, again, writes on fudge and its effects on fannish sensibilities,
while Cy Chauvin reveals All about his "fakefan" friend, Paul Madarasz, Murray Ward says
a bit about a book series and John Benson writfes about this-n-that. X*phew* A lot of
wordage}'and most of it flrst-rate.  Fans, -even when.writing about thelr "mundane” sides,
cannot help but add interesting filllps or write from unusual angles. Brian calls this

his All=Mundane Issue, but If you think that means Boring, you're wrong...
37 e T3, S e L S L KPS TIES e =3¢ * e LT Vil A RIE=Ie LA AT ST EETE f Tt oabh ATEL O SNl AR T

FEAR_AND LOATHING (IN THE NIGHTTIME) lra M. Thornhill 1900‘Perdido St. Apt B97, New
Orleans, LA 70112 offset/mimeo. Available for the Usual , 3/$1.00 USA (2$1.00 foreign).
Irregular. 1 suppose FALITN would have to be classifled as a personalzine, though Ira

has had outside contributions in It (at least | think | remember so from before). He is
a relatively new fan, and one of the warmest, cuddllest teddy-bears to come down the pike
since Randy Bathurst came along. (He's a mite smaller than Randy, so perhaps he'd be
more |like a koala bear...) lra's pleased with fans and fandom, and uses his zine as &
means of communication with what he considers as his friends, not merely readers. This
issue, #2, he touches on some darker events/thoughts in his life, yet hls basic attitude
of friendliness and enthusiasm toward his fellow man comes through quite strongly. He
has expressed hope that NOLA fandom could somehow be transformed into a Midwestern-type
group and, if anyone could do It, he just might be the one. Worth a look-see if you like
the feeling of getting to know another human being better through his/her writing.
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Mis-Con-Ceptions

by J@mi@t@p:ﬁ

The othen day 1 picked up @ fanzine that someone had Left Lying on the ottoman, and
found Lt to be a mene seventeen yeans old. On page elght of that venerable fanzine
therne was a questionaine which sought to explore the differnences between fanzine fans
and convention fans. 1t was Frank Deitz' intention that the results of this poll would
be proof positive that there was a Lot mone crossover than most fans thought.

Reading it planted a gemm of an Lidea which has grown into a suggestion. A suggestion
which may mean hadical surgeny for fandom. 1 would Like to propose a Workdcon fanzine.
Befone evenyone groans on panics, however, Let's take a guided tour through the thought
procesdes whicn Led me to believe that there 48 a need for such a maforn change.

1 comsdden £t disappointing that 1 have no idea of what the nesuwlts o4 that poll were,
but in a way the answens would be of academic internest. Fon those who haven't noticed,
fandom has grnown one hell of a Lot since Februany of 1960. Had I answered that poll
back then, 1 would have done 40 as a ganzine fan. 1 had yet to go Lo my 4wt conven-
tion. Now, 4§ 1 werne Zo respond Lo such a poll, it would be as a convention gan. Re-
gandless of how much crossovern there was back then, it would seem obuious that there
18 Less connection between fanzine fans and convention fans now. The results of that
poll woulkd be quite differnent in 1977 than they would have been in 1960.

That was the yean 1 attended and wonrked on my §finst convention, a Worldcon. There werne
a Lot of people 1 necognized from the fanzines 1 had been reading. 1 was familian with
them because off that neading and the revense was also true: they knew me through my
fanzine activity. Today a convention roster wouldn't show many names ghown familian
from ganzines.

Back zhen, the only way you heard about conventions was through the fanzines on from
someone who had attended one. Today the bulk of the §irnst-timens at a con were drawn
thene via the news media, SF magazines, LOCUS, ALGOL on mass-circulation fanzines.

Whike neading Zthat 1960 ganzine 1 had on my desk a Letfen fnom Joan Henke Woods, whose
ginst con was Big Mac. She won a costume award there. She has been getting hen con-
vention infornmation grom LOCUS and has been attending most of the regionals.

At Autoclave, Rusty Hevelin made her stand up and be recognized. Until then, with a

This points up, 4in my mind, the fact that gfandom has grown with great speed these past
few yearns, noticable mainly in escalating convention atfendance figures. Conventions
are becoming Lange fornests, and some people can only view them as forests. In a micno-
cosm, they can't see the trnees. Fandom 4is ghowing A0 fast, particularly on the con
cirncudt, that some cities put on conventions wherein they have thein own BNFs, their
own thaditions, and their own gestalt. Quite independant from fandom-at-Lange.

A presumption should be entered at this point. 1 believe that the glue which holds
jandom togethen has always been the fanzines. They are a constant which have atfways
been with us, and within which we find the neflection of all fannish internests. .This
doesn' £ mean that 1 personally view fanzine fandom as nepresenting the ultimate Zevel
o4 ganac, but I do view it as the binding which keeps the whole book togethen.
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Because of the napid. growth within fandom, there .are now two diverging areas of fannish
interest:  ganzine fandom and convention fandom. Due o sheer numbers, and the pace
0§ it akl, thene is Less overlap between the two than thenre used o be. : :
Rather than seeing this as an unnecessdry on even uninteresting by-product of the pass-
ing of time, 1 Zhink we should view £t with the regard that we ane all missing something.
What we are missing 44 an dnfonmation glow and a cross-participation that could benegit
both these majon facets of gandom.

1 believe that the Fan Hugo awands, 4in some ways, have been an indicatorn that there are
increasing numbers of fans who have Little on no familiarnity with ganzines. Who do you
hink keepsd putting LOCUS on the ballot? Why do A0 many convention fans keep voting
gon 4? LOCUS, while a valuable publication, 48 obviously not the best fanzine to
anyone familan with fanzines. 1t isn't even the only newszine around. But, 4§ you are
a convention fan and LOCUS 48 the only fanzine you get or know about, and Lf you want
to 8L out that ballot... 1t (s stated nowhere on that ballot that one must be quali-
fied to vote 4in any given category, and as the yearns pass Lt 45 painfully and proghess-
Lvely mone apparent that gewer and fewer Workdcon attendees, on a natio basis, are even
neasonably well vensed with fanzinesd. .

Do the benefits of a Workdcon §anzine suddenly starnt popping Linto your mind? Anre you
getting a glimpse of the purpose of my suggestion?

I propose a fanzine £fo be issued by the Worldcon Committee and sent to the Wornldeon
membenshidp, §inanced by membership fees. Ideally, each concom would produce two Lssues,
the material fon each being selected on a different basdis.

Notice that 1 do not suggest a board, on separate onganization Zo produce this ganzine.
The Lasit time a separate organization was gfonmed £ proved to be very good at nechrudting
people into itself and not to fandom as a whole. 1In 1961 a group of fans decided to trhy

to bninﬁ&éome Life back into that ornganization and all sonts of BNFs wenre sdigned up gor
membership:. They all got 'Welcome to Fandom' Letterns from the Welcommittee.. .

The N3F serves a purpose and a function, but it became a Universe unto itself. That's
why 1 wouldn't propose a separate Boand on group to handle a Vornkdcon fanzine; Lin time
At Zoo would become inghown and an entity unaware of anything beyond itself.




This Wonkdeon fanzine should contain Ain its §inst issue a selection of ant and written
material neprinted, with proper permission, from ganzines pubfished in the yean prion

to the Wonkdcon. The Workdeon Committee would choose the editorn(s), and contents would
be at the editor(s) discretion, although Limited to material chosen §rom genenally avail-
able fanzines. As a yarndstick, the proporntion of serious to fannish material should
eflect that which was in existance duning the yean §rom which the matenial is selected.
This matenial should also be credited in such a way that convention members would have
the information needed to send fon copies of particular fanzines from which maternial

was selected. The editorns of those fanzines should be contacted and details on the
cwuient avalability of each be 4ncluded.

The second-issue of this Workdeon fanzine should be sfated fon publication aften the
final bakloting forn the FAAn Awands. The purpose should be obuious: fanzine fans,
through the FAAn Awands, have chosen what they comsiden fo be the Best within thein own
fdeld. This 'Best', the wrniterns and artists nominated that yean, could be contacted
and allowed £o choose material wiich they feel represents thein best effornts from the
yearn in question for the second Wonldcon fanzine. Fanzine fandom would select its best
writens and antists, and then those people would select what they consider thein best
material, which would then be presented to the Workdcon membership as nepresenting the
cream 0f fanzine efforts. Once presented, 4t would create an Lmpetus forn intenested
convention fans, particularly those whe basically on totally are unfamiliarn with f§an-
zine writing and llustrating, to request fanzines and, perhaps, get into them and the
whole diffenent area of fonac they represent.

When you ginst think of £t, this proposal seems radical, but it's not as nadical as it
appeans. Put into operation, all those people at thein fiust convention will have a
pictune of the intenests of fandom and of where they might §it in. 1§ nothing else, Lt
might get them asking a few questions of the others anound then. 1t seems wornthwhile
o give fan waiting and fan <Llustrating the attention they deserve amid this new expan-
sdon of convention mania. 1t should help put some Lost values back into the Fan Hugos,
while showing new convention fans (and some of the older ones foo) what oun noots ane.
1t should help maintain oun trhaditions, and pique {ntenest 4in fanzine fandom which may
be also be provided with fresh necudits from the nanks of convention fandom. A Worldeon
janzine could provide the vehicle which would allow more crossover, monre contact, be-
Aveen these two "fandors™.

A fanzirve such as this could be a beacon for people Like Joan Wood:r  Fandom, of all
thivgs, cold and Loiely? Ourn fannish trhaditions and values could be preserved and 4§
only a small fraction of a Wornldcon's membenship were to enjoy and appreciate and even
perthaps Leann a Litile §rnom Lt, this Wornkdcon fanzine would be irvaluable.

In Zime, perhaps, newen fans would be able to attend thein §inst convention and, Like

1 did 4n 1960, meet people the ginst time thet they already knew thacugh the printed
page. They could vote mone krowledgably in the fan cotegonies and at Least become a bit
acquainted with another, huge, §iefd of {arac. Convention fandom would benefit, and
fanzine fandom foo. Sune, ther2's a Lot of work and planning invofved, but with those
possible nesults, Lt ceitoinly secms wesrth a thy.

--Joni Stopa
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A brief note of comment to the above article is in order. Joni handed this to me Just
before I left Chicago. It was in first-draft form and che knew It required rewriting.
Unfortunately, it needed not only a rewrite, but far more space than I could allow it.
(She really wrote two articles, and the second may be in next issue...) Dave did the
first edit and rewrite on it, and then I had a crack at it, being more familiar with
Joni's style. As should be evpected, anything written by 'committee' suffered for it,
and much of Joni's tone and humorous interjection s are missing. Apologies, Joni....
but at least the meat of the Qiece, the Worldcon fanzine proposal, made it into print.:
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Close Enough for Fanivriting

by Dave Locke

It was an untypical day even for me, with so many battles. It was a plvotal day which
catapulted me back into the blandness of mundane routine because it wrapped up so many
loose ends. It was also the 13th of the month. Thursday the 13th. 'l keep an eye on

that date when it occurs again in April of 1978.

There were three major wars going on In my little cardboard world, none of which would
make even back-page news in the Times. But | had to live with them, so they were front-
page news to me.

On one battlefield | had long ago resigned myself to accepting the fact of Ilfe that |

am unlucky with automobiles. | had a Bulck that burned to the ground. | had a Lincoln
Capri that | couldn't keep in tires; at one point | had twenty flat tires in the space
of approximately two months, including two flat tires at the same time. | was one of

the first people in Schenectady, New York fo take delivery on a new 1966 Volkswagen,
which was the model where they changed the engine and transmission after having left
them untouched for several model years. The Volkswagen was in the shop seventeen times
in about two months, after having broken down while driving it home from the Dealer's.

Upon moving to California In 1968 | bought an Olds F-85 which ran out of gas a half-mile
from the Dealer's driveway. The needle on the gas guage was stuck on full. The car en-
joyed several visits back "home™ to the Dealer until | finally dumped it and bought a
new 1969 Toyota Corona, whose breakdown on the way home from the Dealer's was accompa-
nied by a spectacular sisxty-feet high plume of smoke coming from the engine Iid. It
then went through two automatic transmissions in 9000 miles. My next car was a Fiat 850
Spyder, which was at the Dealer's eleven times in two weeks, plus trips to other repair
places, before being universally declared as "unfixable" because no one could figure out
what was wrong with it. £ 4

Our story, on this battliefield, begins here. | decided to trade the Spyder in while It

was stitl able to move under its own power.
| went to a Chevy dealer and broused around his used-car lot. | decided fo avoid buying

another new car on the presumably sound basis that | was better off with someone else's
troubles than my own.

The salesman and | went for a test drive in a 1974 Vega GT, which ran out of gas Jjust
over a mile from the dealership. Somehow it seemed like an unauspiclious start. With
but one dime between us for a phone call (it was my dime), we toured the Harbor College
campus ‘unti| we located a phone booth hidden away where none but the Intrepid would ever
find 1t. Using my dime, the salesman bribed another salesman fo bring out a can of gas.

The gas was delivered, and the fellow who brought it immediately split. The can had a

leaky spout and almost as much went on the ground as in the tank. We saved a little to
prime the carburetor but unfortunately, upon lifting the engine lid, we found that the

alr filter didn't have a wing nut. The sucker was bolted on. We walked back to the

Dealership. | drove back home In my own car, and three drinks later, received a phone
call from the salesman saying the car was back and gassed up and ready to roll.
| bought it. ' ’

Two weeks later the engline blew up.
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It was a warranty repair, of course, but providing a loan car wasn't on the warranty.
Nor was it in the cards, because | didn't get one when | asked for it. Twelve days the
car was in the shop while they put In a new head and block. | walked for groceries. My
secretary, who lived a block away, ferried me fo and from the office. Without a car, |
caught up on a lot of fanac.

The night of Wednesday the 12th, | was told the car was ready, and | spent five minutes
on the phone slick-talking the service manager into sending someone out to pick me up.
They did that and | drove It the short distance home. | decided that on Thursday I'd
put the car through its paces to see if the service had been performed correctly.

That brings us up to Thursday the 13th, but only on one battlefield. There are two more.

When | moved from Duarte, Callfornia to Lomita, Ditto, | stayed with the United Califor-
nia Bank but changed branches. Service went from excellent at the old branch to abysmal

at the new. They didn't process my change of address for my Master Charge billings.
They didn't process my request for a new Balance Plus/Check Guarantee card (which can't
be transferred) until | bugged them on that, too; at which polnt they processed and ap-

proved the credit but neglected to order the card until a third follow-up on my part.

On Thursday the 13th it was my intention to finally drive to the bank and cash a large
check, which consisted of my part of the proceeds from the sale of the house in Duarte.
The check was written on another branch of the same bank. No problems were anticipated.
| made out a bank slip detalling how much was to go into checking, how much into sav-
ings, and a request for $200 in cash.

That sets the stage for the second battlefield. There's still a third.

Since moving fto Lomita, my cat had been driving me crazy, and bankrupt. Shambieau had
developed the hablt of standing on the john cover and, with one paw against the wall,
unrol ling part of a roll of bathroom tissue. Did you ever try to rewind bathroom tissue?

Discipline didn't work The more discipline | applied, the more bathroom tissue she'd
unrol | each day. | gave up on the discipline almost as fast as | gave up on trying to
re-roll the enormous loose end of the tissue.

There wasn't anyplace in the bathroom | could put .the tissue where she couldn't get at
it, but | figured | might break the hablt If | kept the paper out of her reach for a few
days. So | put the paper in a cabinet out In the hallway, which only made life a littie
difficult when I'd forget to retrieve it before entering the bathroom. Guests didn't
appreclate the plan, either.

My next scheme was to Iift the |id and the seat on
? the john, In hopes that a declawed cat couldn't bai-
§

ance itself too well on the thin porcelain rim. |
thought that perhaps a slip and a cold bath might do
wonders toward making her lose interest in the bath-
room tissue caper.

It didn't work. She balanced qulte nicely, thank you.

On the night of Wednesday the 12th, after having gone
through the better part of a case of toilet paper in
not much more than a week, a brilliant idea aroused

me out of a sound sleep. | leapt out of bed, rushed

# intfo the bathroom, and reversed the roll of paper so
that the loose end hung down against the wall Instead
of coming out over the top of the roll. My subcon-
scious had been working overtime on the image of a cat
leaning against the wall and unrolling bathroom tissue
with a downward motion of its paw, and had created the

brilliant concept that It would be much more difficult
for the cat to lean with one paw and push up on the
tissue to unroll it. | went back to bed and slept

melamammen coundly.



In the morning | walked Into the bathroom to find. the cat splnning the roli of tissue
around on Its holder, the loose end travelling right around with the rest+ of the rolf{.
| shaved, showered, and left for work with a smug smile on my face.

Later In the morning | was coming back from a short business trip and decided to swing
by my bank to cash that check. A

The teller asked me whether 1'd Ilke it deposited in my checking or savings account. |
pointed out that | wanted just what the sllp said: so much in the checking, so much in
the savings, and $200 cash back. Nope, said the teller: can't do it. Why not, | po-
ltely Inquired. Because, although they could verify that the funds were in the other
branch, it would take several days to verify the signature. My questions kept coming:
why dId they have to verify signature; wasn't the check presumed good uniess there was
adequate reason to think otherwise? No, when a check went over a certain limit, verifi-
cation of the signature was required. What was the limit? That was confidential infor-
mation. But, | said, | depositing virtually all of the check; everything but $200, which
was the only gamble the bank would be making, and | had more than that already on deposit
with them. Sorry, couldn't do It. Bank policy was that it all had to be deposited, and
it all had to be deposited in one account; either the checking or the savings. Which
would you like to do, Mr. Locke? 1'd like so much In the savings, so much In the check-
ing, and $200 cash back, please.

The teller consulted with the bank manager and came back to say no dice. Did | want I+
deposited (conditional upon verification of signature, of course) in the checking or the
savings? :

| thought about It for a minute. . I'm the type of person who doesn't get excited and
doesn't lose their tempter, but is willing to argue all day long If they think the goal
Is worth It. However, logic wasn't getting me anywhere, and | didn't have all day to
discuss the matter.

| decided to use not the squeaky wheel approach, but the broken wheel approach.  You may
have noticed that there Is a certain segment of the populace who have a tendency to get
thelr own way because they're loud and Insistant and unbending. | know |'ve noticed.
decided to emulate their approach.

| screémed and hollered and beat my fists on the counter, and demanded that I be glven
fair treatment and immediate service. b

f

Three minutes later the teller handed me a checking
deposit receipt, a posted savings account passbook,
and $200 in twenty-dollar bills. She also looked at
me a |ittle funny as | dropped the hardass routine,
casually thanked her, and walked away.

It was the first battle of ‘the day, and It was won.
It wasn't won In my style, nor a style that | very
much care for, but | walked away a winner. That was
just one battle, though. The war wasn't over.

The second battle came when | got into the car and
turned on the air conditlioner. |t was {ike an oven
in there from being parked in the noonday sun (in
January, yet. Such Is the ‘li.fe. in beautlful southern
California. However,: it did get so cold the other
night that | had to wear a shirt...).

The air conditioner just blew more hot air into the

car. | promptly drove back to the dealership and

explained the problem.

Could be one of several things, | was told. | should bring it in in the morning and
they'd have somebody drive me home. No dice. | told them, with my mind's eye on my
previous victory tactics, "l need the car tomorrow, and | need it an hour from now.



If you can't fix It In an hour, | need a loan car.” Sorry, no loan car, they said. And
they didn't know when they could fix it, but they might be able to scrounge up someone
to drive me home, if | were willing to hang around.

| exploded all over the Chevy dealership. | pointed out that they'd had the car only
two days less than I'd had it, and the only reason | was in here again was because some
pinbrain had forgotten to hook up the air conditioning when they'd R&R'ed the engine. |
was going fto get a loan car or 1'd put the Vega GT where it would give their proctolo-
gists a real challenge. It was a marvelous performance. | kind of expected a full
round of applause when It was flnished.

Instead, they gave me a loan car. | think they found it in a wrecking yard, but it was
still a loan car. | shifted the automatic trans into Drive and the knob on the floor-
stick came off in my hand, but it was still a loan car. It took me about three minutes

to maneuver the damned thing out of the ambush where they'd parked it, but | finally
extracted it and started driving out of the lot.

The service manager stood in the middie of the driveway. and flagged me down. They'd
fixed my air conditioning. No charge, naturally, and thank you sir for your patlience.
Off | went.

Two battles down. | felt deserving of a tickertape parade. '|'d bypassed bank policy
to get exactly the service 1'd walked in looking for, 1'd bought a used car and now |
had a brand new engine in it, and |I'd cleaned up some loose ends Iin record time.

That night | went home and saw no unrolled tissue on the bathroom floor. Battle number
three was progressing nicely. The cat smiled at me as | seated myself. |t was after |
zapped off two sheets from the roll that | promptly noticed each sheet had a large hole
right in the middle of 1+t.

The cat had chewed through the roll in two places, then pushed the chewings behind the
John.

| considered screaming and hollering and beating my fists over the bathroom tissue inci-
dent, but decided the results wouldn't be worth it. | might have momentarily scared the
cat, but the next day she would've eaten my foot.

Today | have an.empty tollet tissue dispenser next to the john, and a full one which |
mounted on the inside of the door Just high enough to be out of reach for any resident
four-legged animals.

Life has, since that Thursday the 13th, settled into the comfortable but unexciting
mundanity of routine.

. There were many great lessons to be learned that day. |I've itemized some of them.

i Lk If you aren't prepared to be indignant over unfavorable bank policlies, be sure not
i to bathe for a week and don't forget to eat lots of |imburger cheese and garlic
before approaching the teller. They'll do anything just to get rid of you.
2 The only calm and civilized way to handle car dealers Is to move halfway between
your place of employment and a supermarket, and buy a bicycle.

3, If your cat is a bathroom tissue junkie, be sure to rent an apartment with an ex-
tra room that you can give to the cat. Otherwise you have no cholce other than to
put Its litterbox In your bathroom and buy tissue from a wholesale distributor.

4. As an alternative to number three, you might consider toilet-training a caT. This
might give It a more responsible attitude toward the subject of bathroom-tissue
vandal ism.

Well, two battles out of three. That's not too bad.

--Dave Locke--

/6



HARRY WARNER, JR
423 Summit Ave.
Hagerstown, MD 21740

(9-20-77) Fandom is a wonderful
way to retain some amount of flex-
ibility when a multiplicity of
years encourages me to grow in-
creasingly rigid. All I need do
is keep firmly in mind that even
though a fan's name is new and the
address is too new to be even in-
cluded in the colophon, I needn't
write a loc commending the fan on
putting out a fine first issue,
welcoming her to fandom, and ex-
pressing confidence that she will
soon become well known because of
this encouraging start. After
adjusting to this series of
changes, I feel as loose as a
goose.

In any event, I hope things
are going fine for you in Cali-
fornia, wherever you are (I don't
have a map sufficiently indexed
for me to find Lomita, but I sus-
pect from the zip code that it
isn't too far from Los Angeles).

Once again Derek's cover is

“a thing to marvel and admire and
wonder at. I'm sure I don't com-
prehend some of the in-group sym-
bolisms in it, and I'm not sure
how Freudian it's all supposed to
be, but I like it enormously.

His article is the most
frightening thing I've read since

The Shining. I have this fear of motor vehicles, you see, and the only accident I've
had in almost thirty years of driving came when I banged up a fender after skidding on
an icy patch and hit a car which had stopped ahead of me. What seems to have been at '
least partly fun and games for the participants strikes me as a logical encore to the
things described in Lovecraft's fiction. It's a good thing I like horror stories.

Relying on tottery memory, I suspect that Dave Locke changed his FAPA article more
than a mite; most of it seemed new to me in this form. The only Chic Sale that I ever
used was the one behind my grandmother's house and when she lived there I was too young
to recognize graffitti, if it existed there. All I can recall of that structure was the
prestige it gave my grandmother. Everyone in her block had an outhouse instead of in-
terior plumbing, but hers was special because it had a boardwalk leading from the back
porch to the privy. Everyone else was forced to walk through the mud in bad weather.

I was delighted at Joseph Nicholas' perfect summary of why the Faan awards are
desirable> I suppose you are justified in wondering if there should be any awards at
all as part of a hobby, but if Faan awards and Hugos should be abolished by this reason-
ing, a great deal of other fannish traditions must go. By the same reasoning there is
no reason to single out anyone to be guest of honor at a con, judging of entries in
masquerades should end, and there should be no awards for best items in the art shows.
Bids on art work should be kept secret to prevent worth from being betrayed. Even loc
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writers should be careful not to say such things as an opinion that one article was the
best in an issue. The one circumstance that would cause me to change my mind about
regular awards would be a situation like the Oscars, where the awards are badly commer-
cialized and vast sums are spent in efforts to persuade people to vote for this or that
individual or movie. I hope it never comes to that in fandom.

Your opening comments brought my Feminist leanings rising to the fore. It
irks me that I should, by resuming my maiden name, be considered as using a
"new” name and have to go through a period of unfamiliarity because of that :
‘‘change'. Men who are divorced don't have to undergo that hassle, nor do

they when getting married in the first place. People's names are an integral
part of them and it's trawnatic to switch names in midlife, or any other time.
*Grumph*//Lomita was/is a neighbor of Torrance, which is larger and might

show up on your map. Both are suburbs of that Supersuburb, L.A.//I think

you went a bit too far (all in humor, I realize) with your list of changes
that fandom would have to suffer should awards be dropped. Other hobby groups
give prizes at exhibitions and the like and expressing an opinion on the merit
of a hobbyist's work is not the same as handing out a tangible prize. But do,
say, Stamp enthusiasts give out yearly awards to individuals who have parti-
cipated in that hobby with more depth than most of the others in it? Somehow
Tdaubt b, ;5

GEORGE FLYNN (10-20-77)Ah, the legendary snowbound ConFusion. We aren't as sub-
27 Sowamsett Ave. Ject to this sort of thing in the East, of course. There's been snow
Warren, Rl 02885 at two Boskones, but both times not until Sunday afternoon. We have

this standing fear that one year our luck will run out. There was
this year's Wintercon (January relaxacon) right in the middle of one of the worst storms
in the decade. Some people took 8 hours to cover the 70-odd miles from Boston. We all
had a lovely time digging cars out of the snow; in one case out of a puddle that had
froze around the rear wheels, and vice-versa--one car was parked facing the wind and the
engine managed to get half full of snow.

Re Dave Locke's column: there has been still further development on the graffitti
front. At MIT they post these huge sheets of paper with a question at the top, wait
until several square feet of graffitti accumulate in response, and then publish a selec-
tion of the results in one of the campus newspapers. There is at least one fannish pre-
cedent for this, the similar sheets posted at St. LouisCon for comments about the hotel,
which got very, shall we say, imaginative? Those were supposed to be published, but I
never heard if they actually came out.

The Northwest-fanzine-fan "con-within-a-con" that Victoria mentions continue to
exist. I've spent about half my time with it/them at most of the cons this year. The
boundaries are fluid, but the core membership seems to be Victoria and Taral from Tor-
onto; Moshe, Gary and Stu from NY, the Bushyagers from Philadelphia; and me. But this
may be just because we get to more cons than others.

Not all Worldcon committees blow up after the con. A sizeable part of the Noregs—
con committee, for instance, are still enough in accord to be on the current Boston in
"80 committee. Which reminds me, I'm also enclosing a copy of our latest flyer. I'd
value any opinions you may have on the 1980 bidding. ; = £

What's the basis for your statement that "convention" was originally "conclave ?
As far as I can tell from the available histories, the first cons in the 30's were in-
deed called "conventions'. execept for ones that were "conferences". I'm Pretty sure
thie Worldcon has always been a "convention', though most of the eﬁrly'reglonals sﬁart§d
out as "conferences". In mundane terms a convention is simply a- ?omlng together” while
a conclave (clavis; "key) is a gathering behind locked doors, originally to elect the
Pope. The former seems a lot more appropriate.

Seemingly the reason--as proved by the woes at Wintercon--for your ”Zuck”.zn

weather over comvention weekends 18 because you Easterners generally persist

' in setting reasonable dates for your gatherings. January ts not an tdeql

month for a convention (even here in LA it can get a mite nippy; all things,

including temperature, being relative of course). Midwestern fen, however,
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. Just can't tolerate more than q couple of months between cons. //Apparently
enough commentary was written up about StLouisCon's hotel hassles that adding
further fuel to the fire was unmneeded. I never heard of that graffitti sheet,
though. Bet some of the squibs would have been prime cause for libel suits--
perhaps that's why they weren't published.//I based my assuption that "conclave"
was the word-of-choice from reading 30's and 40’'s fanzines a few years ago.

I now recall that "conference" was probably used more often, but hardly any .
gatherings, except the once-yearly (if then) Worldeon, were called "eonventions.
To my recollection--admittedly shaky at best--"conclave" still outranked "con-
vention” in frequency of use. Maybe it was because "convention” implied a
formality which most fans eschewed.

BUCK COULSON (6-28-77) Pages 15/16 of my copy of RESOLUTION were stapled

Route 3 in backwards. I told you that You were becoming too much of

Hartford City, IN 47348 g4 convention~fan; you're forgetting how to produce a fanzine...
Otherwise, though, it was pretty fair.

As a non-convention fan who gets dragged to cons by his wife (her excuse being that
I always seem to enjoy myself once I'm there), I can't see preferring regionals to
worldcons. At neither one do I get to talk for any length of time to any specific people,
and at Worldcons there are at least vastly more people with whom I can indulge in unsat-
isfactory 5-minute conversations. Some of our best friends never get to Midwestcon, and
we never get to Westercon, but we both make Worldcons sometimes. I'd scrap the whole
lot in place of more frequent personal visits, except that if I made personal visits to
all the people I enjoy seeing, I wouldn't have time to work or put out a fanzine. (And
I enjoy seeing far fewer people than most fans seem to, so all sorts of cons seem the
only alternative, however unsatisfactory. But one neéds both types.)

What the 'hell is Reichardt talking about; that overseas groups always pick a Central
Zone con to preempt? In recent Yyears, Aussiecon preempted a West Zone Year, Heicon was
in an East Zone year, leaving only London in '65 taking a Central Zone year. Toronto
may be "east" to Randy, but it's a damnsight closer to me than Kansas City is. (The
real problem is that the Central Zone takes up half the continent, because of the more
widely scattered fan population there--East and West Zones concentrate on the coasts,
because that's where most of the fans are, along with everyone else.) Toronto is closer
to u than Kansas City is, for that matter. Chicago is 492 miles from Toronto and oTe}
from KC.

Of course fandom isn't a way of life; it's a hobby. But it does tend to take over
one's social life. Depends on what, precisely, is meant by FIAWOL. All of Juanita's
and my friends are fans, which I suppose would be one definition of FIAWOL. But that's
Just the framework, as you point out. On our recent visit to Chicago we stayed with
the Passovoys, so that makes it a fannish event--but the purpose for the trip was to
visit the Tutankhamen exhibit at the Field Museum. I'm interested in history and I re-
cently acquired two historic coins; a Jubilee Crown (from Alan Dodd) and a Kingdom of
Hawaii quarter (from Joe Hensley). I don't quite see that getting them from fans in-
stead of a non-fan coin dealer has narrowed my universe any. No more than getting a
Biafran shillings from Jim Kerr some years ago, or acquiring my maté (a_South American
drink similar to tea, for anyone who hasn't heard of it) direct from Brazil via Alex
Yudenitsch. It was another fan, Bob Gaines, who introduced me to the Village Bookstore,
my favorite place for acquiring works of non-fiction at a reasonable price. John Meisel
has pointed out and occasionally obtained for me various excellent and unheralded his-
tory books. I suppose FIAWOL could be limiting, but my own contact with fans has broad-
ened my mental horizons considerably. Of course, if by FIAWOL, David was discussing
fandom and science fiction exclusively, then I‘'d agree with him--but nobody but a few
impressionable teenagers ever really do this, and they eventually grow out of the stage.

I disclaim any responsibility for miscollation on R#1--Ben Zuhl and Sandy _
Franke helped me out on that chore and those were 'their' pages. In fact,
I categorically deny complicity for any goof-ups; even those I actually was
in charge of. Ain't that my fannish right?//I miss seeing so many friends
at Worldcons, even for those mini-conversations, that frustration outwetighs
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whatever feelings of satisfaction gained. At a regional the ratio of friends-
seen as opposed to friends-missed is far better, my frustration index is
thereby reduced, and I therefore prefer them. That only shows that I give
more importance to what I've missed than you do, enough to influence my over-
all reactions to a con.//The East Zone didn't miss q Worldecon because of the
overseas bid; Noreascon took place the next year, instead. The West Zome has
1ts mammoth Westercons to assuage any Huge Con hunger, and I can't get too
worked up over them missing a turn (unfair, I realize, but still the way I
feel). Since Toronto falls into the Central Zone only by means of a fluke

in the WSFS rules which places the entire province of Ontario in that zone,

I and many other Midwvestern fen have difficulty constdering TorCon as being a
Central rather than Eastern Worldecon, meaning that there have been only two
Central Zone Worldecons since I entered fandom in 1969--StLouisCon that year
and MAC in '76. I agree that the Central Zone is too large since we have
many more potential fan groups to contend for a Worldeon in our Zone (you

may note that I still think of myself as being a Central Zone fan--address
astde) than others do in theirs. The situation wasn't anywhere near the
current state when the boundaries were drawn up, but that's a different topic.
As things stand now, only two Worldcons since 1969 have been readilly access-
able to the greater portion of fans, and I find that definitely unfair. With
fandom being so large now, I'd prefer a return to the rotational plan that
used to ewist, with an overseas Worldeon unable to usurp any Zone's slot.//
By my lights, you lead a more FIAWOL life than I do, at least currently. I
didn't show half as well the benefits gained by knowing and being friends
with fans in other areas of one's life, and for that I thank you. Buck
Coulson displaying the benefits of a FIAWOL existance? Preposterous!

N ‘\,yef“'a w"\—'\,.(”»(v%l’
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DAVID VERESCHAGIN (10-3-77) My loc (in last issue) was both a reaction to what I
RER %2 read and what was happening to me. What is still happening to
New Sarepta, Alberta me. The past year fandom has been constantly threatening to en-
TOB 3MO CANADA gulf my life. My club and its zine, the local club and its week-

ly meetings and numerous parties, our con in 'T78 (you heard it
here first), my ill-fated venture with VISIONS, FIRST CLASS, WHITE SPACE, an up-coming
string of one-shots, plus my artwork (which is, slowly, getting accepted and published)
have all been ganging up on me. Thank God I don't live in a heavy convention areal!
(Yet.) I love fandom and, obviously, want to be involved in it a lot.

But I don't want it ruling my life. I have other objectives and concerns that,
as far as I can see, simply cannot be met in fandom. My hopes of becoming an artist
(rather than an illustrator) is one of them. There are others. (I have tropical fish
too. Gosh, could this be the start of Fish Fandom?) To let fandom take me over and
become a way of life, though a tempting proposition, would, I feel, limit me as an indi-
vidual. I'm sorry if I seemed to imply that I thought FIAWOLers and thus yourself were
lazy. I didn't intend it, don't believe it, and hope that nobody got the impression
that I was being holier-than-thou. I also hope that Stuart Gilson doesn't take my com-
ments the wrong way, or I'11 never get any artwork from him!

Derek's conrep was interesting, but not as good as his previous one. I'm afraid I
must differ with him on one point. OSwitzerland, actually, was only a small test-run for
Canada. Being uninteresting and boring is no mean task. It requires strigt mgntal d?s-
cipline and suppression of any energetic impulses. Luckilly the weather aids in keeping
imaginations from becoming hot and fevered.
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Dave Locke's pi## amused me and it's not heartening to think of why it did. How
risque. Such language. What a warped mind. It's getting more and more difficult for
me to retain my naive innocence under the onslaught of such material.

The various signs of fevered fanac from/by you since I received that LoC
managed to puzzle me more than a bit. I just assumed that you had given

up and surrendered all your spare time to that Fearsome Hobby Group--Fandom
--and what had been written earlier no longer applied. lNow I see that you
still have doubts and reservations and that's all to the good. No, I didn't
think you felt us "FIAWOLers” were lazy, only that you feared you would be
somehow lacking in necessary personality traits were you to be swallowed up
by fannish activities. The only thing that bothers me is the implication
that Fandom is an active force in that regard; as if the person--the proto-
fan as it were--had no voice in deciding how much involvement should be per-
mitted. It tends to make me think that you view fandom as some sort of in-
sidious comspiracy (to stretch my reaction to the utmost) to turn you into

a "wastrel". I don't think that's fair, nor valid, to either yourself or
Fandom. Fandom "requires" no more from us than we choose to give it. If
anything would "lead you astray”, it will be your own tendencies to be dis-
tracted from what you see as the Proper Course in life. Relax. Fandom ain't
nothin' to get so up-tight about.//Dave's article was risque? Hmmm, I must
be more jaded than I thought...

DEREK CARTER (9-7-77) A loc from The Derek. This has to be history in the
719 Yonge St. Ste 303 making. - :

Toronto, Ontario We should gently tell Hank Heath that my '"natural talent
M4Y 2B5 CANADA and humour” have been honed and polished over the past 18 years

or so by lots of bloody hard work that at one point threatened
to wreck my eyes. And the honing and polishing still continues. One doesn't Just sit
down, pencil in hand, and ¥oops¥* out it comes, Hank. The Dilemma cover took about a
day (in final time) Just to conceive. Then it took two or three days to pencil, a few
hours to research the undercarriage of the streetcar itself, and about two and a half
days to ink. Then we make a stat to bring it down to size (the original is about twice
as large) and spend about two hours on the lettering. To answer Harry Warner at this
point, I "just sat down" for about 50 to 60 hours. Should the piece ever make an ap-
pearance at an artshow, don't be surprised at the minimum likely to be asked. (A local
lad of some standing in the fan ranks has already voiced the opinion that it should
start at $200.00) And, yes, Mike o0ld buddy, the faint pencil traces of the trolley
cable are on the original; it seems I forgot to ink them in. Must have been pushed
for time... :

I recovered from Iron City beer. At Autoclave I tasted 01d Vienna. It's almost
as bad. However, Marcon had one bright spot in its generally boring length; a beer
called "0ld Chicago" (thinks...it's either Lynn Parks' ankles or I'm a Chicago lover
at heart...) '

Ben Zuhl's comment is, regretably, a little bit off base. There's Bert Forbes,
Bob Peak, the late great Austin Briggs, Bernie Fuchs, Alan Cober, wotthehell archie,
Norman Rockwell, James Hill, Tom McNeely, Tom Bjarnason, Will Davies, Jack Davis, Terry
Mosher, Len Norris, Graham Pilsworth...or if you knew the little I know about profess-
ional illustrators, you'd be a little more cautious in your praise (nice though it is
and I thank you).

The odd queries on whether or not contributions to other journals can be expected
(the Trekzine and Harbringer) force me to state that it does not appear that I will be
able to handle very much more in the near future. In fact I will not. Not because I
do not wish to, but because a similar overloading of the drawing circuits caused me to
drop out several years ago. Indeed, the list of publications that can expect anything
(articles, letters or artwork) is being severely trimmed so I can concentrate my efforts
to better 'effect rather than scatter scribbles anywhere and everywhere.

Faan and Hugo awards. Looking over the results in some of the categories in the
past few years, one must conclude that, particularly in the case of the Hugo, scmething
is sadly rotten in the state. Just what or how the defects can be rectified is hardly
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my province, but it does seem that someone somewhere should raise a mighty voice to
bring change about as there does seem to be abuse evident.

In closing, I must give my support to David M. Vereschagin for his stand on fandom.
It closely res:zmbles my own thoughts on the matter.

It's obvious that fans don't consider the difference in the way a fan artist
(or writer, I would assume) goes about producing a major piece and the man-
ner in which a professional approaches the task. You spent a phenomenal
amount of time on certain pieces, although some cartoons (and the D#13 cover
as well) . "~ were simply Ysat down and doneX. True, a lot of eaperience
and training took place before that point was reached, but the actual execu-
tion time of some of your spot illustrations and cartoons is amazingly brief.
I think you've helped give fans some idea of how differently some works are
treated, something I feel too many fans (and people in general) are unaware
of.//I think you've let a bit of overly-modest reaction creep into your com-
ments to Ben. Saying who is "Best' or even "Damm Good" is still a matter

of opinion and despite the fact that laymen haven't the familiarity with the
names of the illustrators active in your field that a professional does, they
still can view the work set before the public's eye and form an opinion. Sure,
there are illustrators and cartoonists who are better than you, but you're
still damn good and you know it.//I'm rather glad to see that you're trimming
your schedule. When the requests were coming in fast and furiously and the
pressure began to increase, I feared another burn-out, like the one which
happened after Fan Fair, would occur. I don't think there are any fans who
prefer more Carter material to better Carter material, if such a choice had
to be made.//Somehow I just knew you'd react to Vereschagin's LoC that way...

IRA THORNHILL (7-6-77) I told you at Autoclave, but will repeat here that
1900 Perdido St. Apt. B97 I think the title is, without a doubt, the best (possibly
New Orleans, LA 70112 the only logical) change that you could've made. I can

think of three reasons--possibly four--though they may
not be your reasons. _

I, of course, loved Derek's cover (glad as I am that Harry Bell won his Faan award,
it would have pleased me greatly to have been there if Derek had won). I'm especially
amazed that you were able to get such high quality reproduction out of electrostencil
and mimeo.

Derek once again proves that, in addition to his tremendous talents as an artist,
he can write interestingly. How nice it must be to have somebody to write and illus-
trate articles like this for one's fanzine. ¥sigh¥

Enjoyed Bill's First Practice Speech. Kinda makes me look forward to the real
thing. My neo-confan's mind simply boggles at the idea of attending that many conven-
tions in one year. With luck I'll make six or seven this year, and I thought I was
doing pretty good. Of course, for a fan stuck way down here in NOLA, where it costs
$200 in plane fare just to get to Autoclave, six ain't really bed...

It is indeed strange to read you and Mike talking about "your" fandom. That's
the group that I'd so very much like to make my fandom too. Actually, I'd 1like to see
Southern fandom evolve to the point where it shared many of the characteristics of
"your" fandom...but I don't believe that to be very likely. I plan to talk about the
differences (that I perceive) between Southern fandom and Midwestern (?) fandom in a
near issue of Fear & Loathing, so I'll not get into that just now.

There was a multitude of motivations for selecting Resolution as the title

of Dilemma's successor, and I guess that's why I like it so much: It's so
darmed perfect in so many ways. Simply love multi-leveled meanzngg...//

I made seven cons so far this year (so far? That's it!), not counting a few
hours spent skimming LosCon this past month. I'm Su}?érzng from con-with-
drawval symptoms. It all depends on what you're used to.//"Midwestern fandom"
(as I suspect you guessed) really isn't too descriptive of the family-~feeling
group Mike and I referred to (assuming we did, indeed, refer to the same fan-
dom as I believe we did). Too many of its members live in other parts of the



country, and outside the continent as well. I can't see any sectional-based
fandom developing that same feeling--particularly not deliberately. Like
Topsy, it's just gotta grow. (And I wouldn't feel too woebegone about it
all--in many ways you already are a part of it.)

DAVE WIXON (10-19-77) You send me a COA, you get one back. Note it
Box 8600 please. - %
Minneapolis, MN 55408 Gawd, what a fine issuel All the articles were splendid

and interesting--things like giving me another view of that
weekend I spent at Martha's. But the star of the issue had to be the proliferation of
artwork. You're not putting out a zine, but an album!

Dave Locke's article leads me back to my Navy days, wherein we enlisted men used
the walls of the head to honor our officers, secure in the knowledge that they had
their own facility (one wonders what they wrote about us...), and so would not be like-
1y to notice. The whole idea came a-cropper (what a fine place for a certain<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>