"Since he starred in a home movie, he's been insufferable!"



the uss jt editorializes once again
S>» real S00N NOWa.. o o
[E;, No, the little boxes weren't--for the

most part--checked on the bacover lastish.
As a matter of fact, you see, we got tired
of having the damn thing around, so we

rl : stuck the address stickers (thanks, Dean
& Shirley) on, stamped 'em, gave up on the

(E: gheck-marks, and jammed the darned things
\ in the mail. Yes, and we missed a few (Hi,

Mal), so you get yours with thish.
But FanHillFandom isn't going gafia,
| q or anything like that; it's just that we've
f—j (\’ _S7 been busy as a cement-pawed cat on a slanted
tin roof of late. First-off, we pubbed
Ole Chevela, the special zine honoring Isa-
bel Burbee. Then came some APAzines (Bjo
and I are in FAPA, SAPS, OMPA, and N'APA---
Bruce is a member of SAPS, N'APA, The Culi, and now OMPA-~-Jack Harness is in FAPA,
SAPS, and The Cult---and Al Lewis is now in N'APA, etc.), and.then Bjo and I got.
married. Bruce, Isabel, and many: others collatorated in A Fanzine Far”BJohn, which
was a complete and happy surprize for us. And we've been making a movie of late.
You PITTCON attendees will be seeing "The Musquite Kid Rides Again", and I hope
it'1l be as much fun as it was to make. Terry Carr's article in this issue will
give you some idea of the general foofraw that went on. And when you consider that
we not only filmed in Long Beach, but in Calico--in the Mo jave Desert--in Santa
Monica, and in Berkeley--E1 Sobrante, rather. And consider, too, that this had to
ne done on weekends--also when we have to do SHAGGY, if at all....
With the movie out of the way, we can breath a sigh of relief, and find plenty
of time to devote to SHANGRI-L'AFFAIRES. Yes, Real Soon NoW....

-000-~

Betty Jo McCarthy (aka Wells) and John G. Trimble (aka USS JT) were united in
marriage at 1 p.m. on Saturday, July: 9, 1960, at the Silverado Methodist Church, :ir.
Long Beach, Calif. The bride wore an orchid-colored dress tailored by her mother,
and looked radiently beautiful.

Of course, I might be prejudiced, but I don't suggest calling me on it.

The week of July 4th thru 9th saw me in a literal daze, and my boss was ser-
iously considering whether I would do the company more good by coming to work, or
staying home. We compromised, and I got a few afternoons off, and such. By Sat-
urday morning, however, I was a nervous wreck, and onlu the steadying hand of
Ernie Wheatley, by best man, and the calm advice of Doreen Erlenwein--visiting from
our neighboring state of Florida--prevented me from chickening out, grabbing Bjo
at the church door, and lighting out for far parts to live in sin.

I got my suit, the rings, and like that, and finaly made it to the church in
time to miss connections with Bill Bailey--my brother-in-law--and Billern, both.
Ernie and Doreen dragged me off to lunch, after I nearly had apoplexy upon dis-
covering that I'd left Ernie's white shirt on the couch at FanHill, back in Ellay.
They stuffed a hamburger and some coffee down me, and then Doreen solved matters
by presenting us with our wedding present; a new white shirt for Ern.

The wedding finaly got under way, and the cloud I was perched on turned plaid,
or rainbow, or.... Anyway, if heaven's like that, I'm all for it. I think I can
honestly say that that particular Saturday afternoon was the luckiest, happiest,
and most memorable day of my life--past, or future.

The reception took.place in the "recreation hall", or whatever, immediatly

(ctd on page 4)
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after the ceremony. We were deluged with well-wishers, and their "little tokens
of esteem", keeping a wary ege out for a suspicious box from the Bay Area...know-
ing haw we like cats, and having a new crop of them up there.... But that big,
suspicious box turned out to be from Ernie Wheatley, with the most logical Ernie
gift in the-world: pillows. B

The beer blast at the Burbees began about 8 p.m., and Bjo and I sneaked off
in the Peugeot Al Lewis had generously loaned us for the honeymoon about 11 or so.
State Highway One,  following the coastline north, never looked as beautiful. Or
was it Jjust us?

-00o0-

AN ITEM OF BUSINESS....

We've received a bit of response to the proposals in P. Schuyler Miller's letter
lastish, and the only resson we didn't get more, T believe, was the lateness in the
mailing of SLA #51. The comments are there (in the lettercol) to read, and I suggest
reading the Proposal by Len Moffatt, along with Rick Sneary's and Al Lewis' comments
following it.

Len and Rick both write from experience. As they point out, a business-like
committee, playing their cards right, practicing some discrimination, and shopping
around, can make a profit without raising the registration fee. The SOLACON was
the first convention to make money in séeveral years. The DETENTION committee, with
a slightly higher fee, and somewhat less shopping, came out even further ahead than
Sough Gate. I'm going on record as strongly supporting Len's motion. All in favor,
52Y a0

Now to take a long look at the Hugos...:. No, I'd rather not; they're a bit too
out-sized and clumsy, and hood-wrnamentish for my taste, As a matter of fact, before
we go voting to have the Jason Hugo made a standard, I suggest a good look at the
LASFS Trophy for the Fan Art Show. Picture:the rocket there replaced by the Hugo
design, greatly reduced, and see what you think. I rather like the mental image
I get. H

As to voting on nominations, and final awards.... That's a little harder
decision. The popular vote has strong drawbacks, as witness the stories up for
awards this time. Where, as others have asked, are "The Fourth R", and "Starship",
and a couple of others--muchly more deserving than most of what'we been nominated?
An Award Academy, or board, or group, or whatever, would have made better choices,

I believe, but here again, you run into faults; witness the gross "fixes" and
blunders made by the Hollywood and TeeVee people from time to time.

Wle need a compromise to the present set-up., But I don't feel that things
should be done up cut and dried at the PITTCON. Some definite headway can be made
at Pittsburgh, but room should be left for modification and ammendment.

Hard and fast rules seldom create much lasting good in fandom; serving, instead,
only to stifle the rebellous creativity present in the fannish breed.

~000~

"ITHE TIME HAS COME', THE WALRUS SAID...."

And indeed it has. The time has come for us to throw our full support behind
Seattle for the 1961 World Science Fiction Convention. Here and now, I pledge any
and all support and assistance we can render, Seattlites. All you've got to do is
askeeae :

And while we're at it, let's state our provisional (providing they want the

cons) support for Chicago in '62, and DeeCee in '63. And, of course, JfigfdéfL.A.

Once. More in '64, -Hel're serious, you know. We'd like to have the 1964 World

SF Con in Los Angeles...or'the LA area. VWe've got, the willing hands, enthusiasm,

and talent, we believe, to put on an interesting, enjoyable, and successful World
{ctd on page 31)



"GET THAT TAIL DOWN, MARINE!"

1t was a day like any other day--the sun had Just cleared the noon posi-
tion, and the thermometer was settling at a steady 120 degrees for the after
noon. The altimeter would have read 1600 feet it we'd " had one on our bus,
and the visibility was nearly unlimited in the dry desert air. The Mojave
Desert was putting on one of its spectacular and evaporatingly desert--like
daily shows to welcome Sheggy's military correspondent to Marine Corps Base,
Twentynine Palms.

The chow is amazingly good here, due undoubtedly to the small size of the
establishment. Recreation facilities are outstanding, due to the lack of recre-
ations facilities-off base (the town of 29 Palms is small and has only a few
theaters, a couple of bars and some restaurants--it doesn't offer nearly the
facilities that the liberty towns near Camp Pendleton do...). And everybody
is sort of relexed, unlike other bases -- due to the weather and the isolation
both. Even the messmen are friendly. Friendly messmen are unusual -- tonight
one of them told me to take two helpings of ice cream so he could clean out the
ice creem container. Ancther one tried to give me two helpings of watermelon so
he could start another watermelon. Yeah, you heard me---two kinds of dessert.
Real good chow, like I said. Last night we had angel food cake, apple cobbler
and ice cream--not your choice, but all three. And fresh, hot, strong coffee.
Wonderful, especially when reville goes at 0500 hours. That's when I'm used to
going to bed, not getting up.

Of course they gave us some lectures on desert survival when we got here.
120 degrees with almost negligible humidity is not any natural habitat for some-
body raised in Long Beach, so they cautioned us a lot about not overexerting
ourselves in the desert, conserving water in our bellies, not our canteens (!)
and avoiding rattlesnakes. I found a good way to do it all at once--by being a
clerk. I never exert myself anyway, I always drink lots of water and clerks don't
carry canteens, and there hasn't been a sidewinder seen in this office for years.

I don't like the desert for active duty, but since my duty isn't too active
i find I can get along with it. I spend the day in the office, the early evenings
in the swimming pool, and the later evening playing games Marines like=--checkers,
shuffleboard, matching pennies, and other games of skill and chance--or reading.
I brought a lot of reading to catch up on. :

Acting the part of a stormerow, I figuratively flew widershins around the
Boise trip last issue. I said something was bound to happen to us because some-
thing always happened to me on trips to WesterCons; I cited evidence; I was right.
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Actually, nothing happened to me--but as we returned from Boise on a high-
way in Nevada, we came across Jim Caughran, Bill Donaho and Miriam Carr, stranded
in the wilderness with a Fiat 1100 (Jim;s) that wouldn't work.

We pushed Jim fifty miles or so to a small town where the mechanic found a
wire dlsconnected and we drove on; the two cars split at Reno, and the next day
we found snow at noon (on the fifth of July) on the road across Yosemity Natl
Park. We told Doreen Erlenwein the snow was a special display put on just for
her---but it sort of bothered us. We got out and threw snowballs and froze our
fingers and took plctures, and the snow plastered the car's windshield; but
later, when we were eating lunch in the sun-drenched Yosemite Valley, it began to
become hard to Believe.

But not much else happened. It was a good trip and an enjoyable conference
eltogether. Probably because Al (Cal) Lewis got lots of sleep--he did most of
the driving, and he has seldom been steadier at the wheel.

-00o0-

The word is getting around, so I may as well admit I'm standing for Dir-
ector of the Natlonal Fantasy Fan Federation in the upcoming (October) elections.
It was forced on me by the spring 1959 installments of this column and "Squirrel
Cage Annex" by TCarr because all the kidding about how I was going to take over
the N3F and work from within and really change the organization and all finally
caused Bruce Pelz to call my bluff.

"Are you serious?" he asked me one night as I tried to get to sleep up at
FanHill. "You Jjoke about the N3F and taking it over; do you want to carry out a
major plan of reorganization or not? If you do, I want to help."

I stared unbelievingly. '"Bruce," Isald, making my voice sound unbelieving,
"nobody's ever put it to me so seriously before. You're sincere. You meen it."

I got up, walked over to his bed, and put my hand on his shoulder. "Lad, the heat's
got you."

He shook my hand off. "Stop kidding," he snorted. "Dp you want to run for
Director or don't you? If you do, I do. And we can get Lichtman to help, and
Norm Metcalf and others. And we can...."

I interrupted him, honestly agog. '"You're serious," I breathed.

"Damned right I'm serious,"” he puffed from a position of importance in his
underwear. "And I'll bet there are lots of other people serious. I bet there are
lots of other Neffers who would like to see the club changed along your lines. All
you have to do is get elected and put your own ideas to work--with a slate of newer
Neffers behind you, all with the same view on the club, you can't fail. Think of
what we could do with the Round Robin Bureau, and the WelCommittee, and..." he
began to outline vast structural changes in the Neff, and I put both hands to my
head, shaking at the thought of being elected an officer of that group.

"What if we fail?" I quavered. "What if the all-consuming maw of the N3F
swallows us like so many others? What if we begin blanning things like Project
Fan Club, or welcoming Tucker to fendom, or..." I looked at him in stark terror,
hardly dering to say it. '"Bruce, what if we begin to like being officers of the
N3F? What if we haven't the heart to carry out my plans?"

He looked me square in my beady little eyes. "You won't, because I won't
let you. We're going to change the N3F. The N3F needs reform. Do you understand,
Ellik? The N3F needs you."

I looked up, a finer, nobler spirit than Self rising in my breast; duty bore
me up on a cloud of dedication to the good of Nefferness.

Besides, he'd called my bluff.

In a few days, Bruce had received an affirmative from Lichtman and written
to several others. We're really going through with it--we're going to put a
slate of newer Neffers before the electorate this fall; not neofans, certainly,
but youngsters in the N3F who are still full of energy. The old, reliable officers



have announced, almost as a body, that they want to shift the responsibility to
younger shoulders, at Jjust the moment we were debating this--and we think we have
Just the attitude to take the shining torch of the N3F and deliver it towards its
proper goal. It will never be the same when we're through=--but the members and
the rest of Eandom, we think, will be better for what we going to do.

-=--rde.
PS: BJjo 1llos this time, huh? Please? Even squirrel cartoons. I guess. Sigh....

t # #

"The N3F is a living, breathing part of you!"
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By Len lLioffatt
TO TIiZ 18TH VIORLD SCIENCE FICTION CONI'VENTION COMMITTEE:

Pleese present the following proposal at the Fittcon Business
Meeting:

That the membership fee for the World Science Fiction Convention
shall be §1.00, and that members attending the convention shall pay
an additional dollar as a registration fee. If adopted, this pro-
posal will go into effect im$EQiitely.

Reasons for this proposal: It is an established fact that WorldCons
can be succesful--financially, socially, and every other way--with-
out raising the membershiyp and/or registration fee, and without de=
pénding on the auctions to keep them from losing money. Tach
WorldCon committee must know how to shop around to get the best deal
Tor the Convention, must operate on a budget (2nd resist the temp-
tation to spend money it isn't sure of having when the bLills are
due ), must know how to economize, must utilize the talents and labor
provided gratis by the co-operative, good hearted fans and pros.
If these simple "musts" are recognized and used the raising of the
Tfee to $3.00 is unnecessary.

The science fiction field, which in this
instance means both "prodom" and "fandom" is not a wealthy one.
Liore fans, and no doubt more pros, would be more inclined to join
and support a convention at a buck a head than a2t three bucks a
head.

. The cuctiong need not--and, should n%t-—be the deciding factor
in whether or not a convéntion is going to be golvent. Money col-

lected from the auction and/or raffles can be spent on "extras"

at the Convention itself, and of course--as is traditional--passed
“long to the next committee to get them started on the following
vears convention. It has been suggested that selling the donated
auction material in raffles--using only the very best auction mater-
ial in a shorter auction--might bring in more money than trying to
auction off all the material, the latter process consuming more
time and seeming to bring in less money each year. The raffle
system should be tried, but regaordless of its success, again, it
should not be considered the convention's "ace in the hole" for
keeping the convention out of the red.

Only a "business like" con-
vention committee can do that, no metter what the fee. Considering
all this, the proposal to raise the fee to $3.00 is most undesirable.
The succesful conventions which charged one and two dollars a head
were not, by any means, '"cheap" affairs. But they were inexpensive,
ond just as enjoyable (if not more so) than the expensive ones, and
every fan and pro, poor, rich, or in between, had equal opportunity
to participate in and support the convention.




Inflation has already affected prodom and fandom (in pub-
lishing and meiling magazines, for instance.) Let's try to keep
it from affecting our conventions too. Who needs i%?

-Len J. Moffatt
August 17, 1960

-000-

Rick Sneary had some things to say, which seem to fit right in with
Len's proposal and supporting words. Rick's remarks were largely
prompted by PSiiiller's letter lastish, and his views are muchly those
of the L4LSFS. So...Ricke...

First, regcrding an increase in merbership fees to $3.00. As
Treasurer of the Solacon, and from viewing the Final Report of the
Detention, it is my opinion that it is not nceded. Iy reasons:

(a) The Solacon storted with no contributions other than memberships
picked up at the Loncon. We asked only $1.00 Tor membershins from
anywere, and $1.00 Regestration, for anyone actuclly attending. Yet,
by carefull watching of our money we were never in the red, and at
the begining of the Convention we had over $300 in cash. (1) One-
third or more of the membershiy came in after the Convention starts,
so a boost in fees will not mean much more money early in the year.
(¢) Lack of auction material would not have been & disastrous avent
for eather the Solacon or the Detention, 2s both gave avay almost as
much as they took in from their auction. (@) Also, I feal that the
higher fee will "freeze" out & number of fans who would like to

Jjoin and get the booklets, without any expectation of attending.

I realize it is nice for a Con Committec to have enough money
to do all the things they would like. DBRBut when we started on the
Solacon we agreed to do it as inexpensively as possable, both to
keep from going into debt, and to give the membership as much as
we could for their money. We did things ourself, and shoped for
the best prices. We were lucky to have the booklets edited by a
professional. Rog helped get the Hugo's made at cut prices. "Te
used local talent to the best advantages, and from what I saw,
the Detroit gang did the same thing. Ve had lucky brakes, and
people with time to do the work. 3But, I don't think a Convention
Cormittee should be salected that wants it any other way.

»l Lewis here. To me it seems to boil down to this: New York
and London lost money. The fee was raised and the Solacon made
Money. The fee was raised again and Detroit made even more money.
IT P1t§sburg doesn't make money, I1'11l be surprised. 4nd it will
pe their own fault. The only reason for raising prices at any time
is pecause current prices are inadequate. Current prices have been
shoyn to be more than adequate. If the proposal to raise the fee
to 9 goes through it will be the third raise in four years. in
fact the conventions are making more than enough and a reduction
of dues seems to be definitely feasable. So whv not? g



" Reviews of tiings stfantical
by Bob Patrick, Jock Root, and
" leslie Norris. I'd like to keep
this column headed in the direc-
tion first set by Jock Roob's
first review for us back when
: 4 ! } ‘Al Lewis was editing the zine,
Mainly, we're looking for reviews/critiques of the off-trail, and off-beat in fantasy
and stf, tho, as you can see from the Norris review this time, we're not adverse to
running magazine reviews if they're of special interest, or otherwise special. But
reviews of current magazines aren't usually acceptable. A long look at Thrill Book,
NOWaaus
But onward to the current crop.

THE VISITORS FROM OZ, L Frank Baum, Reilly & Lee, Chicago, 1960, Advance Copy.

The 1ast new Uz book was published in 1951. The last Oz book written by L Frank
Baum was published in 1920 (The 1921 Royal Book of 0z, ostensibly by Baum, was actu-
ally written by Ruth Plumly Thompson). But by one of those rare events which some-
times happens in the book business, this fall marks the appearance of a new 0Oz book
by Lyman Frank Baum.

Lest anyone draw the wrong conclusions, I hasten to say this is neither necromancy
or spirit writing. Rather, it is the first appearance in book form of a series of
never-reprinted short stories by Baum. The stories were originally published over a
period of 27 weeks in 190,~05 as a full-color page in the comics section of several
mid-western newspapers. They were illustrated by walt LicDougall, a well-known car-
toonist of the period ("Peck's Bad Boy","Hank The Hermit", etc. ).

Reilly & lee, now the juvenile branch of Henry Regnery Co., have selected several

of these stories and adapted them into a single, continuous narrative as The Visitors
From Oz. New 1llustrations are provided by Dick Martin.

In the history of 0Oz, this story takes place soon after the events of The Land of
O0z. FPrincess Ozma, in the second year of her reign, issues a Royal Edict giving per—
mission to several of her subjects to visit "that Most Prosaic Country" the United
States of America. Those chosen for the trip are our old friends the Scarecrow, and
the Tin Woodman, together with Professor Wogglebug, Jack Pumpkinhead, the Sawhorse,
and the Gump.

Arriving in America, they have a number of whimsical and amusing adventures,
including a visit with Dorothy Gale at her Kansas farm home. The magical birthday
party they give their little friend made even this grown-up reader a bit envious. The
book is fittingly climaxed with a stop-off in Laughing Valley, home of Santa Claus.
The adaptation (uncredited, but by R&L stafler Jean Kellogg) is excellent, being
neither condescending nor childishly cute. Adult readers will even find a few Baum-
ish puns.

But, good as the text may be, it is the pictures which really make the book.
T1lustrator Dick Martin is a long-time Oz devotee, and his work reflects the deep
love he has for that enchanted land. Although inspired by both Denslow and Neill,
his concepts are unique, fresh, and utterly charming. BHr. lMartin is primarily a
cartoonist, and his Oz pictures display the vivacity and spirit of that medium. A
majority of the illustrations, including two magnificent double-page spreads, are in
full color, making this one of the best looking books of the year - or of any year.
There is a final silhoustte which is absolutely tremendous. And Professor liogglebug
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1s perfectly resplendent in yellow trousers, white vest, purple frock coat, red tie,
and gold pince-nez. Facial expressions, particularly those of the Scarecrow and
Tin VWoodman, are most droll.

Baum enthusiasts will delight in the little touches lir. liartin has included in
several of his pictures. For example, the full-color map of Oz and surrounding
territories, being studied by the travelers.

This reviewer finds only two faults with the book: some of the color work, espec-
ially in the highlighting, comes off less well than would be desired. And the pro-
Jected price is just a bit high .for most would-be purchasers. But these are small
drawbacks in an otherwise excellent work.

For Oz-Baum fans, it is a LUST. Fantasy collectors may also want to add it to
their shelves. But as a Christmas gift for the small-fry, it is absolutely perfect.

—-Robert R. Pattrick

On Vlednesday, July 17th, Rovert R. Pattrick, collector
of children's fantasy--especially Baum stories--and

a member of the Baker 3treet Irregulars and the Ios
angeles 3cience Fantasy Society, suffered a fatal
heart attack. LaSFS and the entire staff of Shangri-
L'affaires extend sincere sympathy to his family.

The Rescuers: a fantasy, by llargery Sharp. Little, Brown and Company, Boston, 1959.
T1lustrated by Garth Williams. 1L9pp £3.50.

liiss Sharp is a well-known "mainstream " romantic novelist, author of Cluny Brovm,
Lise Lillywhite, and other such, but with The Rescuers she firmly establishes her plece
among the writers of excellent childlike stories for adults. I guestion whetber .
today's average child would like this as much as a good s-f piece --say bv Helnlelp or
Norton-- for although as well or better written, The Rescuers lacks some of the hairy-
chasted immediacy of those tow, having instead a subtelty and gentleness tha? might
not get across to a real-for-sure cnild. It would be perfect for one of Lewis
Carroll's 1little girls, but I haven't seen many of those around lately.

The story starts with a "full meeting of the Prisoners' Aid Society. Everyone
knows that the mice are the Prisoners' friends - sharing his dry bread crumbs even
when they are not hungry, allowing themselves to be taught all manner of foolish
tricks...in order to cheer his lonely hours; what is less well known is how splendid-
ly they are organized." It seems that a Norwegian poet has been imprisoned in the
Black Castle - the most solid, unapproachable and daunting prison in the world. At
its very mention, "every mouse in the hall shuddered...

"From a front seat up spoke a mouse almest as old and rheumatic as the Secretary
himself. But he wore the Jean Fromage medal.

" 'I know the Black Castle. Didn't I spend six weeks there?...I speak from sad
experience. I couldn't do anything for my prisoner at all. I couldn't even reach
him. One can't cheer a prisoner in the Black Castle.!
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" 'But one can get him out,' said ladame Chairwoman."

And that is the story. First the Society must send to Norway for an interpreter
who can communicate with the poet, then the rescue team must be gotten into the Black
Castle - no mean job in itself: "Once each year, and only once, its gate opens..."
Then the mice must survive in the almost solid stone fortress, contending with,
among other things, the Head Jailer's cat- "twice natural size, and four times as
fierce" (although fortunately not too bright and something of a pushover for feminine
wiles) until they can somehow contrive to free their man, and then get him out of the
sealed Castle.

Quite a problem. But needless to say, they mandge it: Bernard, the ordinary
pantry mouse; Nils, the seafaring Norwegian interpreter; and the glamorous and very
feminine Miss Bianca of the Embassy (a little like Bjo, if younger and not as subtle...

It has been said, in the Introduction to I-forget-which British anthology of s-f,
that this field is the last holdout in modern literature of the Horality Tale. That
1s, there are Good Guys and Bad Guys, and the Good Guys win; or, if you prefer, the
classical concepts of Good and Evil still have meaning as such, and have not been re-
placed by the far less satisfying (and less distinct) 'well-adjusted' and 'neurotic
(but sincere)' of current mainstream writing. T like morality tales.

To be more specific: in addition to exemplifying the above distinction, The
Rescuers is also strongly reminiscent of The Lord of the Rings. It has none of the
sweep or significance, ‘of course. It makes no points; its just a rattling good story.
But as a story there are many similarities. For one thing, these mice are more like
Hobbits than anything else, and the only real, personal villain (a real beauty; see
pictures pp 113 and 122), the Head Jailer's cat Mamelouk is very reminiscent of an
Orc. There is also the picaresque nature of the two stories--going to strange places
and having adventures--and the feeling of a crusade is strong in both. And I cannot
but think that, at the end--although they both depart by sea--Nils has a much better
send-off than Frodo.

In short, if you liked The Wind in the Willows (for style) and The Rings (for
scerery), you're a pretty sale bet to 1ike The Rescuers, too. I don't suggest you
buy it, unless you have children (yours, or anybody's) to give it to——$3.50 is steep--
but at least take it out of the library on Pay Duplicate: you can read it easily in
an evening, and it's well worth the three cents.

———Jock Root

Like no one since Haman, Robert Bloch is the victim of his own cleverness. As
evidence I offer his story, "Final Performance," in the most recent issue of Shock
("The Magazine of Terrifying Tales"). The plot of this story is so formalized that
it can be transmitted to a reasonably sophisticated reader in telegraphic code.

Bloch lst-person hero stops at deserted motel run by broken-down but villainous old
ventriloquist, is importuned by sexy girl under villain's dominance to help her es-
cape; hero agrees; villain interferes; gore. This is almost exactly the kind of
shocker Bloch was writing for Weird Tales twenty years ago, and there would be no need
to say anything more about it at this late date, were it not that, apparently unknown
to himself, and certainly unknown to his markets, Bloch has improved enormously as a
writer since then.

The hero and the girl are the sort of cheap cardboard the story deserves, members
of that interchangeable legion of tomb-investigators, lost tourists, visitors to Haiti,
friends of psychic investigators...you know them. The disappointed, has-been old
vaudevillian is something else: he is a real pverson, and an interesting one at that.
(This is the biggest Shock in the magazine.) From his first appearance he dominates
the story--that is, until the exigencies of plot thrust a blood-stained knife into
his hands and a stupid expression onto his face. And this is what happens again and

(continued on page 33)



by Terry Carr l

It seems like only a few months ago that lMiriam and I rcceived the SAFS mailing
containing Lec Jacobs' WRAI BALLARD, THE :USQUITE KID, the latest of the Ballard Chron-
icles which Lee has been writing all-too-sporadically for several years now. I can
remember it clear as anything....leafing casually through the zines in the mailing
("Where's my name? Do you see my name?") and coming across Jacobs!' story. I rcmember
how my eyes 1lit up and I said to mysclf, "Ah, I'll have to read that soon."

I've often wished since that I had read it. Because just a few weceks later I
found myself acting in a movie version of the story, speaking lines in scenes which I
couldn't place in their relationship to the whole of the story. Gec, what a silly
feeling.

It happened this way. A few weeks after that SAFS mailing came out, Ron Ellik
said to us, "Unicorn Productions is going to film ".rai Ballard, The iiusquite Kid'.
Bjo says she wants you and liri to play yourselves in the mcvie -- you're in the story,
you know."

I think we said something vague and noncommittal at that. T mean, what would rou
say if somebody asked you to play a part in a movie? And mzinly, what would you say
Ron Ellik told you he was going to be the star?

Vell, anyway, just a few days after that there came this letter from Bjo which
asked us point-blank if we'd play the parts. It was a three-page letter; that question
only took a few lines, of course, but the letter ran to three pages because she went o
to make suggestions regarding costuming, shooting dates, and so forth. She seemed to
have a lot of it worked out already.

Well, what can you do when Bjo asks you to do something? Ve flipped a coin and
it came up yes.

A few days later we saw Trina Castillo, who'd just returned from a party in L.A.
She said she'd heard we were playing ourselves in this movie, and congratulated us. Ve
nodded. Then I had a thought, and I said, "But Bjo couldn't possibly have had ouwr an-
swer by the time of that party! Who said we were going to play the part? Did they say
it was definite?"

"Sure," said Trina. "Bjo said so, anyhow. I think so."
"I111 be damned," I muttered. "I've a good mind to go down there and let them
set up their cameras and scenery and microphones and &ll and then demand $10,000. Then

if they say no I'll stalk off the set and call Louella Parsons. Collect."

But I wasn't really mad, of course. Actually, from the moment I'd heard that
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they wanted us to play parts in the movie I'd known that we would. Things that that
Shaggy crowd does have a sense of inevitability about them. As a matter of fact, I
think I told Bjo that when we got to Los Angeles. "Bjo," I said, "from the moment you
people started on this movie I had a sense of the inevitability of it all. I knew it
would get messed up like this!"

But I see I'm getting ahead of my story.

Miri and I went to Los Angeles to attend the annual surprise birthday party for
Charles Burbee (which was actually a surprise party for Isabel Burbee, but that's anoth-
er, happier, story). As it happened, we travelled down with Lee and Jane Jacobs, who
had been visiting the Bay Area the week before. I told Lee that I hadn't even read his
story yet, let alone a shooting script, and he fished out a copy of it for me to recad
on the way. Unfortunately, I got interested in a book that Jane had brought along in-
stead...a novel about ancient Egypt. I'm a nut on ancient Egypt. I reclined in the
back seat of the car and read avidly throug: the book, at times pausing to wish that we
were making a movie of that story instead. You see, there was this priestess...

But I digress.

We got to Lee and Jane's home in Van Nyys early in the afterncon of Saturday, and
stopped there so they could unpack from the trip and we could have a bheer or two. Van
Nuys is considerably in the north of the L.A. area, though, so we had to go on pretty
quick: we still had to stop for awhile at kiiri's grandmother's place, where we were
staying for the weekend, before going out to the party at Byrb's that evening. Iee and
Jane dropped us off there and went on to the party.

It must have been close to ten o'clock at night by the time we finally got fin-
ished chatting with Miri's grandmother and connected on a ride to the party. The par-
ty was in full swing when we got there. I talked to multitudes of people, and Miri got
into a card game, and there was all this lovely food to eat and so forth -- we didn't
get home till some ridiculous hour of the morning. We just hadn't wanted to leave, you
see, it was such great fun, and...well, to tell the truth, Miri was busy most of the
time cleaning up at the poker table. Tt's hard to leave o you're ¥idd{h¢ having a
good time, so we sort of ignored Bjo's occasional anguished bleats that we were all
supposed to be in Lgng Beach, 30 miles southwest of L.A., at 9:00 in the morning to
start filming. The whole concept of being anywhere except in bed at nine that morning
seemed like something out of another world anyway, so it wasn't hard to ignore her.

= Besides, she finally passed out or whatever

/ 77* it is that femmefans do, and was quiet for
( 1\ the rest of the evening.

(/E) The next morning dawned early. I
N \\;%;7QL~ B U‘ i/ dragged myself from bed and kicked Miriam .
~ 1) TJ "Get up!" I snarled. "We have to go and
make a hilarious movie today!" Miri hissed
at me and arose too.

4;

//

Halfway through breakfast (well, it
was halfway for me...Miri didn't feel suffi-
ciently human yet to face up to an egg) Al

Lewis arrived to pick us up. '"The sun is
shining and it's a beeyootiful day!" he said
cheerily.

Vie finished breakfast in dour silence
and got in Al's car., He drove us to Fan Hill.
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There were people there, and they seemed awake. They even spoke recognizable
English and smiled now and then. I hated them with a passion. But somehow they herded
Miri and me into Al's car again (Ingrid Fritzsch joined us for this leg of the trip)
and we all went to Long Beach, where we were to rendezvous with Ron Ellik at a motel
which had a covered wagon out in front. The covered wagon was a prop, like. Another
group of fans were picking up Burbee and would meet us thare,too.

Well, we found Ron, and we went to the motel and parked the car, and Al went =0
speak to the motel owner about hooking up the equipment to his pover oubputs. And it
seemed that the owner wasn't there.

Wie shrugged, with the ease a person gets when he doesn't much care anymore. The
fans who were to pick up Burb weren't there yet, so we decided to forget it-for avhile
and go have breakfast.

Vile left a note on the car for the others and went to this pldce a block down the
street. It was early afternoon by now (I must confess that we hadn't got up at quite
nine o'clock), and as we gazed down the menu we found ourselves actually feeling up to
enjoying a meal. In fact, we were starving. Not even the ridiculous prices could
deter riiri and me—- "What the heck," she said, "we'll eat out of my poker winnings!" So
we picked out a batch of things to order and settled back to wait for a waitress to
take our orders.

Vie waited half an hour. Then we waited half an hour more. Bjo, Burbee, Bill
Donaho and that crew showed up-- they'd eaten lunch at Burb's. Some of them joined us
and we continued waiting for a waitress. It was getting just a wee mite ridiculous.

Finally, John Trimble took a napkin and wrote on it, in big black letters, "FOOD,
LIKE!" He mounted this on a fork and ran it up to see if anybody would salute it. A
few other customers laughed, and a waitress sneered.

But anyhow, eventually a waitress came by--the one who had sneered at John's
sign. She dumped a glass of icewater on his head as a sort of token of something or
other, I guess, and then apologized. She was really very nice about it. She took a
napkin and wiped off the water from the table and all. Brushed some of it into John's
lap, of course, but what the heck. We all make mistakes.

And eventually, about 3:00 in the aft- T BF
ernoon, she brought us some food. Vie wolfed yeH n
it down and left. Somehow, in the rush and KEEL—'

confusion, we forgot to leave a tip.

We all trouped back to the motel,where
Al Lewis had succeeded in finding the owner
and getting things straightened out about the
power. They began to set up the equipment.

While we were waiting, Miri and I
grabbed a script (they'd been handed to us
at Fan Hill that morning) and asked somebody
what we were supposed to do and say, what
scenes to read, and so forth.

Ron told lliriam she had it easy; all
she had to do was say,"Don't be such a kook!"
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"You mean I only have one line?" lijri asked.

Miell, sort of," Ron said. "That's all you say, mostly, but you say it about
eight or ten times. Vith varying inflections, I guess."

So Ilfiri wandered around the motel parking lot fcr awhile, muttering, "Don't be
such a kook! Don't be such a kook! Don't be such a kook! Don't be such a kook! Don't
be such a kook!"

I said to Ron, "Seeing as how Liri and I are playing ourselves, do you think we
should try Method Acting?" He frowned at me.

Then Bjo came over and she and Liiri held a consultation about ifiri's costume and
makeup. Ifiri had on a square-dance dress which fit the western motif pretty well, and
somebody had brought a sun-bonnet for her to wear. Bjo had brought some theatrical
makeup for her. Everything was pretty well thought out. Vlell, almost, anyhow.

"The only trouble is," said ifiriam, "I didn't bring any shoes." ©She raised a
foot to display a bright red pair of slipper-socks she was wearing.
N\

Bio sort of wilted. "Oh well, we'll
shoot you from the waist up,'" she said phil-
osophically.

I wandered off to where Burbee was
standing. He was to play the part of Big
Daddy Busby, and he'd been provided with a
long, flowing, moth-eaten beard for the
occasion. He also had about the most ridi-
culous western hat I'd ever seen--ghod but
he looked silly!

"Well, Burbee," I said, "I hear you
have a big part."

"That's true," he said slowly, "but I
don't take it out mnd show it to anybody."

I broke up laughing; Burbee is too
quick with a comeback for me.

"That was pretty good at that, considering I have a hangover,'" he said.
I declined the double-entendre.

Al Lewis came by and I asked him what scene we'd be shooting first; he pointed
it out to me in the script. It was this scene where Wrai Ballard, the lusquite Kic
(Ron Ellik) and his sidekick Cyclone Coswal (John Trimble) come riding up to a covered
wagon whose occupants have just been attacked by Indians. Big Daddy Busby (Burbee )
had the first line; he was to say, '"Waaall, I'm as pleased as a faned with a Bloch art-
iclel"

I read that and said to Al, "I'll bet you anything you care to name that Burbee
won't read that line straight."

"You're probably right," Al said.



So I went over to Burb and said, "What's your first line, Burb?" /7

Burbee dragged out his script and paged to the scene, "let's see..." he muttered.
"Oh yes, here it is...'Waaall, I'm as pleased as a faned with a Burbee article!l"

"I knew it," I murmured.

"Mlaaall, I'm as pleased as a faned with a TCarr article," said Burbee.
"That's still not guite it," I said.

"Mfaaall, I'm as pleased as a faned with a Rotsler wench!" Burb said.

I went away.

I leaned against a car and studied the script a bit. The scene went something
like this: Big Daddy Busby, as the Kid and Coswal come riding up, introduces him-
self, "I'm F.ii.Busby, and this is my child bride Elinor," he says. "And this is--"
He is indicating Miriam and me. I'm leaning against the wagon, with an arrow in my
sholder; I stand up with great effort of will and break in, "I'm Terry Carr and this
is my wife liiri. We were just--" And iliri says, "Don't be such a kook! You lean
back and rest, and don't go exertin' yourself like that!" She turns to the Kid and
says, "They got 'im in his typin' shoulder! Do you think he'll be all right?" And
the Kid looks at my shoulder and says, "Shucks, it's just a flesh wound; we'll take
him to the doc in town." And there's a bit of chit-chat and they help me into the
wagon, and in a little bit there comes from the wagon a bloodcurdling yell as somebody
is taking the arrow out of my shoulder.

Well, that's how the scene goes...of course we didn't shoot it all at once. They
had it all planned out for closeups and panning and group shots and so forth, so it
could be filmed in bits in pieces. I mean, I don't thihk they trusted any of us to
remember more than two lines at a time. And come to think of it, they were probably
right.

Burbee came over and stood beside me. "I'm F.l.Busby, and this is my child bride
Elinor," he said, in a perfectly conversational tone of voice.

"Practicing your lines?" I asked.

"I'm F.M.Busby, and this is my child bride Elinor," he said matter-of-factly, and
wandered off.

I shook my head and wandered over to where Bjo was helping iiiri with her makeup.
MThat about this arrow I'm supposed to have in my shoulder?" I asked.

"Oh, I almost forgot that!" said Bjo. "Bruce! Bring the arrow for Terry!"

Bruce Pelz dug into some kit or other and produced a plonker arrow...you know,
one of those with a suction-cup on the end that you shoot from a spring-powered toy
gun. He handed it to me.

I turned it around in my hand a few times. "But that's ridiculous!" I muttered.

"No it isn't," said Bjo. "You'll be hoiding your shoulder, naturally, so you'll

have your hand over the suction-cup. TIt'ld look okay. And if it looks rediculous,
so what? This is supposed to be a rediculous movie!l"



ho ever heard of an arrow without feathers on it?" I asked.

"Okay, we'll get you a feather," sgid Bjo. They rummaged around and took a
curved feather from a hat or something.

"But that's ridiculous!" I shouted.

"Of course it is. Here, tie it onto the plonker." And they took a piece of
string and tied that silly feather on to the end of a plonker arrow.

I shook my head in wonderment and went over to Burbee again. "This is the arpow
I have in my shoulder," I said.

"I'm F.i{. Busby and this is my child bride Elinor," said Burbee.

I couldn't stand it. I went over and talked to Bill Donaho and Dick and Pat
Ellington. None of them were in the movie (though Bjo had once talked of casting
Bill as the covered wagon), but they'd come down for Burbee's party and had come out
to watch the filming and help out in any way they could. We gabbed a few minutes,
and when I saw Burbee, he'd changed his line a little bit. "I'm FM&E Busby and this
is my child bride Elinor," he said.

"But ¥.M. and E. Busby are two different people," I said.

"No, they're not," Burb said. "I've seen that name countless times, on fanzines
and fanzine reviews and even in the FANTASY AUATEUR, which is an official publica-
tion. I've even written letters myself with that name on them. FLR&E Busby. That's
one person. I know it is."

"They are two separate people!" I shouted.

Burbee smiled calmly at me and said, "I'm Ephemandee Busby and this is my chi#
bride Elinor."

I wandered off again, muttering, "Well, they might be sixteen year old twin
brothers."

Eventually everything was set up and we were ready to start shooting. And T
guess at this point I'd better explain about the ridiculcus way we had to shoot those
scenes,

You see, this motel was right beside one of the main streets in Long Beach.
There were streams of cars going by almost all the time, and of course they made
noise as they passed; this could play hell with the sound track. But fortunately
there were stoplights fairly near on each side of us, and for about a minute they
would stop traffic from passing by. We had to shoot the scene in sequences of a
minute at a time. Bruce Felz was stationed out by the street, and when everything
was ready ("Places everybody! Quiet on the set! How about it Bruce?" Bruce would
peer each way and then call out, "Okay!" and then it was "Camera! Slate!...Action!"
and we'd try to get through a scene before a horde of cars roared by.

Well, we shot that whole scene. It only took two or three hours I guess. Burbee
actually said his lines straight when it came time for the actual takes (and I think
we were all secretly disappointed), and liiri and I did a little emoting and mugging
for the camera. I haven't seen the rushes on anything yet, and I can't know for
certain, but I'm pretty sure I remained impassive during most of that scene. (Bjo
later said, "Terry ran the gamut of emotions from A to B.") I mean, I just couldn't
think of much to do--have you ever tried to register pain from a silly suction-cup
plonker with a feather tied to it that you're holding against your shoulder? It
was all I could do to keep a straight face. (Between takes I would wander around
holding ghe arrow to this shoulder and saying brightly, "It only hurts when I try
to act."

Miri had a ball. She hammed it up and acted all concerned over my poor shouldar
and displayed a bit of cleavage and batted her eyelashes. I think she must have
been great.

Ron broke me up during one rehearsal. It was the sequence where he was to look
at my shoulder and say, "Shucks, ma'am, it's just an arrer," and so forth. Him and
his silly western accent.




We were rehearsing this bit, and Ron came up and peered closely at the arrer, /Y
Then he looked up at Miri and said, "Shucks, ma'am, it's just an error. I could
fix it myself if'n I had some correction fluid.®

"CUT!" shomted Bjo. +¥do: Ellik, don't be such a KOOKi"

I guess I should have mentioned that that ceemed to be everybody's favorite
line of the day. "Don't be such a kook:" we would say to each other at every junc-
ture. It was infectious--probably the best line of its type since AAshley called
Burbee a bastard. I remember, for instence, another time when Bjo called Ron a
kook. It was halfway through the second taks, when she suddenly noticed that Ron
was wearing his glasses during the tckes. "Who ever heard of a western hero who
wore glasses?" Bjo hollered at him.

"Shucks, ma'am," said Ron, "if‘n you want me tuh be able to hit anything with
muh shootin aaron here I gotta wear my glasses."

And about that time we noticed that John Trimble had been wearing his sunglasss
during the takes. Oh well...it was supposed to be a rediculous movie, at that,

And now we come to the scene which was My Big Scene of the day. I wasn't even
on camera, but I loved it. It was the place where I was in the wagon and lirs.

Busby (Ingrid Fritszch) was taking the arrow out of my shoulder and I was to holler
out in agonized pain while some scene or other went on outside for the camera. Oh
yes, the Kid and Big Daddy Busby were talking during that scene; that was it.
Vlell, Ingrid and I were in the wagon and
Ron (the Kid) was leaning out talking to
Burbee/Busby, see...and during the re-

( hearsals Ron was having trouble remember-
ing his lines. So he took the script
and propped it up against the buckboard,
out of sight of the camera, so it could
be referred to if he got mixed up during

the take. And finally everything was
ready; we all knew what we were to do,
and there was a lull in the traffic.
"Camera! Slate! ...Action!" Ron leaned
out of the wagon.

" AAACOOQ00I00OO000CWWRAIWVVIWICCCCHHH L L i
I hollered at the top of my voice. Iput
my all into it; it was my last line of the
afternoon. I saw Ron's back jump andthe
hair on his neck raised up a little bit.

Ron opened his mouth for his lines.

"Eeech, oooch, ouch...eech...yowp...urk," I said in the background.

Ron somehow made it through a few of his lines.

"Ooch, eech, yikes," I continued, "urk ..awk...kaff kaff,.." Ron's voice as he
finished his lines betrayed the fact that hz was barely controlling the urge to
break up laughing...or maybe the urge to twrn around and strangle me, I dunno.

But he did manage to finish his lines, and just before Al lewis (who was direct-
ing the camera) could call, "cut:" I said, "Ooo, that stings:i"

"Cut!" said Al, and sundry people sta:ted lTaughing...mostly me, I must admit.

"The sound track came across loud and clear," announced Don Simpson who was in
charge of the sound system.

"All right you! You can go back to Berkeley tight now!" hollered Bjo, "You'll
never get on another lot in this towni®

I grinned from ear to ear.

That was, as I said, my last scene of the afternoon, so I wandered down the street
to where Miri was sitting in the Ellington's car. 'What was all that racket?" liri
asked me.

"Oh, I was stealing a scene," I said.



‘2()There were a couple more scenes to be shot with Burbee in them that afternoon
and they got through with them in pretty short order. Still, it was almost sun-
down when I saw that they were about finished and went back to the set.

"There's just this one last take," said Al. '"Ilet's get through it without any
mistakes. Bill, what's the light reading?"

Bill Ellern, who was in charge of the light-meter, gave Al a reading. They
conferred a bit. All of a sudden Al burst out, "WHAAAT?!! What did you say? You've
been figuring it how?" Bill said something to him that I didn't catch, and Al's
face turned white.

Bjo came over. "What's wrong?"

"We 've just discovered," said Al, "that we've been shooting all afternoon with
the wrong light exposure. All these scenes will be over-exposed; they may even be
unusable." Bjo fixed Bill with an icy stare (it had been Bill's fault), and de-
clined to call him a kook. Bill obviously felt miserable enough.

And that was how the afternoon ended. Bill drove 1lliri and me back to iiri's
grandmother's place in South Pasadena, and told us that if the scenes were unsal-
vageable he'd pay for round-trip tickets for both of us to fly down again to re-
shoot them. He was really feeling bad about it.

We had dinner and went off again for more shooting. This time it was at Dean
and Shirley Dickensheet's apartment, and Miri and I had just this one scene to do.
It was the scene where they bring me into the Doc's office to gzet the arrowhead
out of my shoulder. Jim Caughran played Doc Eney, and I guess he did all right
considering. I mean, there's this one bit of business where Doc is getting ready to
probe for the arrowhead and me hands me a lettering guide and says, "Here, bite down
on this; it'll help a little." Or at least he's supposed to say that. As it was,
under the hot lights and general tension following "This is a take!" and the reali-
zation that if you goof a line you'll cost these people good money for film and such,
Jim got a little shaken up and just forgot to say anything at all about the lettering
guide he handed me, except "Here." I don't think I've ever felt wuite so silly in
my life as I did when Jim handed me that thing mumbling, "Here," and I sat there re-
alizing that the camera was rolling and this little bit of business suddenly was
making absolutely no sense. I didn't know what else to do, so I looked at it quiz-
zically and put it down with a sort of an "oh, well," type shrug.

But it didn't matter, as it turned out. It seems the scenes shot that night
got light-struck somehow, and we had to shoot them again a month later anyhow. (The
scenes shot that afternoon turned out kind of muddy, I hear, but they were salvage-
able for the most part; they didn't need redoing.) Unicorn productions packed its
gear into trunks and came up to Berkeley to shoot the scenes that needed it...and
thereby hangs a tale, but let's let somebody else write that one.

...0h, are you still wondering why I never read the story? I dunno exactly.
In Berkeley we have a saying: "All the thrili's gone out of it." This was originally
an allusion te an anecdote in Kenneth Patchen's Memoirs of a Shy Pornographer,
wherein there was this fellow who carried a dead mole around with him which he would
fondle from time to time. He just liked the feel of iuv, I guess. But eventually he
gave it away: "All the thrill's gone out of it," he said.

I don't know why all the thrill's gone out of Wrail Ballard, the MusquiteKid.
Do you think that getting mixed up with the movie had anything to do with it?

I guess I'll read it. I certainly intend to read it. I'm sure I will someday
soon.,

The only trouble is that if I do, I'll ruin one of ny favorite lines: M"Read
it? Hell, Itve lived it!™

~—-Terry Carr



Mr. Cyr, a technical writer, gave a lecture titled "Mars Revisited," beginning with
astronomical data about Mars such as surface temperature, land area (just about the
same as Earth's, oddly enough) and the six theories of the Martian Ganals: (1) They

do not exist, (2) They are an illusion, (Are surface cracks, (4) Are engineered,

(5) Are animal trails, (6) Are caused by Marsitrons. lhich was disappointing, because
we were all anxious to learn about what had recently happened to John Carter and
Dejah Thoris. It turned out that Mr. Cyr had never actually visited Mars, let alone
re-visited it. DMr. Cyr held out for Marsitrons, maintaining that you could always
believe Marsitrons (A) Did not exist, (B) Are an illusion, (C) Are particles causing
surface cracks, (D) Are an engineering term, (E) Are animal trails, and so forth.

His hypothesis was that intersections were impact craters and that the canals were
animal trails, the vegetation growing densest where animals dropped footprints and
such like things, a point we considered in execrable taste. S5till, it had a certain
fecal fascination: what species of feces caused the vegetation? liarsitrons!

-~ 1184th Meeting
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Guests introduced included Doc Smith and his son and daughter-in-law. Doc mentioned
that this was his third visit to LASFS and we reminded him that next time he would
have to Jjoin. Doc countered that gambit by remaniscing about the first.time he had
visited LASFS and Forry sniffed, "Well, that dates you!" with the air of a man who

had just packed away a Carbon-14 geiger counter. Doc took the stand and said that the
Dean Drive (Campbell's latest !'underkind) has excellent equasions and don't knock it
if you haven't tried it. It works like a cross between a paint-mixer and a propelloer
beanie, evidentally.

Doc outlined the new series he was producing for ASTALOG. It begins with an atomic
explosion and two superchildren who assume control of the universe. Their gestation
time was twelve months, he said, at which point one of the women in the audience said
quietly, "I quit."

We turned naturally enough to Fritz Leiber and querried him about the Buck Rogers con
comic strip, which he is currently scripting. 4hen asked whether he was more afraid
of snakes or spiders, he said the latter. Now we know what side of the Time l/ar he

is on. -~ 1185th leeting
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Ted Johnstone discovered that his lens was missing from his ring and accused 4E of ta-
king it., Forry replied that even the moon came out at night, old boy. Johnstone pre-
sently found his lens and made contact with it again. A moth flew in at this point -
lepadopted the club., It was shot down in a storm of plonkers. Rick snearingly gave
the following treacherous report: New Treasury Balance, $120.88.

John Trimble broached the subject of the proposed fannish religion, object of which

would be to save postage by mailing S v at religious rates. Any three adults with
$15 dollars between them can iﬁﬁﬁfﬁé organize as a religion, in California.
Plans were temporarily balked by the lack of a virgin to drive through the streets
ML Whiis. -~ 1186th leeting
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(=S o The remark in the MENACE about Ted making
—_— il contact with his lens drew additional com-
ment about his being such an apt pupil
P~ with a retina of loyal followers.

/~ Is The CLUB .
o ; IN AGREEMCNT (&5;::- ~ - story to Amazing, with the obvious reply
f:fﬂ \ TO HeLF & I~ / by the Secretary that Amazing was chuck-

\ BAN WTERCONTINENTA (O Stz bt

e debated distributing the MENACE to the
Membership. Zeke suggested a digest done
on a Jellygraph. [ITed said, sure, gela-

tine was good for the digestion, and was

plonked by Bruce Pelz for his trouble.

Chuck Neutzal said he'd sold yet another

Bjo announced the forthcoming f£ilm,
"Little Red Riding Hood," in glorious
frecklecolor on 16mm silent film (you
can make up your ovm sound track).

-- 1187th leeting
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In the tardiness of the Director Ted
Johnstone, if you will pardon a cliche,
the meeting was inaugurated by Ernie
Wheatley, Dormouse Extraordinary. The
Menace of the Previous lieeting were read
and disapproved as read. Psionic Psneary
gave the Treasurer's Report amid much
clinking and clanking of coin, which

DIRECTOR WHEATLEY VERSUS THE prompted comment, at which he snapped,
- "There will be no personalities at the
PLONKER MEN FROM MARS .. . Director's Table!" At which we sadly
agreed. Rick proceeded to a musical

Treasurer's Report, accompanying himself with the loot.

An account of a fanletter from Jugoslavia was relabed by our Russian Expert, Boris.
J. Ackerman. -~ 1189 th Meeting

Respectfully Submitted, Jack Marness



POLL, ANYONE?

— by Harry Warner, Jr.

In months past, I received so many polls from fans that I've filled as manytblanks
as anyone in Hollywood who provides ammunition for movie battles. I've explained in
one poll why I don't know why I'm in fandom, and in another poll I've demonstrated my
ignorance about recent prozines by failing to remember any story worth naming as the
best of 1959, and I've almost worn out a pair of scales to obtain the facts for up-
to-the minute answers to the inevitable poll question about my weight.

I'm not complaining about the quantity of polls, but I'm afraid that fans are
missing an important function of polls. Liost of them are aimed solely at obtaining
either facts or egoboo ammunition. It might be possible to prove something by deter-
mining the height of fans, if the poll shows that everyone is more than eight feet
tall, and it's undoubtedly pleasant for at least one editor to read the pesults of
the latest favorite fanzine poll. The trouble is, so many of the results of these
types of questions are either predictable or useless. There should be a place in fan-
dom for polls to determine opinions that would provide fandom at large with more self-
assurance in its way of life.

For instance, you'll not find in the Fancyclopedia, Neofan's Guide, collected works
of Tucker, or latest Slant the slightest clue to what fandom as a whole thinks about
one of the recurring problems that most of us face from time to time. What do fans
think would be a fair amount of time to allow fanzine editors to get submitted mater-
ial into print? At this moment, I can think of at least a half-dozen articles which
I supplied to meet urgent requests for material at dates ranging back from three
months to two and one-half years. None of them has seen print yet. All of the fanzine
editors who requested them are still active in fandom, or are planning to resume
activity at any minute. At the same time, I have three or four letters in my pile of
unanswered mail from fanzine editors who want material immediatly. Is it a rupture of
fannish ethics to ask for the return of the contributions after a stated period of .
six months or one year, or three years? Or should lack of publication after a spec-
ific length of time be taken as a fannish statute of limitations, after which the writer
may submit the material elsewhere without ask®ng the original recipient for permission?
Or should unpublished fanzine material be allowed to rot away undisturbed, no matter
how many years pass, on the theory that its posession just might some day bring a val-
ued fanzine editor back from the limbo of gafiation? A poll to determine opinions on
these matters might permit a fannish etiquette to he decided upon, to which we could
all abide in the future.

There's a related matter that occasionally causes a fuss in fanzines. It concerns
reprints. There are some fans who feel cheated when they read a reprint in a fanzine
if it isn't labelled as such, even though it's been completely revised or its original
publication was in an obscure, limited circulation magazine years ago which nobody
now remembers. Other fans grow equally agitated when their own material is reprinted
without the courtesy of obtaining permission. Most of us are naturally embarrassed if
someone suddenly insists on reprinting something exceptionally stupid from our earliest
activities in fandom. But nobody can be quite sure how fandom in general thinks about
these matters, because no polls have been taken to determine whether such complaints
are typical of the feelings of all fans or just the loud outcries of a noisy minority.

Another area in which a poll might prove useful would be the start of a price
list for major merchandise connected with science fiction. Prices vary so widely in
advertisements and so many merchants ask more in print than they expect to get in
reality that it's hard to determine how much you might really expect to pay for a com-
plete set of Famous Fantastic Mysteries or all of the Berry GDA publicatifns. Nobody
will be apt to take the trouble to publish a fannish equivalent of Scott's postage
stamp catalogue. But a couple of pages of a poll could contain enough space for partic-
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ipants to list their ideas of a fair price fior the major prozines, the most popular
books that are hard to find today, and a few dozen of the best fanzine titles. If
the poll were sent to all the dealers who could be located and approximately the same
quantity of fans, it might be possible to strike an average on each item which would
be a starting point for bargaining in the future.

Then there are the delicate points of fannish ethics that are so ethereal that most
of them never find their way into print, and are just vaguely wondered at. Inclusion
of a few of them in polls might straighten out some matters which fans don't like to
ask about. One of them is less absurd than it sounds: if you publish a fanzine which
you give away to those who write letters of comment, are you obliged to answer those
letters of comment with letters or postal cards? I know several fans, mostly beginners,
who have conscience pangs when letters flood in after a new issue, and they waste so
much time answer those letters that the next issue is indefinitely delayed. And, if
fans in general think that some type of acknowledgement of an acknowledgement is the
right thing to do, does the fanzine recipient owe a response to the response to his
response to the fanzine before the next issue? Personally, I don't expect a fanzine
publisher to squander time writing to me, after he has spent energy and money to pro-
vide me with his fanzine; and yet that's the way lots of correspondence friendships
spring up. Suppose you like Dean Grennell's column somewhere, or Walt Willis', as every-
one does, and you ask Grennell or Willis to start writing a column for your fanzine.

Is that ethical, in your opinion? Some fans manage to keep going with regular columns
in several fanzines without losing their minds or the quality of their writing. Yet,
when I was publishing SPACEWAYS, and Bill Hamling induced one of my columnists to write
for his snazzy new fanzines, several fans thought me a coward for submitting to this

as if it were an indignity.

It's impossible vo draw the line between stupid custom and sensible procedure, in
fandom as in the great outside world. That's what makes Emily Post both necessary and
absurd. Blowing one's nose in the napkin at the dinner table is obviéusly the wrong
thing to do and preserving the proper hierarchy of eating utensiles from left to right
at each plate is just as obviously a useless left-over from some obsessive-compulsive
neurotic hostesses. Both matters are etiguette. In just the same way, there are
some customs in fandom's unwritten laws that serve quite necessary functions and other
procedures that are meaningless, and many bits of fannish etiquette fall into the n
never-never land in between. But it wouldn't hurt to make a start on the task of
deciding how most fans feel about such matters.

——-harry warner, jr.



by Donald Franson

We who support the Mordor bdid for the 1964 World Science Fictlon Convention were
shaken for awhile by the audacious bid of another city, and have not returned to
our former complacency, even though the New York Worldcon bid for that year has now

been withdrawn.

The proposed New York Faircon stirred up much opposition in fandom, for various
reagons. Briefly summed up, the bld of New York, or, more precisely, of one faction
of the fans of that city, was for putting on the Biggest Convention Ever, to be
held during a World's Fair, bringing innumerable fairgoers into Trufandom. In
order to co-ordinate their convention with the Fair, they proposed that the Rotation
Plan should be set aside; that the weekend date should be changed from Labor Day to
Independence Day; and that New York Fandom, with two strikes againat it, should be
alloved to take another swing at putting on a con, to prove that NYFandom could
get along with iteelf.

It was probably inevitable that national fandom would be against the New York
bid, even without the threat to Rotation, the Falr question, or the relatively
minor weekend change, on the basis of New York's previous record of taking the Joy
out of conventions. Of course, fandom only laughed at the completely ridiculous ldea
that New York could unite, as this hesn't happened since Peter Stuyvesant put out
his first fanzine. Thie didn't matter; what really mattered was the indication
that, along with changing iteelf, New York wanted to change nationel fandom once
again, and this was, once again, resented. I think the NY bid was rejected mainly
because fandom didn’'t want anyone to scuttle its Rotation Plan (which, once scuttled,
would be hard to unscuttle), and because of a general distrust of New York fandom's
abllity to keep out of messes, even shared by a number of New York fans.

That New York still wants some kind of conference during the Fair, even if only
a reglonal one, shows that all fans do not oppose Falirs as con sites. I don't
recall any strong opposition to "Pucon in '6l", discounting criticism, on account
of the Seattle Fair, before it was announced that there would be no Fair at that
time. In fact, the l1dea of a Fair along with the con definitely does appeal to
some fans. There is a chance to attract more fans into the microcosm; doesn't that
send you? Isn't 1t appealing, the ldea of recruiting the clods from mundane? (Egg
Clods from Mundane--sounds like the title of a science-fictlon yarn.) After all,
fandom mustn't die out; we MUST recruit, and a well-attended con is a good place
for it. And a Fair will surely guarantee a well-attended convention, or at least a
well-attended convention-hotel.

But, Fair or not, New York is out, which is good for Mordor. Now that the Rotation
Plan is safe; now that the entertaining idea of New York fandom getting together
has been duly appreclated by men of wit on all sides, and laid to rest; now that
the various factions of New York are back to fighting again; now that that city will
not bid for the con at the '63 convention, and would not get it if it did bid; now
Mordor 1s safely in again. Or is it?

We Mordorers aren't golng to take that for granted.
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The unopposed Morder bid has at long last been opposed. The serene belief in
the unopposability of Morder has been shattered. You saw how the Mordor cause was
almost overlooked (except by Larry Shaw) in the hassle over the Faircon. Our
position is not unshakable; no, by Klono's tails, it 1s shakablz.

What if some other city--take for granted ite location in the proper zone for the
Rotation Plan--without New York's reputation for trouble, but with promises as blg
as New York's, bids for the '64 con in sagrilegious disregard of Mcrdor's claim? To
avoid arguments, I would not suggest what city in the Western Zcne would deve put ia
such a bid (it could well be Tucumcari, N.M.), but I will call this verschtunken
community "City X".

Wiat 1f this armpit of the nation has a big old Fair or something to compete with
Mordor? Mordor must be prepared to compete back. We will meet this tkreat; we are
running scared. "Running scared" is sage political advice to the overconfident.

We now have a Plan, and a Program.

Our major difficulty is that we don't know
exactly what "Clty X" will promise. We will have to
(j} defeat this unknown bid in advance by promlsing more
Z. ,\ than any other city could possibly prcmise in a
a:jgsﬁ million years. Mordor must be bigger than any other
con in the past or in the foreseeable future. It
must be the Con To End All Cons!

// Thet makes our task cleer-cut--we don't care what
this hypothetical pesthole promises--Mordor will

-“\\;§§8 ] promise more!
=

= As a start, we will match what New York promised,
before they withdrew in deference to fandom's objections

. - - Ty HALL_? Then we will go on to Greater Heights.
HE ! .

FitLEp To THE 19¢l, The New York Plan included a novelty switch from
FLooR 7 recently=-traditional Labor Day to the older con-time
= ¢ 2 of Independence Day weekend; Mordor promises more!
WITH BLO & . The Mordor Convention will be cpread cut over six

holidays, with various program events between,

Z:Z3ﬂ> throughout the year.

January lst, the Rose Parade in Pasadena will have a fannigh theme, "Feuds in
Flowers", and various pros and BNF's will be riding on every float, throwing copies
of FANAC to the admiring clods, whom we will convert to fandom via this affalr.

May 30th, Memoriel Dey, a display of how fanzines are put together will be put
on by the East Mordor Wire Staple Company. Bring your unstzpled fanzines to the
factory and we will have them stapled for you. And a niw 7.0 ° 2 21 .¢~1 be launched,
sponsored by the Mordor ConCommittee, solely for propagenda purpoces in case all the
others are sewed up by "City X". At the con, this prozine will be officially folded,

with suitable ceremony.

July bth, Independence Day, the auction will be held, in Hollywood Bowl, during
performances of "Die Fledermaus'". This will enable us to recruit cultured clods.
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Labor Day, speeches will be made in Pershing Square, on the occasion of the 46th
minus-versary of "South Gate Again in 2010". It is hoped that we can convince the
American Legion to hold thelr convention this weekend in the same hotel and at the
game time as ours, as it 1s expected that this holiday will be the height of fan
attendance, fans making the Labor Day Jjourney as a matter of habit. We know you will
all want us to fill the hotel. . .that way, the management can't help but give us
blocks of rooms.

October 3lst, the 30th Anniversgry of the LASFS will be combined with a Hallowe'en
Spook Show at Grauman's Chinese Theatre, introducing hundreds of moviegoers to
fandom. The Ghost of Laney will make a special appearance, recruiting perhaps
thousands of occultists.

November 25th, Thanksgiving Eve, the traditional Santa Clause Parade down
Hollywood Boulevard will provide a golden opportunity for converting neofans, as
loads of small children will be present. The Santa float will be immediately
followed by the N3F truck, giving out beanies and application blanks to all.

This will be the most spread-out con in the history of fandom. Maps will be
donated cheerfully by the gesoline companies of the Los Angeles area. The banguet
will be held at the exclusive Racquet Club, in nearby Palm Springse. It is not too
early for fans tolapply for memberships in this exclusive club, as you wouldn't want
to miss out on the crottled greeps, and non-members will be out of luck.

There will be a speclal legal program in the courtroom of the con hotel, where
you will be able to see legal wrangles going on round the clock. Souvenir summonses
will be published by a one-shot committee and distributed to all present.

Thie could be the best-attended con in all history: The LA Memorial Coliseum will
be the site, during con-time, of several big football games played by USC and UCLA,
and it has been arranged that during half-time important announcements of interest
toifans will be made, and celebrities will be introduced to the audience. Anywherec
from 50,000t0 100,000 potential fans will be reached. Members of the committee who
are also students at these universities will arrange .for card displays and marching
bandsmen to spell out "¥Yngvi is Not a Louse"”, "Fandom Is A Way of Life", etc.

The Los Angeles Dodgers have also been contacted, and will endeavor to stage a
World Series hers, 1f they get the co-operation of the other teams in the National
League. Tickets will be avallable through fannish scalpers, at a nominal cost
above the usual rates. The opening game of the series will feature, before game
time, the Fanzine Editors' Panel, which will take place in the Dodgers' dugout.

As 1964 18 a presidential year, we'll attempt to get the Republican and Democratic
cons, and will meke a deal with either National Committee to combine our con with
theirs, on payment of a emall contribution of $10,000 or so, which will be assessed
upon 8ll fandom equally. The business meeting will be held in the same hall as the
political con, and will be sandwiched in somewhere during a lull in the demonstrations,
so we can have the benefit of all radio and tv facllities; the nation will be watching
and listening to the voting on the '65 consite. Won't it be a thrill, if you can't
be there, to see on tv, "Twenty-seven and & half votes for Bloomington..."

At nearby, convenlient Vandenberg Alr Force Base, there will be an event to end
all events! And believe me, nothing "City X" can promise can possible equal this!
An Atlas missile will be shot to the moon, or thereabouts (the Air Force claims it
can only try), and several dozen lucky fans will actually be in it! If all goes
well, messages from the moon (or thereabouts) from these fans will be broadcast in
the convention hall; otherwise, substitute memorial services will fill the time.
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Remember, regardlese of what this hypothetical "City X" may promise, Mordor
promises MORE! We may even have additional surprises for you, as we think them up.
So all you trufans, who have always wanted a big, really big, BHIG convention, don't
forget to vote MORDER IN SIXTY-FOUR at the 1963 business session.

Remember: "Sixty-four is the Time,
Mordor is the Perfect Clime."

HH

"Jack Daniels is the Skippy Peanut Butter of whiskies.” . ..Don Simpson.

DIALOGUES AT MIDNIGHT

Scene: Farewells at Kal's (post-meeting coffee-klatcheria).

Rick: Watch out for Bengal Tigers.

Bruce: You mean - Protect this house from tigers.

Rick: Nope, I wasn't thinking of the new Alex King book. I was thinking of
what BJo told me. Did you know she once got an "A" on a school paper about
why Bengal Tigers turn man-eater?

Bruce: Huh?

Rick: By the way, have you noticed that car window tigers are getting bigger?

Bruce: What?

Rick: The tigers you see in the back windows of cars. They seem to be getting
bigger. Don said he had heard of a toy tiger that was bigger than life-
size.

Bruce: What would one do with a stuffed toy tiger that big?

Rick: I don't know. If I had a life-size doll, I wouldn't want it to be a tiger.

Don: Maybe you could mount & sports car under it and drive it around.

Bruce: I wouldn't want a tiger mounting my sports car.

Don: Maybe you could put wheels on it. How about that, a four-wheel tiger!

Rick: Not a bad name for a car. How about a 'Tiger 300'.

Don: I don't need to put any gas in my Tiger, it Just ate a Lark.

Bruce: Mine's one-up on yours, it got a Falcon.

Rick: Mine did even bette<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>