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V Some Four odd years ago,iattended my first Vorld Con in SF,
and met a talkative little redHead who was turning out cartoons by
the dozen. 7Je exchanged jokes, comments, and addresses; all tle while
cat-nipping at each ofther the way females always do.
. few months later, Bjo and I met again 2t a LASKS meeting and
‘the continuatiion of feline’ felicitations continued. Eventually ve
joined forces and have shared many things; living quarters, fanzimes,
monies, and (sigh) men. Tiving with Bjo was a True Life adventure--
in survival. Our residence was once at the LaSEFS meéeting place, and
at that time Bjo was also Director (pronounced Dictator) of that
worthy club. During this time, our life could be described as hectic.
She accomplished a lot in those éespot days; the oft-discusssd
fashion show, reinstatment of Shangri-IL'iffaires, continuance of the
Traditional snnual Hallowe'en Party (started by Dictator Julie Jardine
the year before), hostessing the three frantic nights of Forry's
Birthday party, an strong-arming unsuspecting T.SES into a Gestetner.
Tor did hefr.aetivities stop with the termination of her offlice.
- She instigated the pun-fund; all proceeds to go to good causes 1like
Cleaning Out Forry!s Gargge .nd rutting It In Order. Uhich job she
managed ~yieajoling able-bodied fans te do the work while she lounged
around the house, stirring up an Italian dinner for 16 people on
, Saturdsy and-a full liexiean repast for 18 hard-working fans on Sunday.
Bjo has accomplished the art of One-Upmanship to a fine degree,
“and she often Tanages to intimidate not only my tagnarian self, but all
of fandom that comes under her sway. leedless to scy, a fan that has
met Bjo never ‘quite revovers and soon finds himself cranking a Gestetnyg
*iling fanzines, typing stencils and other forms of needless torture.
: So, like, In-Case '0f Bjo; abandon all caution, run-do-not-walk
to the nearest mimeo! Somehow, you won't mind it a bit!
: o : ~---DJjinn Faine ------

HoW DARING oF You ;
o RE SO DIFFERENT /




.-_.r-ii 2 b t / [ A
quest editorial | ’—%/b

fo
oL
C _ /

And another hectic issue 6f dear ol! Shaggy 'is in your .eager 1i'l
hands; why don't you sit down:RIGHT NOW.and write us a letter about
it? Ue'll settle for a posteard, even. e o L

48 & matter of fact, there is no lettercol in thish, and simply
because Ye ©d was off playing Camping Out with the National Guard,
Assistant ed was trying to get his own and several other FiPizines
run off, and the Entire Art Staff got her finger caught in a car deor:
and is also trying to figure out what a Fanzine Tditor's Panel ° 4
Loderator should wear..... : :

Don't give up hope! TLetters we got; letters we hope to get from
more of you, too; and a lettercol such as you have never seen outside
of CRY will be the result--next issue. 0.L.9? 0.K.! .

We still hope to find time to acknowledge trades and such;if ¥ou
are getting Shaggy, there's a reason: Tradey sub, contribution or our
erratic failing Lister has some grudge against you. Until we find more
time, it's up to you to figure it oub for yourself. Good luck!

Explanations of some sort are in order, for the cover, probably.
After a filming session of Unicorn Production's The @enie, the cast .’
posed . for various crazy photos; one of them the Brundage-type shot
. used on thish's cover. Fritz Leiber has proved himself a great sport,
and did in fact throw himself into the project of acting and posing
with gusto. 1le are looking forward to using his varied talents again.
A5 Tlie cartoon series was done in St. Hohn's Hospital, Longview, Uash
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--when the physical therapist suggested some activity for the sore arm.

and hand the 4rt sStaff used for bracing against the impact of the ayto
accident. Circles and lines were all .that were attempted; the results
amused some folk; perhaps you, too. : -

SPECIAL FEATURE!! Shangri-I.'Affaires is almost lOO% readable!
“Lnd, with the Vari-typer that Billern Just bought from Lynn Hickman,
(which we will pick up at the Detention) the next issue of Shagg just
may or may not be readable; depending on how quickly we learn to handle
the thing. atch this space; we will have fun, anyway. 4nd, if
creeping pumblism sets in, we'll just ignore it til it goes away.

T MAY RHURT ,
AT RSt — BUT
IT’s.- FOR  YOvA
OWN goop [




Actually, here is a good time to point out that Shangri-IL'Affaires
and Bjo have moved to 9804 White Knoll Dr., Los ingeles 12, California.
The Tos Angeles Science-Fantasy Society still meets at 2548 W. 12th,
but fanzine publishing bothered lMrs. Leppin, as did the late hours
and all; so Shaggy moved, too. The reason for both moves was for more
room, and relations with Zeke are Jjust fine with the whole crew.

Since there is little to editorialize about, we will report on the
Social Tvent of the Year, instead.

On_Saturday, August 15, 1959, at about 10 a.m., one Bjo Vells was
escorted by Steve Tolliver to brunch, a walk thru Fern Dell in Griffith
rark, a few rides on the pPark carousel, and a visit to the Planetarium,
where we went to the lfoon and Saturn. Very much fun.

Then, after a visit to a bookshop for &he much-desired Rackham
illustrated Undine, Steve said that Forry had tickets to a premiere
and we were To pick them up at his house. This seemed natural, so,
COMFLETELY UNSUSPECTING, this one-walked into a Surprise Birthday Party

and nearly fell over! It was the first surprise party ever thrown for

a Bjo-type critter, and I'm greatly overwhelmed by the response to the

almost world-wide invitations.
The Mountain-Movers give credit for the surprise part of it to my

cold, which kept me away from LASFS meetings and too busy trying to

breathe to be my usual nosey self. A4lso, the crazy, wonderful invita-
tions were run off on Toskey's multiligh in Seattle.

Besides such wonderful goodies as the extravagant ijexican blouse
from the Mountain-Movers, art books from ilewis, a jewsl-box from Dale
Trey, The Once and Future King from Forry, and more Twink poems from
E. Loring Tare; there were such unusual gifts as the three HUGE avocads

from Zeke, who knows my fondness for them (and him), a Ron Cobb origin-

al from the Chesley Donovan gang, represented by Jon Lackey, Helen
Urban, and paul Shoemacker, and a crazy cocoanut "bowl" from I'ris ang
Iil Neville. There were many more gifts; all gratefully recievedm
and all a great surprise. One of the nicest surprises was the very
excellent chili that Isabel Burbee fixed for the party.

ACTUALLY, You CAN 3E AS DIFFERENT 4s you
WisH — JUST AS LOMG AS NO cu)& Mor/rgs'/



imong gifts that were sent from other parts were Fantsy magazines
from the Linarés, and an India Ink pen from Bob Pavlat, who remembered
that I'd admired Rotsler's. 1 immediately challenged Bill to a duel:
and lost. *#¥gigh*>** 1rarj jane Johnson sent a "Leo" hanky. ‘
ind there were cards from Rog Sims, Jim Broderick, Fred Prbphet,
George and Mary Young, and such like. Harry Wammer and John Berry
were sorry that they couldn't make it t6 the party. raiy
Guy Gifford, origimtor of the Space Hut idea, came by and.dé scribaé
his new, all-robot house design. And brought me some cartoons by him.
Rotsler had a marvelous 2 X 3 foot birthday card waiting, with
all sorts of references to ilountain=liovers, freckle kits, and & happy-
looking little man who has just shot a poster saying "Carr & Ford for
TALFF" full of holes. I'll copy it for a fanzine, soon. It's too good
to keep to myself. 4 fancy sign proclaimed it a "Wm Rotsler Project'.
' Burbee kept up & running commentary .on s*x and TLFF platforms,
Fritz TLeliber talked cats, the Jacobs talked hamsters, and I just talked.
Sylvia Hirahara arrived late, looking exotic and Oriental (of course),
and Brad Carlson, cJerry Steir, Kenny Bonnell, ‘Elmer Perdue and Ellie
Turner added to the crowd. Ellie added quite a bit to the crowd, as a
matter of fact; and we look forward to celebrating another birthday scm
Conspicuous by his absense was Bob .Bloch, who was obviously sulkihg
at home because he didn't get a written invitation; tho he did n ow
that I wes bound to have a birthday someday.
. Recently, the comment was made that I was in the TAFF race because
it would be like winning fandom's popularity contest. 1ell, gang; I
already feel much ‘as if I've won it! Or something like! Truly, if
nothing else very nice happens to me for a very long time, I won't
complain; for in one little day Z've had about as much wonderful good
happen as I could wish for. . It was s party I won't ever forget;nor any
of the grand folk who mede it so ‘good. The Kountain-lMovers; Jomn Trimbd
Steve Tolliver, Trnie Wheatley, Billern, .l Lewis, Ron Ellik, Jim
Caughran, Rick Sneary (who wrote an orginal story for me), and Toskey
get special thanks; and all the others who contributed to the surprise.
Iy affection for the thoughtfulness of you all can't be expressed!
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Sixth
in our series
of fan profiles:

“Junior Committeeman

by Rick Sneary

When Al asked me to write a biography of Len Moffatt I was
presented with a problem. Other than Anna, I know him better than
anyone in fandom. Tt is a fine 0pportun1ty to talk about my best.
friend, but it is somehow very hard te write about someone you ¥
know so. well. I don't knoew.how %o desgribe his personallty,'about
all I'm able to give is a few of %ie rfacts. N e

i z - 5

Le@ﬂarﬁ JEMe S, hoffatt was born the 20th of November 1923
Lrizona. He spént his first couple of years around the Natural
Bridge, then the family moved to Ellwood City, Pennsylvania. - He-
grew up like most fans, and with the aid of his fabulous Uncle : _
John, started reading .everything he could,.inecluding Wells,
Burroughs,,and Swift. Tinally he dlscovered Doc Savage and the

. Science fiction pulps. At the same time he had started writing
adventure stories in cartoon form for his classmates, and then for
his nephew.and niece. In 1939 he found fandom, and started sub-
scribing to things llke FANFAIR, VoM, and LE ZOMBIE.

Ien has always hated bureaucratic red tane but, like myself,
he ig just great for orgenizing things. One of the first was the
Western Pennsylvania Science Fictioneers. This, along with
Joining FAPA and editing MOQNSHINE and letters to Voli (where he
was knovn as either "Tarzan" or "the Chrlstlan fan™) brought him
into actlfandom. . M ol

."Then came the war to carry him away from fandom and from
his flrst job." A4S a Navy Corpsman, attached to the Marines, he
island-hopped all the way to Japan. While enjoying the scenery
in such assaults as Tarawa and Okinawa, he accumulated: enough
adventures to fill a book he has long been meaning to write.
The war also took most of the "Christian" out of our fan.

: I first met Len in the summer of 1946 at the Paclflcan._ Len
had liked what he had seen of Californisa during his service career,
and after the war he and his mother moved to the coast. We only
lived a few miles away, but transportation was pretty poor, so for
the next courle of years we contacted each other mostly by letter
and phone. We also started writing Stan Woolston, "that printer
fellow from Garden Greve," whom we had also met at the Pacificon,
and this threeway letter exchange is still going on. After 13
years we still find things to write about.
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i Len went to work for a paper box factory, and during the
first few years had a go at most of the jobs "out back," from
power-cutter operator to sample maker. But a few years ago, the
powers in Boxes moved him into the office. He is now a sales
correspondent, which sort of means he takes over after s salesman
has gotten an order, and is the fellow the customer complains to
when things go wrong. The plant is now owned by Continental Can
Co., but he still talks of writing a book called "My Life in a
Paperbox Factory.m

He was becoming more active in fandom again, through FAiP..
and occasional meetings of L.SFS. Butbt it was with the first 7
Westercon in 1948 that things really started picking up. It was
through the con that a group of us in the southern marches
decided to ‘form-the Cutlander Society, the family-substitute fan
club for fans outside the city of IZos .ngeles. .le started at
once to have monthly, all-day meetings (plus mid-week doings)
issue a magazine, and talk about such crazy fan projects as -
holding a convention in South Gate in '58, ten years away. ‘e
also met a friendly local couple, and shortly Len and I were
driving into LALSFS meetings regularly with the Hersheys.

But it was through the Outlander meetings that we got to
know eaech other. Ien is the soft spoken, friendly type. I'd
never thought of it before, but some might say he talked with a
slight pennsakucky drawl except when he bécomes excited, when he
becomes as loud, fast, and colorful as anyone. He can get along
pleasantly. with just about anyone. People he doesn't like are
few, and these he usually chooses to avoid, rather than argue

- “withe.

Besides science fietion, ZLen likes to read history, and
particularly imerican history. But he reads a little of every-
thing, just as with music he listens to a little of everything.
He says he is mainly a Dixieland jazz man, but vaudville type

guT REINGT LS DiEFERENT —
CAV UPSET THE EALANCES
oF " THINGS ..,
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songs are not far behind. He has always said he was a frustrated
vaudvillian, and he's proved his talent along this line at some
of the Outlander meetings. He wrote four comic operettas and a
number of songs. The operettas have all been printed in THE
OUTLANDER, and several people have said they would go over well
as night-club acts. It staggers the imagination to think what
they would be like if Ien could write music ...or even sing.

Of course his main interest has been writing. .'is T said, -
he has been writing since he could read. He would like very much
to devote himself to serious writing, both regular =2nd science
fiction. ILike most beginning writers, he has a handful of .
successes and a hatful of rejections. e has a 100,000 word novel
going the rounds fight now, and a 60,000 word detective story in
final draft. Back in 1951 he shared honors with Dave Lesperance
at the annual LASFS Fanquet, honoring the club-member who had

- 801d his first professional work for that year. -

This Fanquet was important to Ien for other reasons, too.
tloolston and I had been to the Norwescon the year before and met
this friendly young blonde from Hollywood. So, once back on home
ground I introduced .inna Sinelare around LASFS, and to my old
buddy ILen. .nd that was abdut the last I saw of Len until the
day of the Fanduet, when I stood up with them at their wedding

- and gave the bride away.

Len has maintained a rather steady level of fanactivity over-
the years, mainly of a quietly constructive type. He was a NFIF
director in the late '4Q0'g 2long with Ld Cox, 4irt Rapp, and my self
when the Federation was still run by actifans. He edited, and -
Woolston printed, the FAN DIRECTORY in 1950, whose vital statistics
even though fans move & lot, is still useful today. He was briefly
self-proclaimed Dictator of FiPi, when a fluky election left him
the only legal officer. He served as secretary of LLSFS one term,
and has been Jr. Committeeman & couple of times before this, a job
his friendliness and sense of duty meke him ideally suited for.

He has edited issues of SHLNGR-L4 ond THED OUTLANDER, but I.am

Sure the publication he is proudest of is SCITHCE FICTION PARLDE.
Largely started to advertise our bid for the 1958 Convention, it
carried reports and reviews covering the fan and pro fields. 1Its
eight issues were well-recieved, and may have encouraged the
renewed interest in news and report zines that followed. Of cours
his biggest job was as Secretary to the Solacon Committee. Tven
if you don't count the ground work of eight years, there were a lot
of letters to write. A4S you may remember, we were involved in
trying to understand the business deals of the WUSFS and the last
two conventions, as well as our own.

This, of course, only tells what ILen has dore , and very little
of what he is like. I find it hard to put into words the "realM
Len that I know. -How does one deseribe an old-fashioned loyalty
to one's friends, that refuses to admit faults in them they point
out themselves? About all I can say is that if there were more
with his serious but light-hearted approach to fandom and life,
both would be better places to live.

-~-Rick Sneary
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Deer.Bob
I've just read your artlcle g SHLFGnI G ununIR S, where you

outline the conflict between serious constructive fans, and the_ i}
alternate reazders who dismiss .the seience fiction of today as

"falry‘tales" ‘You make sore excellent points, of course. T
is quite true that most of today's science fiction -- in fact,
most of today's fiction -- con31sts for the most part of falry
tales. .

-You grr.very seriously, however, when you assume blindly that
is‘would be a ' good thing for-writers to forsake the fairy-tale .
type of story and strike out toward something else which, you term,
rather loosely, "realistic". -~ - .

I beg to differ.

pefore I can do so, if ought to be imperative, first for me to
define fairy: tales. You use the term, rather disparagingly, to
indicate the (Cinderella. story, the Sleeping Beauty, and the like.
In the first place, Bob, these two gems are not, strlctly speaking,
fairy tales -- or folk tales'—— in the-strict tradltlon. They are
romantic 17th Century versions of much older, far more brutal
Tolk-legends and tales which can, in the last analysis, be traced
all the way back to mythologies antedatlng any current civilization.
I have (or had until recently --.I am forced to-weed my extensive
library at intervals) a collection of Hindw folk-tales in which
the.basic factors of the Cinderella story -- a put-upon drudge
finds resourcesg to conguer tlose who are exploiting her -- appear
as early as 640 B. C. Ll Rt S | e e

The trappings of the ball,.glass slipper -- these were the
romantic appendages of the l7th Century.  Im my ancient Hindu
version, she found help from a wise elephant who taught. her how
to esoape from -her erumel parents and elder sisters.

‘I don't believe thap when we read the fairy tales as they
were meant to be read -- namely, as eternal symbols and patterns
of human conduct, cloaked in Symbols fimiliar to the reader of
the particular era -- that we will find any "escapk" in them,
any desire to escape reallty by looklng through 2. rose- colored
glaSs.

. You seem to quarrel with the attempt to "1nterpret the. future
in terms of myth and legend; of hero and villian, of beautiful
maiden and noble congueror, of superior alien- angels or inferior
alien-demons"..... (with the pseudo realism of)... the alleged
"secientific bacdkground'.

Evidently you aren't fimiliar with the payeologiceal researches



of Jung, who theorized that all thses elements of folk-tale are
symbols lying in the racial subconcious, arising spontaneously in
the fiction, the poetry, and the tales of the particular era under

study. : :
Perhaps what I am trying to say is this:

Realism, qua realism, is not necessarily desirable.. "Realis-
tie" science fiction stories would have very little appeal, except
to semi-professional scientists and to other writers. The human
conciousness is so formed that is responds: better to symbols than
to the cold egquations. 7You are at liberty to debate the desirabil-
ity of this human trait.” I don't believe you can debate its uni-
versal- existance. And frankly, I don't think you can change it.
You can write "realistic" stories to the world's end, but they - will
embody only your persondl reality -- and not the universal reality
which is touched and tapred by the so=called "fairy tales" whidi
depend, for their emotional appeal, on touching that well-spring
of universal symbolism lying at the bottom of the human mentality,
the human conciousness.

what you call "fairy tales'" are, in general, only a symbolic
statement of truths which are more palatable in that form than in
the cold and Vvredlistic" form ybu seem to prefer; but the truths
are nonetheless real for that.

The Sleeping Beauty, ringed by the hedge of thorns, is a
symbol which has become universal for the latent period between
childhood unconciousness and adult sexual awareness. Cinderella's
Fairy godmother is simply a way of stating in elementary terms
that there are resources, almost superhuman, which can be tapped
by anyone who is at the last gasp of sobbing despair. (And wasn't
Alfred Bester's magnificent "The .Stars My Destination" based on
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that one major truth of human knowledge? Extrapolated to ISP powers,
it's true, but still embodying a truth which has been proven over
and over by medical men and scientists; that men never know their
limits until they are desperate.) The story of Hansel and Gretel
states in the simplest possible terms (and the culture of Liedieval
Germany) that parents and siblings do ont always feel the tradi-
tional "love" which society says thev should feel for one another.
And so it goes on and on. If these are escapist, Bob, I seriously
wonder what you would consider realism¢%

It is, I think, human nature to want their pills sugar-coated,
and their truths overlaid with symbolism. Humanity is a fragile
beast with the curse of too much thinking. Having invented sem-
antic symbols, he spends a lot of time evading basic truths. Fairy
tales, folk lore, fTiction, tragedy and comedy (from the Greeks,
O0¢dipus and the devine horseplay of iristophanes, down to My Fair
Lady, and Bell, Book, and Candle) and even modern poetry and
Science fiction -- these are all varying methods of bringing home
the very few human basic truths;

Ve are not what we think we are.

Ve do not know where we came from, nor where we are going, but
our finest minds are working on the problem.

Humanity can be incredibly horrifying.
Humanity can be incredibly gratifying.

We never know what reserves lie within us until we have ex-
plored and tested them.

Great as are the wonders of the universe, greater wonders
yet lie within that fragile, self-deceiving, wondering, strange,
lying, and terrible marvel known as the human mind.

Bob, your quest for "realistie" science fiction is centrifugal --
seeking to know the mind of man by exploring the realistic univer-
se in which he lives.

AS Tor me, I will take the centripetal path, the straight road
home, by exploring the truths which lie in the symbolic fairy tales
man has woven for himself. I will give them new characters and
new surroundings. Medea may kill her sons on a new world, the hero
may fling himself against the challange of space rather than slay
the dragon. But basically the man is a "dragon slayer" -- that is,
he is a solver of problems. He is the same man, whether he takes
a spear against the sabre-toothed tiger, or lies trembling in a
strapdown couch, awaiting the agonizing thrust that will send
him into space; a frail man bravely facing something huge, un-
known, and terrifying. I am more interested in the man than in
the ship. He has only found a new dragon to slay.

I have been teased and criticised sometimes for my preoccupa-
tion with the woman's viewpoint. I have also been accused (in such



a story as "The Wind People", for instance) of retelling myths. T
plead guilty. I don't do it conciously. It rises from a basic
conviction in me that humanity will not alter greatly to fit the
coming times. e cannot change the mind of man -- although it
may, and God grant that it will, lie in our power to determine
whether tomorrows Cinderellas and Helens walk on new worlds of
greatness or wander in the ruins of apn atom-blasted waste. The
woman cowering in the cave and smothering the cry of her child to
hide it from a prowling carnivore -- that woman is not really so
far from the woman who lies fretting in a modern white-tile hos-
pital and wondering if the new blood-exchange technique will per-
mit her RH infant to survive erythrobalstosis; and one of my
favorite sceince fictional themes is to explore the emotions of
the woman who discovers new dangers in this universal past, on
worlds we camnot yet conceive. And even spacemen are going to
have to shave in the morning, or else wear beards.

So, as long as we communicate in words, as long as stories
are written in language, fiction is going to rise out of the wni-
versal symbols of mankind. Realistic as we try to make them, we
will someday discover that there is no other way.... - Camoflage
the symbols, the truths as we will, when we read them over years
after, we will discover that -- if we have been true to the inner-
most truths within us -- we have written new fairy tales; or cast
new light on old ones.

aAfter all, there are just so many truths in tﬁe world. They
have all been stated. Ve can only try, blindly, to state them
in new language.

We do not know what we are.

We do not know where we are going.

(continued on Pp. 16)
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Richard Monroe Sneary was born on July 6, 1927 in South Gate,
California. Rick claims that the first sixteen years of his life
were uneventful. Due to poor health he was unable to attend publiec
‘school, and had to study at home; hence, his formal education wasn't
-as complete as it might have been, but despite his physical handi-
caps there is nothing missing in the brain department.

Hishead and face, which have been desceribed as noble, and wopuld
be the delight of any good Sculptor, mirror the intelligence, wit,
and good-heartedness contained therein. Honesty and forthright
Ifrankness are keynotes of the Sneary personality, and this profile
would be something less than adequate if it ignored these features.
For nis very expressive face can also mirror his moodiness, his
occasional outbursts of bitterness with himself and with the world
into which he was born, and his head-snapping anger with thome’
persons or events which sometimes disrupt his basic desire to "live
and let-live”. This anger, when aroused, may be directed at close
friends as well as at others who, for one reason or another, have
irked him to the quick.

- While on the subject of his very human "faults' it is worth
noting thaet rick is not quite as egotistical as he claims. He is .
ogecasionally given to downgrading his own ﬁ@rsonality and abilities.
IT one were naive enough t0 go along with his remarks, one would

immediatly get the impression that he is a no-talent bum. But we
know that this isn't so, and can’'forgive him this one attempt as
"deception", knowing that he has more on the ball than many a person,
fan or non-fan. '

Rick discovered pulp s-f early in '44. Shortly, he became a
well-known letter-hack, a favorite of editors and readers alike,
Many believed that his misspellings were a deliberate gimmick to
draw attention to the humor and thoughtfulness of his letters. This
theory .was based on the fact that he usually misspelled short words,
and spelled multisyllabic words correctly. However the explination
is quite simple; long, unfimiliar words were checked in the diction ~
ary, while short, fimiliar words weren't. He spelled these as they
sounded to him, and I have long held that the Snearyized spelling of

many of these words are much more logical than the approved spellings .

‘After all, word useage, meaning, and Spelling result as much from
common wuseage as from the original usage, meaning, and spelling. And

Rick's spelling seems to be based not only on the sound of the word,
but also on the meaning or impression the word is intended to w nvey.
This, to me, is high level communication, which after all is the
purpose of word symbols.

During the war years and thereafter, fanning became a ma jor part
of Rick's life. He claims that he was and is a sercon fan, but this
rarely getvs in the way of his common sense belief that fandom =
after all, just a hobby, a "place" to meet friends and have a good



T time. He is usually the first to arrive at a party, and the last
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to leave. Sometimes this puts him "under the weather"™ for a few
days afterwards, but to his low physical resistance to too much
activity. 1In these instances he sets "common sense"™ aside, be-
lieving that he may as well enjoy himself where and when he can
(and in so doing, I might add, he contributes to the enjoyment and
happines of others), rather than letting his poor health control
all of his activities and interests. ) : : :

Rick's own fan activities, and his influence of others' fanac,
cannot be detailed in this short article. Briefly, then, he has
held various offices in several organizations, including the Fan-
tasy Amateur Tress association, The National Fantasy Fan Federation,
Young Fandom, LaSF3, and The Outlamder Society. AS well as being
the prime motivator for the South Gate in '58 Convention, he was
treasurer (and a very hard working committeeman) for that socially
and financially successful WorldCon. =

Rick has edited and published his own fanzines, and has helped
to edit and publish many others. His writing for fanzines (prim-
arily articles, reviews, and letters, though he has published
fiction, and even had a cover on a '46 ish of the old S-L'4) have
made him popular with fenzine editors everywhere. :

4 good percentage of his writings were reprinted in June of
1957 in The Selected Writings of Rick Smeary. The demand for
copies of this publication only underlined nis popularity in fan
Birelesy

I think that Rick's all-time favorite fan club is. the now
practically extinct Outlander Society. During its heyday, the
informal meetings, publishing sessions, and chain-letter exchanging
seemed to be. the ultimate in having fun in fandom. But as with
many a "femily" or family-type group there was bound to be a break-
ing up period (marriages, divorces, and a falling-off of interest
in stf ‘and fandom of some of the members), and though this happened
before we obtained the bid@ for the '08 VlorldCon, those of us who
were still active and interested formed the SOLACON Commitiee.

Five of the nice committee members were Outlanders.

The standing ovation given Rick at the SOLLCON Banquet is such
recent history that it hardly seems necessary to mention it here.
Rick's famous slogan, which represented the dream of many a fan --
to have a world convention in one's home town, had passed from a

.dream into happy reality. .

At present, Rick 1s active in FAPA and TASFS, as well as in
fandom at large with correspondence, fanzine articles, ete. He was
recently appointed L4SFS Correspondent for the International Sciance
Fiction Society. 4nd look for him at the Detention!

Fandom has done much for Rick, gaining him many friends, devel-
oping his interests and his mind, giving him the assurance tﬁat one
need not be a perfect physical specimen to find an honest place in
the world. 1In return, Rick can be numbered among those BNFs who
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deserve the title, who have helped to make fandor the interesting
and entertaining habby it is.

Outside of fandom, Rick also has a veriety of interests. Pol-
itics, history, the arts and the sciences, the people and places
of the world -- all of these help to keep the fannish hobby in its
proper perspective.

And in fandom he is just sercon enough to keep in mind the fact
that science fiction is, after all, the thing that caused our little
microcosmos to form, and fannish enough to know that a hobby can
be delt with both seriously and happily. To me, Rick typifies the
best in fendom. Other than that I can only say that he is one of
the finest persens I have ever had as a friend, in or out of fandom.

This, despite the fact that he calims he is not a chamber music
fan. ]

i J!
i I I

OPEN LETTER TO BOB BLOCH (cont'd from Pp. 13)

Good or bad, the real challenges lie within us. The challen-
ges outside may vary; the inner challenge never will.

These are of the essence of all good fiction. A4ind fairy
tales (uatil they become over-fimiliar by repetition) are good
Tiction. They have stated truths. : :

A cliche would not be a cliche if it had not been thought
worth repeating. i platitude is only a truth made tired by tco
much telling. . -

We crafters of fiction can't presume to invent new truths.
We can only find new ways to make our readers feel that they have
freshly discovered these truths for themselves. o

‘Let's all sit down and write more fairy tales. Science
fiction if we must. tilestern stories if we must. Realistic fiction
or pseudo-realistic ones if we must. But only the stories which '
are cheap, frauddlent and occasion lasting disgust are stories
which relate only facts without relating them to any genuine
truth -- in a word, which do not tap the symbols wiich we all
carry ready-made in our inborn, innermost human hearts.

There is no such thing as 2 fake -fairy tale.

o~
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“BQUIRREL FLUFF: ;

One time when Ron Ellik was v131t1ng us we got to show1ng pic-
tures of fans, and 3on dragged out a picture of Larry Sokol. On
the back it we.s autographed, "Very best to-an illustrious fan. —
Larry Sokol." = ),

I looked at Ron thunderstruch. "hy, he'Says you're an'illh
ustrlous faniv I sald. : ' mrss

Ron curled his fingers in front of his chin in the traditional
squirrelish manner and gazed beadily back at me.

"The illustrious ROﬂrulll? T saild, shaeking my head. "Not
only are you Easy G01ng Ron Elllk but you're also 1llustrious'”

-T-was amazed.-

"I am a fan of many facets,"‘sqidjﬁég.

"Indeed you must be," I said; seeing him for the first tie as’
he really wes. "I never suspected you of being illustrious before."

"It only shows in the dark,"'said Ron. "ily bushydté;i‘giaws."

nptr1l have to consider this revelation &t greater lehgth,“ I

muttered. My head was swimming. Ron Lllik--illustrious® How

amazing!

Now, I've known Ron Ellik for some time. In fact, I lived in

the same apartment with him for six months. I think I know him

pretty well. I'd always thought of him as a nice guy, yes; wittty
and amusing, of course; a publishing Jiant, well that goes wifthout
saying...but...

I looked up abruntly from my meditation. "Thy, you must have
facets to your personality that I've never suspected before," I
said. "Larry Sokol has shown me the light. IT'11 bet you' re mt
only illustrious, but also farsighted, clecrheaded, worldfamed,
supremely competent in everything. I wouldn't be surpsied if you
had broad mental horizons."

Ron smiled shyly. "My I.Q. was raised five points when I met
Jack Harness," he msaid. "I can tie my shoelaces now."

"th, you've no need for such modesty," I said. "I recogni ze
your true worth nows In fact, I am in awe of it. Ron Tl1llik, I am
in awe of you."

"Mee" said Ron in a small, wondering voice.



"Yes, you,"™ I said, though there was no need to repeet awy-

‘ 8 thing to Ron Ellik the Illustrious. "I see now what fans allover
the country have seen for years. I see you as the epitome of
cleancut youth, the zenith on the curve of fan-values, the most
worthwhile fan who ever lived!" I bowed my head before him.

"Gosh," said Ron. "I never suspected people felt this way
about me." - T

"oﬁ; we Qo, we dol" I said,

"Gee, people have been making jokes about me for years,"
he sighed. '"ibout me being a silly squirrel and all -- flighty,
irresponsible, undependable... It's almost given me & 'persecution
complex. Oh, how upset Ifve been about those squirrel jokes!"
His face was radiant now, his eyes just a trifle misty with his.
newfound stature.

"But you are not just .a 'squirrell!™ I protested.
.“No, no, not just a squirrel at all," he murmured dreamily.

UThy, you are the...the ..
the rost illustriocus squirrel
I've ever known!V I burst out.
- " |
Ron froze. He frowned,
squared his - shoulders, and sald
loudly, "Dammit, Carr, I hate
squirrel jokesl"™

--tge.

ANN CH! WBERMAIW, wner and. operator of the irand-new ACeyStamp. Show,
has moved to 4440 ¥la Ll“o LoD Angelea, Califo nﬂa. Rk

She has offeved 31601al r“tes on rubber stamps.to faﬂ and fanzine
editors. Some fans have alresady gotten their name-and-address

stamps, which prove very Handy'if wou are letting folks know of
& new eaddress, wish t0o return-address. several envelopes ab onee,
or wont to glve a cémplete address t6 someone vlthout feer -of .

mis-read handwriting or forgotten zone' numbers. lany other uses, toe

Suggest you write her and find out about .her standard rubper ‘stanps,
end inguire about special jObo, in either lettering or cut, that

she may be able to supply you with., Her stemps ere much less in
price than regular outleusm,and Just &5 high in guality.



by Fustace Southington Plunkett

You know, gquite a stack of fanzines can accumulate in the lapse
of a little over one month. So, you prolific people, let's get
on to the reviews; leading off with....

ORION #22 - Ella Parker, 151 Canterbury Rd., Vest Iilburn, London
-NW 6, BNGLAND - 15¢ - Irregular.
ORION, the femme-fanzine comes accross in a fine fannish and inde-
‘pendent manner. There's nothing here to cause the fan-world to
pause for long, but Brian Jordan  and Ivor Mayne report the BSFA
Birmingham Convention rather well from two viewpoints, something
seldom seen in one fanzine. HIKenBulmer reports on the Llsie Horde
(London 0), and talks about meeting Randy Garrett in New York.
Berry's funny here, and Robbie /ild reviews fanzines. ORION, with
"You Said It", the lettercol, riding along as a suppliment, is an
entertaining, interesting AngloFanzine. ‘orth getting.

SMOKE #1 - George Locke, 85 Chelsea Gardens, Chelsea Bridge Rd.,

: London SW 1, ENGLAND - 15¢ - Quarterlyish.

* Why do AngleFanzines always look so good? - T'would seem that ATom
does nothing but cartooning and layout, and a damned good ‘job of
it, as witness the clean appearance of SIO0IE. Damned. good first
~-issue, with Bob Richardson adds some hilarious touches to Ken
Bulmer's report of the Elsie Horde's descent upon Cheltenham, by

. telling of the fancy dress, the paying of homage to St. Fanthony,
and the jousting done. John Berry appoints himself "Keeper of
Fannish Heraldric Records, and Official Approver of Title and Vest-




) ment", in some more tom-foolery. Giore ramblings by "Penny Fander-
9 U gaste" and Vin¢g Clarke add to the enjoyment, and if editor ILocke
can make his second issue live up to the first, he's got a very
worthwhile funzine going here.

SYZYGY - Miriam Carr, 70 Liberty St.75, San Francisco 10, Calif. -
15¢, IoC, contrib., review - Irregular. ‘
Fere's Goojie Pub ; 4, with title changes each issue; ‘an unusual
idea. DMiriam leads off with a r&mbling editorial which reads like
it was typed directly on master, with little use of notes, rough-
drafting, or even much forethought. Kris feville has a bitterish
short peice ‘following which really wasn't worth it. Harry Warner,
Jr. chronicles another Jason fiasco in an entertaining manner,
~and Les l'irenberg does a fannish parody of Person-to-Person which
doesn't say much. Guy Terwilleger and Ted Johnstone both prove
interesting and entertaining, but the lettercol is dated, and does-
n*t. come alive. SYZYGY Goesn't measure up to G.P.;3: (UNEVEN), but
might have made more of an impression with a grecter amount of edit-
ing.’ tlhy not see what you think?

JD-LiRGASSY 747 - Lynn Hickman, 304 N. 11th, iit. Vernon, Ill. - 10¢,
- 20¢ twice a year, 12/.1 - uonthly.
Jim Harmon's "Fandom Confidential" -- on Redd Boggs thish .-- leads
off in an interesting and anusing way, suﬁported by Dan Adkins!
"Hash Harbor", an uneven fmz review column which appears to be in
better form this time. Bob liadle's ", Fake-TFan in London” conti n-
ues, and it begins to look like it might be a photo-finish between
thig *57 TALTF report, and Ron Bennett's Colonial Ixcursion. Kadle -
is still taking a few swipes at the fanzines, tho they don*t seem to
detract much from his réport. ZILetters and Lynn's ramblings conclude
this JD-a, a highly recommended zine.

. FANLC 741 - Ron Ellik & Terry Carr, 70 Lib. St.;5, SE, Cal, or 127
Bennett, Long Beach &, Calif. - 4/25¢, 9/50¢ - Tempor-
aryly monthly.

The 450-mile barrier has finaly caught up with FANAC, and together
with Ronel's summer camp and complications on Terry's end, forced a
much more irregular schedule on fandom's top newszine. Ron reports
on the lesterCon XII and "The il/reck", while Terry writes up the

June 20th Carr-Con. Vhen Ron & Terry can get FANAC back on schedule,
it111 be even more indispensible.

GIMBIE 71 - Ted Johnstone, 1503 Rollins St., S. Pasadena, Calif. -
Riding with FualliC.
This contains the outlines of a world which Paul Stanbury seems to
have brain-stormed up, and which looks (the map, too) rather inter-
esting. The story included seems to be a Johnstone take—off on
Steve Tolliver's good shortales in QYRE. In fact, the name of Ted's
zine gives that impression.

FANACHRONISM 71 ~ Dean . Grennell, 402 Liaple Ave., Fond du Lac, Wisc.-
FANAC rider.
This rode with FANAC about an issue back, and take it from me, it



)|

isn't a good idea to get your FAlACs as you run them off, as you
miss things like thiss Nice little chatter-zine, FANACHRONISM, tho-
ugh plainly put out under a pseudomym. I'd say Bob Leman was re-
sponsible; the name of Grennell isn't too far out, but that Fond
du Iac -- preposterous.

Y.NDRO 778 - Coulsons, Rte.73, Wabash, Ind. - 15¢, 12/{1.50 - Mon-
| thly.

YANDRO's climbed, in the recent past, from a rather dull sort of pub-

lication to being one of‘a group of rather interesting fanzines.  ind

this issue continues that climb. Buck isn't editing a fannish zine,
and steadfastly refuses to conform to fannorms, and this, I believe,

is what has been forcing fandom to notice Y.iNDRO. There's nothing
outstanding in this issue: LiZBradley has an interesting peice on.
why good stfilms won't bhe made as science fiction, per se. Bob
Tucker's Doric Column is a serious erticle rerrinted from FAPL. Both
Gene Delleese and Geo. Schithers prove amusing. 4 larger-than-past
lettercol adds more life to Y.IDRO, and helps make it a recommended
zine. .,

TWIG ILLUSTRATED #15 - Guy Terwilleger, 1412 Lilbright St., Boise,
j Idaho - 20¢, 6/01 - Irregular.

& reviewer is seldom overjoyed to be proven wrong, but I, for one,

am happy that I was mistaken in my review of TWIG ILLOED #14 (S-L'A

. #42). VUith this issue .rt Dditor Dan idkins assumes proper relation-

ship to Guy (and this set-up is defined), and puts forward a maximum
effort on original lay-out and good art-work. The zine is 100% the
better for it. Keep it up, you guys. Bob Ieman's "House in the

" Hinterlands" proves most amusing, while Terry Carr's "Hell; You Say "

is hilarious, despite hanging on a punchline. Bob Bloch digs into

o Dr. gjessup on UFOs, while Honey Vood blasts FAPA as a bunch of snobs

in "BIF vs Neo". "Assignment: Bem-Robot-Girl", an art section, comes
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through nicely, demonstrating the talents of a large group of ditto
artists/cartoonists. On the whole, TWIG is showing (with thish)

~remarkable life and growth, and is recommended.

VOID #18 - Ted White & Greg Benford, 107 Christopher St., Apt. 15,

New York 14, NY - 25¢, trade, contrib., LoC - Monthly.
"Fandom's Focal Point" keeps reading like STELLAR for some reason,
even with.the usual pleasant Benford ramble which precedes Tew
White's stuffy, but less-than-vitriolic¢, accompanying editorial.
Walt willis' "Interfanna', this issue, presents some quite funny
ideas for fannish service (ahem) organizations. Ron Bennett's
¢olonial Excursion {9 chronicals the Holbrook Motel adventure, which
‘Comeés off less than well, possibly due to the pseudo-article in
DEVILS MOTORBOAT & few months ago. Ted does a rather good job of
seeing what has made GALAXY tick of late, while Bill Evans probes
rail fandom. The lettercol, in micro-elite, is interesting, but
stifled somehow. VOID isn't the happy, friendly zine that it was
under Benford(s), but even if it does appear to be a business, VOID
is worth getting.

CRY OF THE NAMELESS #129-130 - Busbies, Box 92, 920 3rd Ave., Seattle
: 4, jlash., - 25¢, B5/i1, 12/{2, coment,
Ko Trades - Monthly.
In a comedy of errors, #129 presented a "Bjo for TLFF" cover (sudden

To'skey whim of which no one else had any foreknowledge) which con-
“‘giderably shoock things up in Seattle Fandom. It alsp containead

tgandom Harvest Chaffed" by Bjo (as L.S.T.), in rebuttle to TCarr's
"Fandom Harvets" politicking®in the previous issue, which contained

- some great lines, and which seemed to descend not much below Terry's
FH level. The "rebuttle" by Terry in #130 helps only to confuse

things still further, and when comparcd to the hilarious FH in this
same issue, turns out to be rather poor writing besides. -The drop-
ping- of the book reviews, fanzine reviews, and Buz's "StField Plow-
ed Under", presumably (all but stated) to hold the CRY down to
managable size and to free Buz for other chores, is also forecast
thish. Tis rather sad to see "Plowed Under" get just that, as it
is/was one of the few good stf-commentaries remaining in a ‘top

fmzs "faanishness" is taking over! The gloom ocast by these pre-
obits is chased away by John Berry's "FakeFan for the FRI", and

Les Nirenberg's "Charlie Phan at the Detention', and Fandom Harvest.
Wally Weber's Minutes provide some hearty chuckles, while the let-
tercol just about Iives up to being fandom's wackiest and best.
CRY, while undergoing changes, is definetly a must.

hlso here are DISJECTA IMEMBR4 (good, but not cateching on), SPEC-
TRUL (new promise from Dallas), DAFOE (good firstish), FANVIEWS 6&7,
SPECTRE, and others, but I'm out of space, and so some will have to
wait until Shaggy #46. The dropping of the "Pemberton" column from
CRY depresses me, as it looks like the trend is further and further
from stf, and more to the imane and fannish; "If it's funny, it's
good'", like. Maybe I'm under the spell of ILowndes' editorial in a
recent SFS, but this strikes me as bad. But, maybe next month....

—--john trimble.



The following remarks were part
of a question-and-answer session
at a meeting of the LASFS last
April. Ray had just read to the
club the first draft of a new
story dealing with the attitude
of the Catholiec Church toward
space travel, and then threw him-
self open -to questions from the
floor. The following questions,
and their answers, transcribed
with permission from a tape made at
the time, show Bradbury's approach
to science fiction and the problems
of writing fiction in general.--ed.

Q:

WVas this story written with a particular slant in mind, or

was this just a story?

o AT

Q:

No slanting! I don't believe in slanting; he who slants
destroys himself. I don't know how many of you are planning
to be writers here, tut this is the group I started with
twenty years ago, with Forry and a few others, and with the
sort of magazines you're putting out. .ind the first thing
that has to be learned is no slanting on any level of any
kind for anyone! .It's natural to imitate; you have to,
because you're learning, but’'this is just.a beginning process
ATter you get along and have writiten thousands and thousands
of words, you have to trust to this Truth inside yourself.

‘There are two ways of lying in this world; one is the

commercial lie, slanting to please a commercial magazine,
to try to sell a story to Fost or Cosmopolitan or 2 particular
science fiction magazine (you name it ) or there's this other

. intellectual lie, trying to slant a story to:please the

Partisan Zeview or the Ilenyon Zeview or name your won favor-
ite collegiate intellectual digest. It's just as bad to
imitate Joyce and Hemingway as it is to imitate Clarence
Buddington [elland or liickey Spillane because it's a lie.

_an imitation is a lie; it has nothing to do with the Truth

inside yourself, which a good writer should be trying to get
out: to write from the heart, emotionally. Liy early stories

~in jeird fales began to get good on the day when I wrote from

my own childhood experiences, with my own feeling. What d4id
I love? Uhat did I hate? This is the Truth and to Hell with
slanting on any level.

In speaking of slanting the Truth inside yourself, don't you

think that every writer slants according to his own truth, like
Ibsen's life lie? T '
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That's not slanting. Slanting, to define the term, is
when you pick up a magazine and read it through and read
it through until this magazine comes out your pores and you
could duplicate a story that's been published there -- in
hopes of cashing in on a trend of an editorial prejudice.
But this Truth in here is not slanting, this. is you; you
can't write any other way! Then you slant, yow geb away
from yourself, you're telling a lie, and this is destructive.
Because the hardest thing in the world is telling thei truth,
reacting to the world. ‘i/hen someone says to you, "What do
you think of licCarthy?" and you say, "I think he's a great
man, you --if you are a liBeral person-- are slanting to
please the person who's asked you the question; you are not
telling the truth. That you really believe is thet he was
a son-of-a-bitch and deserves fto be dead, and if you believe
this, you've got to say this or you distort your whole 1ifw.
This is what we're in art for, to tell the Truth, about
ourselves. The heck wi th the rest of the wrld; hope Hr
a little public that will be yours. You hope, when you
write a story, that there will be a thousand, ten thousand,
fifty thousand (who knows.what number of people?): somewher
in the world that see the way you do and will want. to buy
the story. I have an average of about eight to nine thousand
people that exist somewhere in the United States, that , :
everytime I publish a book,:will go out and buy it. That's

. my audience. T don't slant for them. They are built the
.way I am, and they see the_wa¥h1 see_the world; we have our .

own Truth which we share together. I don't know these
people. Sometimes they come . up to me on the street and

~shake my ‘hand' and I'm very pleased to meet them. 4 lot of

other people hate me, but I can't ride all tlie horses at
once; I've got to ride my own. '

.Q: Would you say that the closest thing to slanting that you

have, would be to, if you were to write a story that might fit
the requirements of a particular magazine closer, would be to...

A:

Well, when you finish a short story, amd it's done, amd
neatly typed, and in its envelope, then it's perfectly alright
to ask yourself which magaxine would be interested in seeing
this first. That's legitimate, and has nothing to do wi th

‘slanting, because the story's done!....But what is really

fun is to pick a magazine where the story couldn't possiby
sell at all and send it there to see wiat happens. Back in
1945 I had a short story rejected by eird Tales and I sent
it to Harper's liagazine, the last place in The world where
I could expect to sell it. But it sold. I+ -was-YThe lian
Upstairs," and it's been a very popular story ever since.

I had another story for Veird Tales, and when I finished it
I asked myself where I could send this thst would be very
unusual, that doesn't print this sort of thing. It was the
story "Homecoming," which is about the family of vampires
and their big celebration. I sent it to Madamoiselle and




q 5 1 thought it was the last place in the world to sell i

L They held the stroy from before Christmas until sometime
in 4pril.  Three or four months, and I didn't hear a word.
Finally I got a telegram that said, "Please be patient.
e 're: still holding your story; we're considering something.”
come to find out, when they read the story they liked it so
much, but they didn't know what to do with itl 1I% didn't
fif the magazine, so since they couldn't diange the story
--it's one of the few times that I know of this has happened—
they changed the magazine to fit the story! IT you saw that
issue of the October or November 1946 liadamoiselle, you'll
see the weird cover, and they've gone through the whole
i ssue and done the whole thing in a special "ghost" issue.
They put cobwebs on the manikins and owls and witches
and everything; it was a real odd issue. Lnd they got
charles isddams, an up-and-coming artist then, to do a two-
page spread in the middle of the book; it was just
wonderful! Then, of course, that story wound up in the
0. Henry Prize Stories the next year. “So that was a

wonderful break for me: sending a story to a magazine where
it couldn't possibly fit. But it was refreshing to them.
You. see the trouble with most writers: they slant, and most
publishers and editors: all they get through the slush pile
are the same stories over and over and they're tired of it.
4ind when a new story with a fresh idea comes in, they're
- so glad to read it that you have a chance to sell it to

that magazine. G

Q: Would you say that Astounding is probably the most guilty in
the field of accepting a slant story, and this is why there has
never been a Bradbuty story in Astounding$ (Chorus.: "There wasi'")

o I haven't sent them any stories. I had tree, four,
actually, I sold them. I won two® contests: first prize

YOU AARE NoTFT owNLY .DJFFE/QEA)T' — You ARE ﬁM’MO/@/T)",/’OO/



in the Probabiiity Zero thing they used to run, and then
I had one short story, "Do-dad,” and then I sold them a
fourth story for Unknown orlds. Jell, I sold it to them
just before the magazine ceased publication and 1t never
was seen. But all magazines accept slanted stories

. which are competently written. That doesn't mean that

slanted stories don't sell; they do. But there's no

pleasure in writing a slanted story; no one remembers

a slanted story, and you can't build a reputation by
writing slanted stories.

Q: If.you write a story with a new idea, and would like to sell

" it-to a certain magatine, there is.nothing wrong in taking this

story and looking at their magazine and saying to yourself,
njell, now, how can I change this without changing the message
so that I.can sell it to this magazine?"

s a If

"No! That's slanting, tooe u story should be an entity to

jtself. It's either a good story or it's not. If
necessary, at a late date, I'11 give it away to a
collegiate review who'll :give me Twenty-three . copies of
the publication for it,"but I'11 never change the story
to fit any magazine., If they want the story the way it
is, they can take it, but if one of them comes to me and
says, "Your point of logic here..this character did this
and this and this..." ind they can prove it, then I will
change it, but that's not slanting. They've caught me '
off base in a real error. In other vords, if you claim
the temperature of the sun is such and such a degree and .
they come back at you and say, "Sorry, but it's not; look
up your latest Tigures," then you've got to chaige it.

This is not slanting....

Q: Do you make long, elaborate written outlihes?

-
di o

o outlines of any sortl Iy writing is completely
emotional and immediate. I get an idea: Tor instance,
I was walking along the beach with some friends five

- years ago, one late afternoon, and we picked up some

Sticks and were drawing in the sand. .nd I said to my
friends, "Iy cod! ‘hat if you were a Picasso fiend and
you loved Ticasso's work, and you were walking along the
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had your own Picasso right in front of you, and you
couldn't do anything about it because it was there in the
sand. But it was an original, an original Picassol™" '
ind I thought, "liy God, what have I said? Give me a pencil
and paper!" ind I wrote down just exactly what I said and
1 went home that night and wrote the short story which is
the very first story in 4 iledicine for lielancholy, "In a
season of Calm teather."” T did it all in a few hours, then
over a period of about a year: cut, cut, cut this ldea...
mainly cutting. Not what you have to say but what you
jeave out is the most importont thing. Because you ¢an
surround a good idea with so much verbiage, so much foliage,
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that people can't see the clarity of the thing, and its
own peculiar beauty --if it has any itself -- so cutting
is the thing.

Q: Why were some of your stories so drastically changed and ou
between first printing and later printings? '

At

Q:

M

You age between publications of a story. 7You have to go
over everything very carefully and make sure it's the way
you want. So, when T reprinted Dark Carnival and called it
October Country, I went through all the stories and cut and
changed ond rewrote where I felt I'd grown in the meantime.
“lhere a story still seemed perfect of its sort, on its level,
I let it alone. But there was a2 lot of excess wordage, fa
instance, in "Next in ILine," in the original version, so I
cut it. Now, in rereading the 'story the other day, I still
feel that it could stand maybe two hundred words out. But
as you get older you learn to become more concise. The con-
cise image, the image that will hit you hardest, is what

. we're all looking for, if we're painting, drawing, writing

music, or doing short stories. : Conciseness, condensation,
is so importent.-

Ray, do you have this problem in, say, screen writing as

compared to short stories?

I just finished & screen play for Hecht-ILancaster; a fantasy
called The Dreamers. I finished the rough, the first draft,
two weeks ago: it was 173 pages. This afternoon I finished
the second draft of it and I've cut it down to 128 pages --
cut around 45 to 48 pages of the whole thing in two .weeks.
Just going through very carefully:and saying, "Is this word
important? 1Is that sentence important? Have I said this
already? If so, how did I say it? ‘hich is the better of
the two?. If this Is the one, it's the one that stays.” By
the time they make the film,"I'11l cut another ten pages.
I'11 have to, because it's running overtime. :

#m NOT SIMPET 4O migor 7,
1 e E == T«"'IER'E Fop =
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Q: How much authority do you exert over your scripts?

At I711 probably be there during the shooting of the whole
thing so I can help repair any damage that occurs. lhen
you actually have actors say a line, it has a different
value than when you read it on a page. The other night
I had a bunch of actors read a couple of my one-act plays;
James hitmore and a couple of guys got together at
someone's house and they read these plays out loud.
Iistening to them, as I listened to myself (read this
story.) tonight, I can tell where the cutting is needed,
where a bad line gets in the way of a good one. O0On the set
of a motion picture the same thing happens. Someone does a
thing and says a line, and says, "Gee, I'm sorry; that's
clumsy, you know. It doesn't work wi th this action or this
thought.  ihat did you mean?" It's up to the author to
defend what he has said or to revise. Bubt in the case of
Iioby Dick, they pretty well followed my Script all the way
Through, and I wasn't even around.. But fthey had a shooting
secript when they went into production, which Houston doesn't

. generally have when he makes his films.

Q: Do you enjoy doing your films?

”L: .'OH, yes. ‘It's great fun. T always have been a vistal writér

as is quite obvious if you'll lok at them. Full of color...

¢: If you had a choice of any of your stories being mede into 2

film, even a short one, so you wouldn't have to expand a short
story, what ‘would you pick to see in visuwal form9

"~ 4: U€ll, right now, Farenheit 451. ind.I'm going to do the

'screen play this summer. L friend has found an angel some-
where to pay a limited amount of money to finance me during
the time I'm writing the séreen-play. .Production'is not
set up, but we feel that once we get it finished there are
- & number of people...who are interested....

Q: There have been many articles, ard a recent one in Playboy,

that claimed that Hollywood was one of the places where an artist

was forced to slant in order to be seen on the screen. How are

you able to overcome this barriere

L= Nobody ever forced anyone to do anything! 1Ilobody ever. forced
anyone To do anything in this world! Ve all know that. .s
Hemingway said, "Whores seck their own level.® If you want
to do a thing, you go and do it; if you don't want to do it,
don't do it! It's as simple as that. I've never been forced
to do anything. I wouldn't let myself be forced to do
anything. T do what I wish %o do and if thev don't like it,
that's the end of it. 1lost of these writers get so
enamoured of the pay-check, of course, they will do three


probably.be

j q films a year instead of one. You can only do Jjustice,

i depending on how your luck runs; if you cah do 2 screen
play and have luck with it and it comes out well in a
few months. Then you can easily do another one later in
the year. But it took me eight months to do lioby Iick.
and I was exhausted. I'd have been a fool to do another
screen play and I was offered The Friendly Persuasion
immediately after finishing Moby Dick. T wanted to do
The Friendly Zersuasioh because I love t he book; it's
Just one of the great American books o our time, I feel:
a gentle, humane, lovely book. But I'd have been a fool

“to.go in and exhaust myself by going in and doing another
thing. I couldn't be forced, even by an artistic
consideration, to teke on an extra at a time like that.
So all this talk you read in eastern magasines about

.people being perverted by any of the art f rms on the
Coast is nonsense. ©People want to do these things, and
they do them, and they have T6 pay the consequences.
and, T don't feel sorry for them.

--~Ray Bradbury

NO, WE'RE BETTER — BEcause THERE
ARE moRe ©F US 76 SAy So/




. L WAKE UP SCREALIING . £t -

;;;f .'$,,_ e P by Wally Weber:

15 was.Friiay, July j, 1959, and the phone was ringing.. The phone bell had
been adjusted so-that. it was just barely audible, and ordinarily -it could not be
heard at all in my bedroom, But things are fairly quiet around Swamphouse at 5:30
in the morning,-andnlxchaSGdidqwnstairs to answer .

It was Ron Ellik apologizing for waking me up.and. explaining that Bjo, Djinn
Faine; A1 Lewis.and Brad Carlson had decided not to attend the Westercon after all:
their autoriobile had ruined itself with a steel-and-concrete highway divider at Kelso,
Vn. If ohe:could believe .lon, the accident victims were in the St. John Hospital

near Xelso. o
‘ e

It had to beJE}hoax,,qf course, Isn't that what trufans like Ron dé at conven-—
tions? Sure,. they £akl people up on the telephone and tell tham that Tucker died or
Bjo was in the hespital. Byt if I was so certain Ron was hoawing, why was 1 run-
ning aimlessly-in Small circles and stumbling ‘into things? ,

Elmer Perdue, Bill Ellern, and Ellik met me at the uoore Hotel entrance half
an hour later. For fans attending a convention they looked rather grim; if they
were hoaxing, they weren't enjoying it much. Ellern and a few pieces of baggage
were loaded luto my car and we started toward Kelso.

By systematically pestering the citizens of Kelsol Bill and I found the St.
John Hospital in Longview, which is a town so near to “elso that nobody knows the .
difference. We got in through the emergency entrance, and Bill started accumulating
infor. ation; it wasn't easy. Nobody seemed to know anything positively...they
"thought" only three persons had been put in the hospital...they “supposed" all the -
patients were going to be all right...they "imagined"™ we would be.able to see then
in dve time. The only thing we were getting from the hospital staff was a bad
case of nerves.

Bill finally obtained the office address of Dr. Reynolds, who was in charge of
the patients. He wasn't expected back at his office for some time, so Bill decided
we should try to locate the remains of the car and/or Al Lewis until the doctor was
available.

The car was piled neatly in Tommy “dwards' Central Garage: the right front corner
of the little Peugeot had been torn away; the rest of the car was there, but the geom-
etry was a little weird. The luggage was still in the car and it didn't appear to

have been guarded very-carefully, so Bill went in search of someone who cotld auth-
orize the removal of baggage to my car. We were directed to a restaurant across the
street.

The garage owner had just finished his coffee and we nearly succeeded in missing
him. He told us we would need a signed statement by the owners of the luggage in
order to claim it. Having reached a dead end for the time being, Bill and I decided
to have breakfast and brood a while in the restaurant.

After our meal, we returned to the wreck to satisfy the morbid streaks in our
psychological make-ups. It was Bill who first noticed the bloodstains, and I rather
regretted he hadn't noticed it before we had eaten. It would have cwbed my appetite
far faster than the breakfast had. The front seat of the car looked like the floor
of a slaughterhouse. I couldn't help feelirg that these California fans carried
thelr hoaxes a little too far.
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When located, Dr. Reynolds provided the first real facts. Al lewis had required
no hospitalization; Brad C.rlson was just a trifle shaken up and would be out soon.
“Djinn Faine appeared to have a whiplash injury that would require physical therapy
for at least a week. Bjo could possibly have a broken jaw, but he womldn't know until
the Xsrays were developed. They would all survive with no permanent defects.

Somewhat reassurcc, —ill and I returned to the hospital. This time we were re-
warded with room numbers and permission to visit.

Bill introduced me to Brad Carlson, who apparently was too impolite to get up
out of bed and shake hands. I was about to point out his rudeness when Bill intro-
duced me to Al Lewis, who had been in the room visiting with Brad. Al's shirt could
hardly be seen for bloodstains; I felt sick again. If this was the one who hadn't
required hospitalization, what must the others look like? =41 explained, however,
that he hadn't personal ly contributed any of the bloed--that .io had just been a
trifle careless about where she had drained her veins. Well, suppose he meant to

to be reassuring.

About this ti e, a long blonue was pushed down the corridor by Brad's door on
a sort of long, narrow, TV tray. Bill and #1 tra.pled me in their pursuit of this
interesting object. I didn't mind being tra.pled by #1 so much since he was not
wearing any shoes--just red socks. Could Bjo have,.. no, I guess that was their
natural color.

Leaving Brad to rot _in bed (I'll teach him to loll around:when he should be up
greeting his visitors), I, too, took out after the refreshments on the TV tray. I
located just about everybody at the door of Bjo's room. Bjo w.s hardly the blood-
le'ss shell of her former self that I had been expecting, and Djinn (the blonde on
the platter) did not look particularly different from what I remembered of her, ex-
cept for the fadt that she was oriented horizontally instead of vertically. Bjo was
remarking. that Djinn was goldbricking, and Djimn had a reply for this theory that led
me to.believe these girls were in far better shape than Bill and I. But then neither
Bill nor I should ever try to compete with girls where shapes are concerned.

The party broke up before it really got started, and I found myself showing Al
the way to my car so I could run him out to see the remnants of his. He was hoping
to locate his shoes somewhere in the wreckage, since he was beginning to feel a bit
self-conscious padding around town in his stocking feet.

The shoes were there, although souewhat crunched out of: shape. Al managed to
get them on, and we trans ferred belongings from his wreck to my wreck. .ost of the
luggage had come out fairly well, considering the violence of the accident. Ellik's
suitcase had taken the worst beating, looking like an illustration for one of Toskey's

more abstract papers. Clothes protruded from openings in the suitcase, giving the
suggestion of a pie that had been stepped on until the filling had started to ooze
out from the edges. The dark red stains where Bjo had bled were the finishing touches.

Al found his camera in functioning condition, and he immediately put it to use
photographing the car. Later we went out on the highway to the scene of the acciden,
where he took more pictures. Then he rented a motel room across the street from the

hospital, and we unloaded everything except
Ron E11lik's suitcase and Elmer Perdue's type-
writer case, which I was supposed to take back
with me to Seattle,

Back at the hospital, Al and Bill and
I circulated around the tlree rooms, spacing
out visits so as to allow them no time to ob~-
tain the rest and relaxation they were there
for. The patiants were doing a dandy job of
cheering us up.
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Eventually Bill and I felt well enough to eat again, and since the patients
didn't seem inclined to invite us for dinner, we went downtown. Al had washed a godd
part of Bjo out of his shirt, so we took the still-wet shirt and a few of the girls'
biloodstained garments to a neerby cleaner to finish the job, and went to lunch.

On the way back to the hospital, Bill and I got the shrew idea to stop in at
a flower shop to pick up something for the girls. (Brad could buy his own flowers
if he wanted any, so far as we were concerned.) Bill picked out an artificial violeét
that seemed to hold a special significance which I hadn't the courage to investigate.
I located a heavy pot that I thought might be right for-throwing at doctors. The
. pot contained a strange sort of vegetable whose blossoms kept sncpping at my fingers
when I would venture too close. I made out a card from the Vestercon gang, hooked it
onto one of the plant's fangs, and returned with Bill to the hospital.

By thet time, Bjimm and Bjo had the second floor of the hospital entirely in
their poier. Bjo's .elderly roommate had been moved out so that -the girls could
share the same room. This was considerate of the staff, as it saved wear ard tear
on us poor visitors who would otherwise have had to walk back and forth between the
two roonms.

It was during the ensuing conversation that I leamed I had at last attained
fannish greetress: I, like the great Charles Burbee, have met Djinn Faine in bed.

Visiting hours were being ignored, of course, until one of the nurses that Bjo
hadn't had time to train came storming in to bounce me. As I dusted myself off in
the alley, I mumbled about having been thrown out of better bars than the St. John
Hospital, and decided I'd be more welcome back in Seattle where the nurses didn't,
know me. .

Nobody wented to ride back with ue, which was rather strange. I had entertainel
Bill with witty jokes and fancy, high-speed driving all the way down, and I thought
sube he would have spread the word akout how much fun it had been.

Lyening darkened as I returned alone to brighten the VWestercon. ily room was
still reserved for me at the loore, so I signed for it and took a look at it. It
seemed to be .#dequate for showing pictures to s.all audiences, which was primarily
what I wanted it for. All that was lacdking was the pictures and the audiences. Well,
the hotel couldn t be expected *tn fimnisb —w-ylhipn: | 4

HO! | SHALL IS0LATE my

ONIQue SELF FRom THE WASSES —
THEY SHALL NEVER K Mod WHAT
THEY HAve mISSED/
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I went up to room 323, which was the convention room, to see if there wasn't
something exciting going on there. The room was satisfyingly full of fans. I wanted
to tell them about my witty stories and high-speed driving, but all they seemed int-
erested in were the girls in the hospital. Toskey was particularly interested, sinee
his sole interest in the Vestercon had to do with meeting Bjo. Ellik and Toskgy had
already made plans to drive down to visit the girls on Saturday. Nobody seemed int-
erested in driving down to see Al or Brad or Bill.

F1I Busby asked me wucoher I had brought Llmer Perdue's baggage up from Kelso,
and I explained that the oniy things I had browght back were Elmer's typewriter and
the remains of Ellik's suitcase. Fll groaned and described how Elmer was in dire
need of his luggage and would probably not survive the night without it. The sit- -
uation looked bleak until Ron explained that I had not brought back a typer at all;
that it was only a typewriter case containing the sum total of “lmer's baggage. It
was a great relief to learn that Elmer required so little far survival.

The situation with Ron's baggage was more tragic. That look of suffering that
appeared on his face as he gazed for the first time upon the strange shape of his
suitcase will never be forgotten. 4Although Hon was the owner of a truly historic
piece of luggage, he certainly cculdn't be accused of enjoying the fact.

After a quick trip to Swamphouse to pick up films, projectors, typewriters &
assorted junk to strew about my hotel room to make it more like home, I returned to
the hotel and once again began searchirg for fans. 323 wasn t as full as it should
‘have been, and rumor had it that Don Day was host to a party on the sixth floor.
The rumor proved to be sheer fact, and rather understated at that.

Of course it had to be a good party, because the host was fabulous. There is
not a more magnificently beared and moustachioed individual this side of the Atlantic
than Don Day. His is a heroic beard, so carefully groomed that it is an artistic
creation far beyond the catagory of mere facial dccoration. The ends of the mous-
tache had been brought to such fine, vertical points that they must have been held
uprisht by the same mystic pouers used in India to make ropes stand on end.

ONLY MY UNIQUE SELF CAN uNDERSTAND
my INNER CREATIVE EXPRESS/oy /
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Fully three-fourths of the attendees must have been in Don's suite, and the con-
versations and activities going on were far too numerous and varied to permit a com-
.plete report, even if it would have been possible to join in and remember all of
them. There was, for example, a group of Seattle fans including Vic Stredicks, Wally
Gonser, Jerry Frahm, and Malcolm Willits, who were using their discussion on United
States currency as an excuse for borrowing bills of various denominatichs from others
in the room. Fil & E Busby were running a gamut of fannish conversations with Guy &
Diane Terwilleger, Forry Ackerman, the Johns Brist ol and Speer, and ever one else who
happened by. Ric West, who now lives in Seattle but remains a Southern Californian
at heart, was enjoying the opportunity of asseciating again with his fellow countrymen.
Ric had done the wonderful artwork on the mail-outs advertising the Westercon, but
his seven-day-a-week job precluded his attending the con except at night.

I walked into the adjoining room and saw Anthony Boucher talking earnestly with
liark Uialsted. Varda Pelter stopped and told me, "He's talking about music."

I couldn't hear a word lir. Bouwcher was saying through all the background noise,
and I couldn't ses how Varda would be able to hear any better. "How do you know?"
T asked her. :

1
"Simple. He always waves his hands like that when he s talking about music." I
looked closely, and watched Boucher talk--he gave the impr8ssion that he was battling
off a swarm of hungry mosquitoes. I moved in closer and listened. Well, if opera
can be considered music, that's exactly what he was expounding on. I looked around
for Varda, but she had disappeared somehow. There was soxething odd about that girl.
I wondered if I would ever figure out exactly what it was.

A matter of overwhelining importance took place durirg tle party, although I
doubt that anyone noticed other than Speer and I. It was there that. Jack handed
me an envelope containing the Articles of Incorporation of the Seattle Science
Fiction Club. It was a fascinating document, complete with a huge gold seal of the
State of Washington in the lower left-hand corner. It was just the sort of thing
for which we pay taxes in this state. As I had understood the situation at the
time, having an incorporated club put on the Vestercon would provide us with the
opportunity of skipping out without paying the bills, while still protecting the
individual club members from being sued by tte hotel. Until Jack handed over the
Articles of Incorporation, however, nore of us in the Nameless Ones wviere certain the

corporation officially existed. fJnfartun.a.tely I failed to notify the rest of the
club until after the hotel had already been paid, so we will have to wait now until
the Worldcon in 1961 to take advantage of this golden opportunity.

Since so few fans witnessed the presentation of the Articles, the majority of
them will probably consider the most memcrable part of the party to be the cultural
period when Boucher, assisted by pr ctical ly everyone else in the room, held the
attenti on of the entire party with a recitation of poetry. In plainer words, every-
body recited dirty limericks, and Tony knew the wost. The exchanges were very edu-
cational. I feel certain everyone broadened their repertoires of pornography during
the lively renditions of story and song, and it saddened me to think how Boucher's
talents as a raconteur of this sort of thing had to be limited to small, informal,
non-paying audiences: I leaned weakly against the wall, to wrung out frou laughing
to breathe properly , feeling sad about it all.

I noticed many times a recurrence of this fascinating "Subject A," and this
has given me a theory as to why meetings of the Nameless Ones seem so dull compared
to conventions. I have since devised a series of programs to enliven the meetings
of the local club, but h~re yet to solve the problem of handling Seattle's narrow-
minded vice-squad.
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In time the party broke up as one small group after another took their leave,
reluctant but haopy. Apparently even fans need sleep. Gonser, as usual, was being
different and getting his sleep right on the spot. .embers of the Nameless Ones are
Quite accustomed to seeing Wally napping peacefully in strange positions without
regard to the hubbub around him, but even they were taking second glances at his
latest arrangement. Usually “ally naps onfloors or entangled in a piece of furniture,
but this time he was leaning upright against the wall. The thowhtless designers of
of the libore had provided a radiator at that loc«tion, but V/ally had arched back-
wards to avoid it. There he slept, with feet on the floor next to the radiator,
body arched backwards, shoulders and head against the wall, mouth open, hands folded
on his chest, and no doubt dreaiiing peac&fully of radiators. I left this happy scere
to putter acround in my room for a while, until the fact davned on me that it had
been Saturday f or some time, and I needed so.ie rest.

At 6 am I stared out the window overlooking 2nd #ve and decided I had slept
enotgh. 1 brushed my face and w.shed my teeth, and stumbled down to the lobby with
an armload of old convention photozraphs. There were a lot of duplicates mixed with
the original sets, and I sorted them out into sevcral random piles that seemed
logical enough at 6:30 Fourth of July morningz. I did this until Toskey arrived.

Being eager to ueet Bjo, Burnetét had arrived before his appointed time to meet
Ron El1lik for the ride to Kelso. VWhile waiting, we picked out a set of photographs
from the 1954 SFCon for Toskey to take along, and a little later Toskey and Ron were
aimed for Kelso in Bill Ellern's Hillman. ™t would occur to them too late that they
had forgotten the flowers they had bought the night before and placedinrefrigeration,
but who can think of things like that at 7 am?

« With Ron and Burnett gone, there where no other [ans in sight. It seemed
like a good icea to go up to 323 and wait for sims of life. To keep me company,
I picked up my typewriter and instalged it in the convention room. I was on the
second page of my convention report when Jean Bogert appe ared.

I had seen Jean the day before, but I still could not believe she had téeken
the trouble and expense to fly all the way from Pennsylvania to see the Vlestercon.
She had attended the liidiwesCon just the weekend before, and she would certainly be
at the Detention in Septe.ber. ©Still she would p obably never write a convention
report or publish a fanzine. To my way of thinking this is an impossible contra-
diction, and the fact that it exists is one of those baffling mysteries that even
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We didn't really start a conversation; we continued one, probably the longest
conversation in the history of fandom. It had started almost two years ago in London.
At the con there, she had started to describe to me a science fiction movie called,
"Not of This Earth". She had either seen this movie a great number of times or she
had a remarkable memory, for she was reciting the dialogue scene by scene in add-
itlon to describing in minute detail the action taking place. Lore than that, she
had someiow established a rapport with the characters in the movie to such an extent
that she was able to reveal their innermost thoughts.

The fantastic thorouczhness with which she reviewed the movie made it impossible
for her to finish during the course of a single convention, and I was forced to
wait twelve agonizing months until the Solacon where she finished the review. By
that time I was probably betteér informed about the movie than the person who had
written the screenplay.

 But this was far from the end of it. dJean was so familiar with the movie
that she saw where obvious improvements could be made, and, in the absence of any-
one else qualified to do the job, she was rewriting the movie herself. Partial to
the so-called villains and conte. ptuous of typically feeble-minded heroes, things
were turning out quite different for her. In fact, she had gone so far as to im-
port a particularly interesting villain named "Bacharati," I believe, and a par-
ticularly stupid hero named "Captain Corey" from a TV series, to play suitable roles
in her slightly revised movie. It was this portion of our conversation that was
continued from the Solacon to this Saturday morning at the Westercon.

This was eventually interrupted by the entrance of several other fans including
GlCarr. and Ed Wyman. Somebody mentioned breakfast, and once the thought took hold °
everyone began to feel the pangs of hunger. No one was doing  anything about it
until I remembered out loud that the last place where I had eaten was in Kelso.
Suddenly I found myself being whizzed down the corridor by Jean Bogert, who was
determined to see that food be introduced into my frail body as soon as possible..
Possibly the others followed of their own free will, but I prefer to believe they
were sucked up in the vacuum caused by our swift exit.

e couldn't eat at the lloore because their dining room was closed over the.
holidays. This had been one of the unexpected upsets of the con, since one of the
attractions of the Moore had been that its dining room stayed open on holidays. Un-
fortunately, the threat of a strike had closed the restawrant at the last minute.
The Stewart, just one block away, was still doing business, however, and in due time
I was stuffed tc Jean's satisfaction and the Westercon could g0 on once more.

Back at 323, many fans were making conversation and enjoying themselves. What
kind of con was this? Np stuffy, boring program? Something had to be done. Forry

Ackerman and Ben Stark were sitting on a bed, and 1 thought for a while I would bring
about a big-con atmosphere by telling them they could not sit there, imitating as best

I could the manner of my hero, Dave Kyle. Then I thought about being casually
stomped into the carpet by Forry and Ben, and I decided to try for the boring program.

After strewing my supply of mislabelled convention photographs around the room,
I set up the tape recorder and played the old recording of M"iagnet" a number of Seattle
fans had made several years ago. Otto Pfeifer was the only member of the cast
present, and he was mortified to hear his part cut out completely: Otto had played
the part of The O0ld Spacehound, and whereever his dialogue had appeared on the tape,
a piano recording of "I'm An 0ld Cowhand " had been dubbed in on one of the two
tape tracks. OSince the recording I was using ‘played only the tape track playing the
piano part, Otto's efforts were lost to the audience.
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After the playing of the recording, I ran out of feasible plans to bore the fans,.

so I gave up. The stupid convention could go to ruin with everyone enjoying them-—
selves for all I cared.

About this time 1 pecae involved with a project Guy & Diane Terwilleger were
working on. It seems that Neffer Esther Richardson was known to be living in Seattle
but had not shown up at the con. Irs. Richardson had apparently been quite generous,
mailing gifts to the Terwillegers without proveccation, and generally being friendly
over a distance of several hundred miles. The Terwillegers wanted very much to see
her in person, but they couldn't so much as locate her phone number in the directory.

Jean Bogert hud been wanting to visit Julia Woodard, Hunnes Bok's mother, so
it occurred to me that I could find lrs. Richardson from her address while Jean was
visiting. Following this line of reasoning, I let Jean off at Julia's, and, clutch-
ing the steering wheel in one hand and the N3F address list in the other, I set out
to track lirs. Richardson to her lair.

Despite having a knack for getting hopelessly lost in Seattle, 1 found the house
on the first try. Mrs. Richardson, as charming a.woman as you'll ever run across,
welcoued me into a beautiful living room with a view of water, boats, mountains, and
everything that makes Seattle a beautiful (if easy-to-get-lost—in) city. After some
chit-chat about the N3F and the con, it dawned on wme that I was not there to be
sociable, but rather I was a fan with a mission. Mrs. Richardson must be brought to
the liestercon.

Well, she wasn't going to the llestercon. It was her day to relax, and that was
exgcetly whag she was going to do. She would welco.e guests, but she was not leaving
her comfortable house for anything, and would I care for some sandwiches and miilk?
Somehow my important mission got lost during the lunch, and it was all I could do to
remember to get her phone number before leaving,

Back at Julia lioodard's place I had to refuse another invitation to lunch.
Could I really have looked that starved? Jean and I returned to the hotel where I
gave Guy & Diane Esther's phone number and explained how I had been outwitted.

[ DWW C AN ; 2 e A A —
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The afternoon had progressed to the point where the eight o'clock banquet was
nearly upon us. (More food?!) I had a vague notion in the back of my little mimd
that the banquet should be recorded. I was trying to rig up an extension for the
mike when Jim Webbert was attracted to the scene, curious as to how anyone could be-
come so entangled with such a short length of cord. I confided in him, and in
the resultant conversation he mentioned that he had a tape recorder at his apart-
ment, and a camera there which he wished he could have with him at the banquet,
but there wasn't enough time to get it before eight.

That just goes to show how little Jim Webbert knows about fan doings. There
he was, an alleged fan, a man who had done such things as accompany Walt Willis from
Chicago to Salt Lake City, naively assuming that the banquet would start on time !

From my wisdom, I explained things to him, and we went to his place to pick up his
camera and tape recorder.

The only people we found in the convention room when we returned were Ron E1llik
and Burnett Toskey, who had just returned from Kelso. It was just as well that a

larger audience was not present, since Ron was changing clothes. In fact, Ron had
too large an audierce as it was, for at the precise moment when he was at that point
in pulling on his shorts where all men look their most ridiculous, Jim Webbert's
fiendish flash camera recorded tle sight for posterity.

Sensing our welcome was wearing thin, Jim and I collected our tapes and headed
for the banquet. In tlc hotel lobby we discovered Evelyn Stroud trying to convince
a doubtful desk clerk that she did, too, have a room reserved for the con. Apparently
she had just arrived and hadn't known the banguet was in progress. Ve convinced her
that she didn't wanit a room, since fans are not supposed to sleep at conventions any-
way, and we dragzed her with us to the banquet. I sold her my banquet ticket at real
scalpers' rates and we went to the Stewart Hotel where tle banquet was being held.

Everybody was industriously chewing away at their steaks. iwhat was this cenvention
coming to? The stupid banquet had started on time!

Jim Webbert hastily set up his recorder, wondering how he had ever been talked
intc this project, and I left in search of a 1bmm projector so that the film the LASFS
Lhad made could be shown that evening.

The Nameless were fortunate to have Alan G. Nourse as the MC, a lthough it was
not so fortunate for Dr. Nourse himself. Not only was the bangquet breaking into
his rather heafy schedule, but he had to pay for his meal Just like everyone else,
even though he was to run the program. We Namless Ones aren't cheap,: you understand;
in fact, we try to be as expensive as possible.

Alan introduced Forry hckerman with a cleverly-told story about a salesman. It
ceems this salesman was being put to the test of having to sell a particularly ugly
suit. He succeeded in doing this, but was pretty well battered up in the process.
As you might suspect, some idiot asked how he had sold the suit to a customer who
had objected so violently. The salesman explained that the customer hadn't objected
at all--the damage had been done by the customer's seeing-eye dog.

This could have been a suggestion that Forry, as an agent, occasionally had to
fird a blind editor to sell stories to. It was accepted, however, as the well-tolds
gbory it was, and Forr: trok over the program.
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After a few preliminary remarks about how he had flown all the way back
to the HidWesCon in order to make an ass of himself, Forry started in on his
main subject, which seemed to be about a person named iiihalikis. If we can be-
lieve Forry, lir. liihalikis may well be the most fabulous personality in the
world, if not Los Angeles. He has writien best sellers, has a system whereby
a person can attain any goal he desires, has a penetrating mind, is consulted
by individuals such as John V. Campbell Jr. for advice, is so smart that he is
rich, and has great inflwence on fans and non-fans alike.

For those who knew about ‘+ihalikis, the speech was tedious. For those who
were expecting punchlines, the speech was disappointing. But for those who were
interested, the speech was a fascinating revelation of a personality that could,
this very instant, be reshaping our future. <sroviding this wihalikis person
actually exists, that is.

Anthony Boucher was introduced and talked on a number of short, interesting
" topics. He revealed the sad tale of what happencd to his wife's sole story idea.
He did not describe her story idea other than to say it was extremely good and the
only one she has ever thought up. He went on to say how, since it had been a
human interest type of plot, he had sent the idea to «lan Nourse, who, in turn,
wrote it up into a really good science fiction story. Ilirs. Nourse then sent the
story to his agent with a note explaining where tie idea for the story had origina—~
ted. So while Boucher matiently waited for the story, the agent sold it to Horace
Gold and it appeared in Jalaxy.

»

The rest of his speech was slanted to please the Seattle fans, referring as *
it did to our league-trailing baseball team, our famous Skid Road, horror movies
_playing at local theaters and on TVs and other such cultural aspects of our com-
munity. He was particularly enthused about our broadminded educational program,
having observed a signpost that directed the traveller to a "University Brothel."

when he had finished, the program was turned over to Don lay, who had al-
ready endeared himself to the shrivelled hearts of the Nameless Ones by hosting
such -a successful party the previous night as well as having been primarily re-
sponsible for the Nameless having obtained the liestercon in the first place. As
a reward, we stuck Don with the most gosh-awful job of the con. We made him the
auctioneer.

As usual, Don came through magnificently. Those attending the banquet were
scarcely in the mood for anything as commercial as an auction, but the persuasive
Day got them to part with over $20 for the five originals. Varda Pelter put Don
to the acid test by announcing how completely valueless "Venusian'" handkerchiefs
were, and then giving him one of the worthless objects to awction off. By the time
Jerry Frahm had purchased the handkerchief for $1.39, Day had substituted the word
"priceless" for "worthless" and included a bonus of genuine Venusian lipstick
smears to the handkerchief.

Don was permitted to say a few words about his beard, and he used the oppor-
tunity to point out that the Oregon Centennial had given him his first good excuse
_in thirty years for growing a beard and he had made the best of it.

He referred to himself as a neofan, and admitted that he had been dropped
from FAPA for lack of cchivity. But he could not resist pointing out that Jack
Speer had maintained his own activity requirements by tle device of publishing
in full the rules ard bylaws of the King County Young Democrats.
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This was about all the introduction Jack Speer required, and the duty of run-
ning the business ueeting fell into his capable hands. Before starting the meet-
ing, Jack made a feeble defense against Don Yay's accusation, commented “2vorably
on Forry ickerman's youthful appewarance (which he attributed to Forry's switch to
contact lenses rather than to the clean, virtuous life that Forry leads), and re-
gretted that Forry had not comemorated this, the 20th anniversary of science fic-
tion conventions, by appearing in the HGWells toga he had worn during his first
world sf convention.

The nominations for the site of the 1960 ‘estercon were opened, after which a
long silence fell upon the asserblage. Fan looked uncomfortably at fan but no
nominations were in evidence. Had the MNameless Ones succeeded in putting on the
Wiestercon to end all liestercons?

It was Supersquirrel Ellik who finally came to the rescue. To be sure, he
was an uncertain and hesitant squirrel, but then one had to consider that his
specielty was flying through walls, not rescuing regional conventions from oblivign.
Ron explained that his understanding was that the LaSFS would accept the Westercon
if nobody else would have it. -

This reluctant nomination was quickly seconded, and for a moment it seemed that
the issue would be selilad without a vote. Sut on the other side of the room a
dramg was unfolding. Guy Terwilleger was I ighting the familiar battle between the
inner man and the inner fan. Coumon sense- told him it was sheer idiocy to put in
a bid for Boise, Idaho; he and his wife would have to put on the convention without
outside help. He'really didn't have the time to devote to such a project. He
didn't know the first thing about putting on conventions. He was involved with
so mch fanac already he couldn't possibly take on any more. He considered all
this very objectively, and with scientific precision he arrived at the only sens—
ible conclusion. He bid for the convention.

Jack Speer called for wore nominations, but his efforts were wasted, so he
closed the nominations and asked for a discussion of the proposed sites. Jerry
Frahm described the scenic beauty of Idaho in general ard Boise in particular;
Elmer Perdue remembered the good-looking girls he had seen on his visits to Idahoj
Ron E1llik reminded everyorne that Los Angeles was noted for smog and remarked on
how impossible it was to get around in the city.

1/ith these unbiased remarks, the discussion of the proposed convention sites
closed and, after a shat delay while our unofficial photographer, Ed Wiyman, took
some flash pictures, the vote on the convention site was taken. In 4 moment, Guy
Yerwilleger, trufan, had himself a convention to plan.

Speer asked for additional busiress, but there seemed to be none handy. El-
inor Busby, President of tre Hameless Ones, sidestepped any talk of a financial
report, although IliBusby announced that the @60 from the Solacon was still unem-
bezzled and would be forwarded to Guy to sce vhat he could do about it. He then -
announced that a party was to be held in room 323 right after the meeting, and
for some reason the meeting ended on the spot.

Doug liyman, EC V- 21 and Jerry Frahm combined efforts to set up the projector,
and we wWere soon ready to start the party in the con room with the showing of the
LASFS movie, "The Genie." Ellik gave an introductory talk on the movie, describing
briefly its flaws and why these short-comings existed. We were expecting the worst
when the projector started.
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Following the crowd out of my room to 323, I saw the con was still going stropng.
The supply of drinks was doing nicely, and at least three free-for-all conversations
were going on simultaneously. I found a secluded spot behind and to the left of Don
Day's remarkable beard where I could isten to hinm try to convince a skeptical aud-
ience that he had once witnessed a nan consume, in a very few hours, a pony keg of
beer. Anthony Boucher and FlBusby were particularly doubtful thut such a human
pipeline could exist, and were trying to reason out the mathematics of such a feat.
Later on the conversation swtiched to magic--Day performed a quick trick to conf ound
us, and Boucher described his own talent for being the perfect magician's audience.

Ron E1lik noticed ny rather walleyed expression, and reminded me that it was
my turn to drive to Kelso when dawn arrived. He suggested that soie sleep now would
be a great aid in accomplishing this trip, and that my passengers would particularly
enjoy arriving at the St. John Hospital as visitors instead of patients. I was
quick to grasp the significance of the subtle hint, and after some delay I withdrew
fro. the Westercon, returned to my room, and went to sleep.

The world was still there at 6am next day, although I hadn't been awake long
enough to wonder why. «fter the usual struggle of trying to shave without actually
"looking at The Thing In The Mirror, I took the car to a service station for break-
fast, then returned to the hotel. Jean Bogert was there wanting to know when we
were going to get the show on the road. I mumbled so ething about getting passangers
together, and got back in the car to go out to the West (erburg)'s place. Virginia
was nearly ready when I arrived, but evidently I still had a hungry look about me.
At any rate she took time out to feed me breakfast. I ate while sitting on Ric's
bed, entertaining hin with witty stories and occasionally nudging him to keep him
awake. I was careful to make sure all of the cruubs fro.. breakfast dropped on the
bed so as not to mess up the floor. Ric apprecintes these little courtesies.

When Virginia and I returned to the hotel, the other passengers were ready
and waiting. They were Jean Bogert, oluer Perdue, Otto and Larry Stone. £Elmer had
raided the Stewart Hotel refrigerator to retrieve the flowers Ron and Burnett had
forgotten to take the day before, and everybody was eager to be started.

Larry was his usual quiet self and I tried to remerber to brace myself for the
inevitable pun. He kept his peace, however, until we reached the city limits of
Kelso. Ly guard was all the way down when he suddenly came out in his quiet, deadly
manner with a pun that crossed the name of “elso with “calcimine." I have yet to
fully recover, and it L. m’ hope that some com morning Larry will attempt to crawl
into a window at Swamphouse when I am around.

We met A1 Lewis, Bill £llern and Brad Carlson at the motel across the streeth’
from the hospital, and we learned that the hospital was pretty much under Bjo's
control by then. Visiting hours were anytime at all, the only rule being that no
more than three visitors could be in the room at one time, and visits had to be
limited to twenty minutes. The hospital had inadvertent ly left a loophole by not
specifying how long a period was required between visits, so the girls were quite
conscientious about complying with the two minor restrictions to forestall. the poss-
ibility of giving t.e hospital to excuse to negotiate for a new contract.

When it was time to start another series of twenty-minute visits, I joined Jean
and Virginia to make a party of three, and ve journeyed up to room 220, which by now
virtually constituted the headquarters for the hospital. UYnce there, the clammy
realization came to me that I was in a roo.icont.dning four girls, two beds, and not
much else. The exact implications of this situation were not altogether clear to
me, but the situation looked fow times as bad as anythin; my parents had ever warned
me about.
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Aside from fluctuations in sound levels fro scene to scene, and a tendency
for the splices to frustrate the projector, the movie was a marvel. Al Lewis told
me about other flaws in the film later, but despite the fact I was to see it four
tiges, I never remembered to look for the mistakes. The all-star cast of Forry
Ackerman, Fritz Leiber and Bjo looked like Hollywood's best to the fascinated aud-
ience, and the story that was told on the screen remains priceless. For me, this
movie was the high point of the convention. This film should be perfected in time
for the Detention, and you are an idiot fake-fan if you don't make an effort to see
it. There will be no tattling about the plot from this direction.

After the show, Ron helped lug the projector down to my rooii where the picture
could be shown later without bothering the party in 323. We also brought the type-
writer down so that SHANGRI-L'AFFAIRES #l); could be coupleted.

Incidentally; any of you who have copies of SIKAGGY #L) should look upon it
with awe, for it has a history unequalled by any other fanzine in captivity. All
the pages except the four printed in blue were.in the trunk of the Peugeot when it
‘lost its battle with the highway divider. Soiehow the pages survived, and Ron
brought then to Seattle from Kelso. He typed the four last stencils in the waning
hours of the Fourth of July while the con raged just one floor above him. The
stencils were later run off on the Fenden Gestetner, sowe 1,500 miles from where
the issue had started.

Vhile Ron was typing, I settled down on the bed to do some deep musing. For
some reason everything seemed particularly -- well —- particularly “right." The
Westercon was going smoothly despite my previous aoprehensions about the affair;
El1lik was typing stencils just as a trufan should. All this peace and contentment
was boring, so I went to sleep.

I woke when iton finished. A few fans who had missed seeing "The Genie" helped
me set up the projector and I ran it through for them. This was during the wee
small, and towards the end of the film the desk clerk called to inform me that too
much noise was coming from my room. When they had rented the room to me for show-
ing movies, they hadn't planned on me showing them at such strange hours. I apol-
orized, making it last until the film was finished, and then shut down for the night.

ANYBoRY  wHo - s
AMBoDY TobAY
IS Zeiyc, ”UNIQUE"/
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iy fears were slowly eased as a feminine fannish conversation began and
continued for the allotted twenty minutes. Vhen Virginia left the room, Djinn and
Bjo remarked. bitterly about how fiendish it was of Virginia to be so well groomed
when visiting them while they were such messes. This surprised me since up to that
time I had considered them to be anything but messes, but then living eight years
in Swamphouse says little for one's sense of discernment. At least it didn't
appear that Jean or T -re causing theu any such embarrassment.

By the time our visit had ended, Toskey had arrived from Seattle with Forry
Ackerman. I loaded fans into my car for the return trip to Seattle, minus Elmer,
who lost his nerve at the last minute and decided to ride back with Toskey, so the
rest of us went on our way without him.

Back at the Moore Hotel, I realized I still hadn't shown any of the 35mm
slides or Bmm movies. Ly projector wasn't equipped to take the cartridges in
which Al Lewis had his slides loaded, so I ran out to Frank & G.M.Carr's place to
borrow theirs. They courageously surrendered it to me after instructing me in
its operation, and soon I was set up for business again in my room.

Fortunately Forry returned from Kelso in time to give the running commen-
tary on the slides and movies. The hotel manager showed up with commendable
timing near the end of the final movie to politely inform me that my neiphbors
were once again having trouble sleeping. The theater finally shut down for the
last tiue, and we returned to 323 for the continuation of our convention.

I nissed out on a good portion of the other conversations, being more
interested in finding out the truth about Jean Bogert's original screenplay.
This time I openly accused her of making the whole thing up as she went along.
The only nistake I made was to point iy finger at her during the accusations.
Jean's front teeth work like buzz saws. Iriends, remember never to point a
finger at Jean Bogert!

Jean eventually grew tired of wy skepticism and left to get some sleep.
She was to prove me wrong anyway. +hile waiting at the airport for her plane
to load, she let rc 1~~f through the pages of her notebook where, so help me,
it .appeared that everything she had told nme really was written down there in
her own handwriting. Well, I realize 1 can't win all uy arguments, but it
would have been nice to be able to coue out even just once.

Back at the other conversations, it became evident that many folks were
suffering from acute starvation and wanted to do soiiething about it. HLon Ellik,
who is truly wise, mentioned that one very good way to cure starvation was to
eat. LEveryone rallied to this idea with the exception of Jim Viebbert and Bar-
bara Gratz. They just lay there on the bed, not even bothering to snore.

This became a matter of considerable concern. Which would these two fans
resent more, being left out of the breakfast session or having their sleep in-
terrupted. LEllik, thinking bitterly of liebbert's photograph taken the day be-
fore, suggested that covers be thrown over them and incriminating pictures
taken. Considering the way the two of themwere arranged, I could hardly
imagine how the covers would make pictures any more incriminating. This judgement
was not shared by Don Day, however. The tips of his mousteche vibrated with
emotion as he remarked on how innocent the two of thew looked, lying there, ob-
livious to their surroundings. FlBusby saild that if they were as innocent as
all that, there would be no trouble covering them. ‘.e would only have to open
a window, and robins would {ly in to cover the immpcents with leaves.
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This fellow Busby reads a lot. The idea did have a poetic 1lilt to it, but no one
expected it to have the effect that it did on Don Day. It was evidently the great-
est idea Don had hcord since the Oregon Centennial pBave him his chance to grow his
beard. It was soon obvious that Don wasn't going to leave until the robins had
done justice by the innocents.

Unfortunately, Seattle robins are an unfeeling lot who wouldn't give an inno-
cent any more attention than they would the average telephone wire. After looking
in vain for a suitable Robin, Don determined that he would have to do the job him-
self. Grabbing the first newspaper in sight, he flitted lightly to the innocents'
bedside and began strewing strips of tron newspaper over them. His face was alight
with a goodness of purpose, and it was a sight to melt the hardest of hearts. Ron
Ellik loo.sred upon it with chagrin, however, as Don had been using one of the Long-
view papers, carrying the story of the Kelso accident, which Ron had intended for
other purposes. Don's good intentions changed Jim Webbert, quickly, from a
sleeping innocent to just another starved fan.

With no more innocents to worry about, we went in search of food. After Fil
Busby had tried to disconnect a sign proclaiming a closed restaurant to be open
all night, we found a place with the rather unappetizing name of "The Doghouse".
After an uneventful breakfast (once the waitress had become accustomed to Don
Day's beard), we rehurned to the hotel where we parted company.

I suppose a lot of people vould consider this to be the end of the Westercon,

but for many of us it was only the start. The rules, unofficial though they were,

stated that the Westercon would start when the first "foreign" fan arrived in
Seattle, and would wind up only after the last out-of-town fan left. As of Monday,
July 6, 1959, the last out-of-town fan hadn't even arrived yet. =

The true story of the complete Westercon will probably never be completely
assembled, because oftnr Bjo, Djinn, and Al finished with our Westercon, it had
been spread out over four towns and nearly three weeks of time. If the trip to
Victoria could be included, we could take in two countries, and claim that Queen
Elizabeth and Prince Fhillip were part of the uncheduled program.

N“Ou)l OF COURSE, we&

e
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So this was our little regional convention that the “ameless put on in order to

get some idea of what to expect in 1961 when we put on a real WorldCon. Some-
times I think about this before I go to sleep at night.

Invariably, I wake up screaming.

_..glug_._
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X SOMETHING DIFVERENT is in store for the fan who views the new designs

for bookplates by Bjo. Send for information to 980f Whdte Knoll Dr.,
Los Angeles 12, Californaa, U.S.h. At present, there are six unusual
designs to ehose from; or Bjo can design a bookplate especially for
you. PERSONALIZE YOUR BOOKS and remind borrowers that your library
and your generousity should not be taken for granted. SELECT 4
BOOKPLATE with a robot, a star-maid, a Bjo spaceman, a bibliophile
demon, a C.L.Moore-type character:., or a pin-up and rocket on it!
DESCRIBE OR SKETCH the design you wish, and see whet Bjo can design.
A selection of gummed papers in COLORS if you wish is available,

and the full Gestetner range of colored inks. These bookpltes are
GESTAFAXED; a photostencil effect. Send for a FREE EXAMPLE now,

and price list for these regular or specially designed BOOKPLATES

YOUR NAME can be printed on these bookplates, or you can buy a name
+ (and/or address) stamp from inn Chamberlain, 2440 W. Pico, LA, Calif.,
Again, colored printing or stamp-pads could be very effective.

v SWALL; SIMPLE IDENTIFICATIOK LABELS are also planned; for the ones .
who do not care for full sized bookplates. A4SK about these, too.
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