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QU FAN TN CHICAC

THE CHICON IN DEPTH : : by WALTER BREEN
Dedicated to Marion Z. Bradley, with love

Special edition, with additions, corrections, and annotations. Pages 11-54 reprinted
from WARHOON 17, by special arrangement with Richard Bergeron.

This revised edition is issued as part of a plan to make the Chicon 111,
the con of dreams-come-true, the con of Willis*s return to America,
into the best-documented worldcon in fannish history. Other parts of
this plan have already seen print: the Kemp Proceedings, the Jay Kay
Klein memory book, and the two Willis reports now being serialized.

Copies are being distributed to friends and to some other interested
fans who did not see the original version in WARHOON, or who would
appreciate some such memorial as this. A few extras are available
at S0¢ apiece.

Some of the additional material was omitted by Bergeron from my ori-
ginal manuscript; other items came to y attention later on. I make
no excuse for the lateness of this memorial. The Chicon will be long
remembered, and I flatter myself that my report may have some small
part in keeping it alive in memory. I don"t regard the present writing
as a piece of ephemera to be tossed aside immediately. Rather, I hope
that it will be kept with one*s copy of the Jay Kay Klein CONV ENTION
ANNUA L--CHICON III EDITION, the Earl Kewp PROCEEDINGS, the
Walt and Madeleine Willis reports when they finally appear in book
form, and one"s annotated or autographed program book. I know that
my own copy will be, but then I'm a nut on nostalgia and fanhistory.

Hoping you are the same,

Berkeley, Fall 1963 \N @Q G:r B{\C en

Print run 100 copies only, of which this is No.

and inscribed to:
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ERRATA:
Chapter 1:
11, 13. Esther Davis, of course.

12, $1784.66 was the actual amount. (See ADDENDA)

12 bottom. Kenny Lupoff, not "Lenny": a typo, not a misremembrance.

14. Cambacéreés, with the accents; and C.F.Lebrun.

Chapter II:
14. LouAnn Price, not JoAnn.

16. No. 141 should read:
A--~ (as in text)

B--1 like to (as in text). The B-- was omitted in transcripion, obscuring the sense.

17, middle. This is one of the bad ones. The sentence reading "My profile showed a
peak 75th percectile"” was garbled in transcription from my ms. It should read:
"My profile showed a peak 75th percentile iu Achievement, and a low of 25th
percentile (but a raw score of zerol) in Abasement..." See ADDENDA, p.56.

17, 2bout 1/4 from bottom: F.M. Busby, of course.
Chapter Ill:
13, top of first complete paragreph: Madeleine, of course.

19 top. That Peggy Rae McKnight later broke off with the Squirrel doesn*t make the
reference to their engagement an error: it was then still in effect.

19, end of nextolast paragraph: ''seessions" should read "sessions". But most such
obvious typos that don"t obscure meanings won"t be mentioned here.

21, 3rd line from top. The named pros are appareatly all that took part on this panel,
according to Kemp*s PROCEEDINGS.

Chapter IV:

25, lines 4-5. A vital 4-word phrase was omitted in transcription from by ms. The
sentence should read:
"Buth Berman insisted that the change in stf did also cousist in a shift from pre-

occupation with plot to preoccupation with characterization...(etc.)” The under-
lined phrase was the one omitted.

25, next to last line. H. Beam Piper, of c.

26, final paragraph of chapter IV: a minor error in misreading my original anotes, an
error shared by (and doubtless influenced by) FANCYCLOPEDIA II, ascribed the

term "Sense of Vinder" to Sam Moskowitz. SaM, despite the claim in CY I, de-
nied havieg greated the term S o W, saying that he only applied the phrase to SF
& fan reactions thereto. This and only this will be admitted anent SaM"s blast

at me in Wrha 18. I insist that honest misremembering should not be lebelled
_7..



"dishonesty", as it was by SaM, especially when it gave SaM credit for more
than he had actuzally done. See also ADDENDA, p.57.

Chapter V.,

27. Leigh Brackett substituted for Margaret Brundage as costume judge. In the crowd
I never got a clear view of the judges and of necessity went by the announcement
in the program booklet.

27. Bjo only did the makeup for MZB's "Galadriel" characterization, not the actual
creation of the costume. I had misheard something MZB told me.

28, Ibis and Taia, of course.

28. Marion Mallinger, not Nancy Kemp, portrayed the notorious Prosser-Willick
trophy--or so I am informed by many differeat fans.

Chapter VI,
29, Don Ford seconded the Washington/DisCon bid.

30, nextolast paragraph. Abasement, cf course.

31, middle paragraph., Meatheringham; add the parenthesized phrase should xead
"(from the Tolkienists)".

Chkapter VI,
36, near bottorn. Popular Award, sponsored by the Pittsburgh SFS. Apologies, Dirce,
for inadvertent omission of this from two different conreports. I'm oot trying
to deprive you of any egoboo.

36, 3rd line from bottom. The Big Heart Award was previously given to Bloch, SaM
and Rick Sneary. A typo; my original draft has "Bloch”, but somehow it: care out
otherwise in print.

37, top. The plaque to Fritz Leiber apparently preceded the three special awards to
Cele Goldsmith, Donald Tuck and Ted Sturgeon.

37 middle. Sturgeon®s reference to the 1939 UNKNOW story dnd the "Trans--" word
was in reply to a Bob Tucker remark. Cf. Kemps PROCEEDINGS, 116-117.

38 top. Sturgeon®s line "Is Progress the opposite of Congress?" seems to have referred
originally to politics rather than to the hotel, but by Ghod it fits the hotel.

40, The third door prize was won by Dale Kocirik.

Chapter X,
43, middle. Vostok XVI, of course.

44, beginning of middle paragraph. In 186Q, Rev. W. R. Dawes. Former a typo, latter
my mishearing of Papa Villy; the hotel PA system  didn®t make his accent any

easierx to understand.

-8-



Chapter XIl,
51, last paragraph, 2nd & 3rd lines. This is the other really bad one. A line was
dropped out of my ms. The sentencss in question should read:
"...and we slowly weat over towards Fishermen's Wharf, enjoying our tourist
roles even as Karen &njoyed her cicerone role. Fishermen®s Wharf is SF*s
couaterpart of Coney Island-cum-42nd St. ..."

53, last paragraph, 2nd line. Avram Davidson, of c.

53, same paragraph, 3rd line. "ceremoniously"

& & % & ¥

oy SHOVLE
50‘2. __P'M

OU (o] T
COSTOME!




o f ™y
S e A

& — i
. s o
i e
A by Il.ll...l;f»\)..u.-:...“
)

w : . i S R R - [ e LR ST R :

i
!
|

|

i

|

I

|

I

|

I

1}
LH,- S

gl

i
L1
¢
|
]

I

= e TESE SRS SIS e e T R L = G B o e R —— _vﬂJ\w e = (s = At S W BT W e |l - = v 8 H.lll.:f\ll\l”l‘[nl:'
3 e T - - e = = , . e . - B =
- B =] = e e e e = | x SR = - £ ==~ =
3 e By
" [
—
{
i
_

iy -

1 (=i =

R
i
"
:
=
15
|
5
i




3
“ywzeZ4] B convention
N~ report

by
Walter
Breen

OUR
FAN

INZ
CHICAGO A\

1. PreConditioning

Everybody's worldcon seems to begin at a different time. For some fans it begins
when they spot Forry at the con hotel; for others only with the first program session;
for still others, when they pile into the car which rushes them to the con hotel from
Los Angeles or wherever. But Earl Kemp insisted on calling this Chicon IIT "Homecoming",
and my own personal Homecoming =- or gathering of the slans, or what you will -~ began
well before that. To be exact, it began a couple of weeks earlier when Ruth Berman
showed up at Terry Carr's place enroute back to Minneapolis from Over There, and Marion
7immer Bradley =-- who was to drive me to the con and partway back -- turned up in NYC
for a couple of days of fangeb enroute to her parents' place in Albany. But like many
cons, this one began slowly; the next few Big Events started happening early in the
last week of August.

About some of these you'll have to read elsewhere, as I wasn't on the scene my-
self. I mean, among other things, the first couple of hectic and mixed-up days the
Willises spent in New York, resulting in their getting conflicting invitations; and the
Tuesday night dinner for Walt and Madeleine, thrown by fringefan Ester Davis, at vhich
REALIST editor Paul Kraesner (who covered part of the Chicon for PLAYBOY) did himself
proud.

My own Homecoming started in earnest on Wednesday 29 August, I had to vacate
the NYC apartment I'd been subletting, as the lessees were coming back in a day or so
(for a couple of months, before Urban Renewal was scheduled to tear the building down
and replace it with one of those outrageously expensive slums-to=-be concocted of glass,
plaster and tissue paper). Having made arrangements to go by car with Marion Bradley
and others to the Chicon that night. I spent most of the day packing end storing every-
thing I wouldn't be needing right away with local friends, and getting acquainted with
Marion's younger brother Paul Zimmer (a sword-and-sorcery fen, Tolkienist, bagpipe
addict, and a nice guy whose emphatic red beard added both distinction and maturity
to his image) and her impish eleven-year-old son Steve. That evening Ester Davis threw
a farewell party for me, of which the major details that now stand out in my mind were
a lot of clowning aeround between Ted White, Lee Gerber, Paul and Steve, and some im=-
provised dencing to a Dizzy Gillespie record. There was also the beginning of what is
apparently becoming a fannish fad -- "wind up dolls": the Les Gerber doll =-- wind it
up end it makes a noise, the Walter Breen doll grows a beard, the Marion Bradley doll
drops everything as soon as the circus comes to town, etc. (This fad grew to enormous
proportions at the Chicon.) I left the dinner party early; the kids stayed at Esther's,
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Marion went to my now almost bare apartment to get a few hours of desperately needed
sleep before beginning the long drive to the con, and I taxied up to the Lupoff Welcome
Willis party.

It's almost a cliche to rave over what wonderful people Walt and Madeleine
Willis were and are. But clich€s are often true and this one is no exception. Unlike
many people who make an effort to impress others as being Big Names (fan or pro), the
Willises were completely at ease, relaxed and at times even a bit wide~eyed; and even
with my magnifying glass I couldn't see any pedestal under either one.

After a few minutes spent meeting old and new friends -- in particular Bill Meyers,
vhom I'd missed on about a dozen previous trips to New York, and a mustecheless and
amiable Jim Blish -~ I found myself on the floor beside Ted White, Terxry Carr, Ethel
Lindsay, Pete Graham (apparently now forgiven for the Willis death hoax), and a slim
and vital, radiant and shiny-eyed Lee Hoffman, for whom this was a guiet but unmis-
takable triumph: Sixth Fandom once again alive with almost all the wonder it had held
ten years earlier. And we were all listening to the Willises and wishing that someone
would come in with a tape recorder so as not to lose the otherwise immortal lines Walt
was coming out with every few seconds. We were Joined from time to time by Eney, Ron
Ellik and Peggy Ree McKnight, Don Wollheim, Bob Shea and Joyce Hurley, Les Gerber,
Larry Ivie, Mike McInerney, Steve Stiles, Larry and Noreen Shaw, Will J. Jenkins, Ken
Seagel, Dave van Arnam and others; the rest of the time the femmefans talked woman
talk in another room, the Lupoffs played the gracious host role, and those who couldn't
crowd into the circle around Willis congregated 1in the kitchen, framwhich loud
laughter emanated every few seconds. (I later found that Madeleine Willis was
responsible for many of the remarks eliciting the laughs; her timing and delivery were
at times absolutely professional. She and Walt really deserve each other, which is
every bit the compliment it sounds.)

I remember that apropos of little things sometimes counting for a great deal,
Walt told the story of how a can of petrol supplied by a passing motorist =-=- which
turned out to be the wrong type for a motorbike ~- delayed the arrival of Bert Camp-
bell of the London contingent at the SuperManCon, and killed Operation Armegeddon.
Apropos of Terry Carr's hunting for an ashtray, Walt recalled the incident at Chicon II
where he was sitting on the sill of an open window in the Morrison Hotel, flicking
his cigarette ashes out into the street (less dangerous than bottles, anyway) and Jim
Webbert offered him an ashtray, only to receive Walt's earnest assurance that he hadn't
yet filled that one. Terry and I spent some time afterwards veinly looking for that
story in  "The Harp Stateside", as Terry was almost certain he'd seen it there, despite
Walt's denials. Terry jokingly bet Walt $1841.67 (or whatever was the amount of money
finally collected for TAWF) that he would find it. (Walt asked me on the Final Night--
the night of the Farewell Willis party in Berkeley, 15 September -=- if Terry or I had
ever located the story. When I indicated that neither of us had yet succeeded,
though almost everyone who heard the story claimed to have seen it somewhere, Walt
smiled, "Then we can keep the $1841.67!" to which Madeleine added, a little wistfully,
that it was almost all gone now, like their time here in the USA.)

I remember that the Lupoffs passed out special copies of XERC 9, rubberstamped on
the contents page SPECIAL EDITION FANOCLASTS PRE-CHICON WELCOME PARTY FOR, with space
left for autographs, and then the date AUGUST 29, 1962. We were all getting Walt and
Medeleine and Ethel Lindsay to do the honors; Jim Blish and Lee Hoffman signed mine
slso. Eney sold me a copy of A SENSE OF FAPA; Mike McInerney passed out copies of
the latest EKLPLOD (“Speak ye not this title!"), and Gerber promptly produced a unique
collector's item by rubberstamping his HKLPLOD like the copies of XERO and getting
autographs. Little Lenny Lupoff, age about one year, being restless and uneble to sleep,
was carried in by proud papa Dick to meet the guests. Released from Dick's
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arms, he promptly crawled and walked over to Walt Willis and proceeded to climb up that
fannish peak Someone made a sotto voce comment that Dick and Pat must have trained the
kid well in the ways of Trufandom, as he knew exactly where to go even though he'd
never seen Willis before.

A little later on Les Gerber tried his usual party schtick of playing musical
Where Are These Froms with me. To the incredulity of some bystanders, I was finally
able to identify a very Rimsky~Korsakovish item as Balakirev's "Tamar'". Somewhat
earlier, Jim Blish and I had been chatting on music -~ largely Bartok end the dode-
caphonists -- and Blish admitted to me that despite our friendly rivalry in Wrhn (which
presumably will continue for the sake of the game, though without the least degree of
acrimony or loss of mutual respect) he was enormously impressed with my remarks on
Mehler in Wrhn 1k and 16 -- they proved (he said) that I was one of very few people he
knew, inside or outside fandom, who really listened thoroughly to a piece of music.
This to me was as cream to a cat, and I suggested that he might then enjoy my article
on Orff's "Carmina Burana" in LIGHTHOUSE 7. He promised to write Terry for a copy, on
my say-so, though he had never paid much attention to Orff, not seeing any depth in
the man's work -- but he was willing to listen to reason.

Eventually Les and I tore ourselves away from the party, and about 2 AM Thursday
30 August we got our belongings into the car, picked up the still excited Steve and
Paul at Ester Davis's, .said our hasty goodbyes, and headed toward the Holland Tunnel
and New Jersey Turnpike. Marion drove almost continuously; we kept her awake with
fannish chitchat, swapping Windup Dolls (the Scott Meredith doll rips authors' MSS. to
shreds; the Walter Breen doll tekes every witticism down in a notebook; the Paul Zimmer
doll sings offkey; etc.) and speculating about the sex lives of hobbits and orcs ==
and much more. During lulls in the conversation, Marion sang, beautifully and movingly
-- mostly operatic arias. We saved time and money by Marion's having provided sandwiches
and a large thermos of lemonade (later on supplemented by a gallon of A&W rootbeer, as
befits a car full of trufans).

At about 5:45 we stopped at a Howard Johnson restaurant somewhere on the Pa. Turn-
pike, stretching our legs in the yard; and on a sudden whim Marion, Paul , Steve and
Les were doing calisthenics in unison, croggling the passersby. Seeing a sign at the
edge of this yard, BEWARE OF SNAKES, Steve speculated on whether the warning might not
have been put up at the urging of some scared old lady who mistook one of the
serpentine~looking tree roots in that area for real snakes. Before and after this,
the kids napped intermittently, usually waking up at bursts of laughter from some
sally by Marion or whoever else was awake at the time. The atmosphere in that car was
Just like that of a small fan party except for not being smoky -- Sodacon Jr., perhaps.

With similar kid stuff we whiled away the next fiftéen or so hours. Finally, about
midnight we reached the Coulsons' place just outside Wabash. Marion was by ncw exhaust-
ed and the kids had been intermittently sleeping for several hours. Juanita, really a
friend in need, provided hamburgers, milk and cake, the first and last homemade and
all excellent. She and Buck put down for us several mattresses side by side on the
living-room floor, and spread blankets on the Young Steve found a couch more to his
liking=it was too short for anyone else. At Marion's request, I gave her stiff back
and shoulders Swedish massage to relieve the accumulated strain of twenty-two hours of
driving, most of it in heavy traffic. As I expected and hoped, she fell asleep under my
hands. The next thing I knew, it was about 8 AM, and little Bruce Coulson came in to
investigate this strange visitation and wake us up. He greeted me with "You look like
a beardnik!" to which I agreed, but told him that my name was really Walter. These
formalities over with, we became fast friends and romping companions. The rest of the
morning I spent looking through Buck's huge stock of duplicate fanzines for sale (from
vhich I picked out a good-sized stack), and chatting animatedly with Buck and Juanita,
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who are Good People. Like Gerber a year or two earlier, I looked at the Coulsons' $35
Tower mimeograph and croggled that YANDRO is produced on such a primitive-looking
little machine. Les meanwhile was going through a copy of the 100th FAPA mailing. Buck
gave me a copy of the latest YANDRO and drew my attention specifically to the editorial
and the final page, in which was his repudiation of the Jennings/D. Bruce Berry "A
Trip To Hell." My only comment on this was thet Kemp certainly had an airtight alibi:
at the time of the alleged robbery, Kemp was at the Solacon making a con bid on behalf
of the Chicago SF League or whatever the group called itself; and Ted White had already
written Jennings to this effect, as an eyewitness. Later on, at a Wabash gas station,
while waiting for the attendant to replace a soft and threadbare tire, Marion got into
‘ a brief huddle with Paul and me, once again croggling the
{: Ll passersby: "Who'd ever believe in a quiet friendly little orgy
\\ L) on the main street of Wabash, Indiana?" This sort of thing -~
croggling the bystanders, not having orgies, Burb! -~ becane
a favorite pastime after awhile, and the farther we went, the
less it took: both Paul and I were repeatedly asked if we were
from some centennial celebration, and if not, why did we have
those beards...

By now -- it was about 5 PM == the traffic had gotten
dense enough that we had to slow to about 20 mph, through worse
was to come. Paul, always one to be playing with words, made
up the neologism "haick" (rhyming with fake, I guess) for a
hack writer of routine westerns and other hick stuff. This
effort inspired me to tell the old story about Talleyrand (I
think L.Sprague de Camp dug it up originally, but I don't re-
call where;I heard it from John Boardmen): It seems that when
Napoleon became First Consul at the end of 1799, the Second
Consul was one Cambaceres, a notorious swish who was also responsible for the Code
Napoleon (the same legal code which abolished all penalties against homosexuality),
and the Third Consul was an utter nonentity named C.F. Cebrun. Talleyrand, seeing this
roster, christened then "Hic, Haec and Hoc." Paul countered this with the claim that
the three main driving hazards were Hic, Hike and Hug (otherwise known as hooch,
hitchhikers and honeybuns). By now the traffic had slowed down to about Smph and we
were running dangerously high in temperature and low in oil pressure. Les, watching
the cause of the slowdown -- two solid lanes of traffic merging under protest --
commented "Merging? It looks more like a rape to me." To avoid a boiled-out radiator,
we finally got off the Expressway and headed for the nearest garage for water
and a phone to notify the Pick-Congress that we were coming and that they should
cancel our reservations after all even though it was a couple of hours after we
were supposed to check in. All was OK and we headed for the hotel, a little after 6PM
Friday 31 August or almost exactly forty hours after we'd left New York City.

ITI. The Two Towers

The Chicon, an exception (as it proved) in so many ways,started out with except-
ions to tradition. Instead of Forry being the first fan we saw in the con hotel, there
were four close together: Walt and Madeleine Wlllis, Frank Dietz and JoAnn Price. They
directed us to the 3rd floor registration line. Somehow enroute there, Marion, Les,
Steve and Paul got separated from me, and I had my first taste of the hotel's
magnificently loused-up facilities. To wit: the escalator wasn't working, and on the
even-numbered side only one elevVator was in seIvice (this last remained true throughout
the con weekend); a decided worsening since my earlier stay there in 1956 before Mr
Albert Pick took the place over. After climbing stairs to the 3rd floor, shocking a
bunch of Catholic sodalists on the 2nd (one would have expected them to remember that
many of their own saints wore beards), I ended up on the tediously long registration
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line. Tradition was, for the moment, temporarily restored: Forry was the first fan I
saw there, after him, Jack Harness, Fred Patten, Berkeley neo Roy Frank, Al halevy,
Frederik Pohl, and others. Avram Davidson saw me in line, walked up and asked me to
register for him and Grania as his sabbath was about to start, Earl Kemp passed
by, and I asked him if he intended to sue either Berry or Jennings because of WA\ ety
To Hell". Earl smiled and said that he hadn't made up his mind yet. Dick Schultz mur-
mured, on regaining his place in line a place or two behind me, "May I cut in?" Walt -
Willis showed up in a moment and, referring to Blish's story in the Sept. ‘62 ASFF,
cracked "This is a kish where ignorance is blish." Madeleine added, "I guess
everything's just Okie dokie." Walt, shaking his head at this one, told me that he'd
just been talking to a couple of neofans in the hall who didn't recognize Madeleine
from her passport photos =- "And I was GIAD!" she added. (Physical descriptions of
Walt and Madeleine aren't too easy to give, so I sympathize with the photographers:
these wonderful people have an obvious charm which becomes elusive when you try to
verbalize it. Walt is tall, slender and gentle, giving the impression of concealing a
great deal of liveliness and force behind the almost shy facade. Though Broyles's
directory indicates that Walt is 42 or 43, he could pass for 32. Madeleine can be summ-
ed up in one word: scintillating; after looking at her and then looking away, I could
recall an image dominated by curly hair and sparkling eyes -- and little else that I
could describe; these eyes are the single feature that remain longest in one's
memory of her. She has a very musical voice and gives the impression of being ageless;
possibly thirtyish, she probably will look the same way in 1972.

After finally going through the registration line (which was slow because only
one person was handing out bundles and taking cash), collecting enough extra packets
of Triffids seeds to run through one of the apas, meeting many fans whom I'd known only
through correspondence, and collecting a dozen or so FANAC subs, I meandered out into
the hall which opened onto all the function rooms, and which seemed to be a major
meeting place during the con. There Vic Ryan gave me a couple of BANEs, and beside him
Jerry Pournelle was giving out copies of the personality test which we were expected
to take in the interest of science. I asked him why the con program booklet had listed
him as with "two Ph.D. equivalents". He fumed at copywriters and said that he had one
Ph.D. in political science (a contradiction in terms, I thought) and all requirements
for a second Ph.D. in psychology save for the dissertation. I accepted a test booklet
and ansver form and went over to a table to fill it in, but the process took hours as
every few seconds newly arrived fans passed by and greeted me, or stopped to talk.
Sandy Cutrell claimed that my beard was getting to be a Focal Point ~- "75 or 80 people
have stopped here in the last hour!", certainly no exaggeration. I heard rumors that
some fans were filling in their test forms at random, and that several planned to
get zero on their IQ tests. Anyone who did randomize his personality test answers
would be spott€d immediately by the extremely low consistency score, as I will show
in a moment.) LeS Gerber spotted Jim Warren, publisher of HELP!, near the infamous
elevator and shouted to him "I'm gonna SUE you and Dick Lupoff!", referring to Warren's
scurrilous cartoons about lLes in a back issue of XERO. I called out, "Jim, Les has so
got one pubic hair!" Jock Root asked "Where?" I answered, "On his chest, of course!™
Sandy Cutrell, on the subject of hair, told me how SaM had pulled his beard in the
registration line, mouthing some unremembered commonplaces: I was suitably croggled.

I spiked the then widespread rumor that I had shaved this summer, adding that the real
ex-beardnik was Ted White, who had been job hunting. (This con, incidentally, was more
full of beards than any previous one in fannish memory; I counted at least thirty. Roy
Frank insisted that they divided into two classes, beards -- pointing to Ted White,
vho had begun to regrow his -- and !BEARDS!, pointing to mine. Ethel Lindsay claimed
that Archie Mercer's was longer than mine by a couple of inches, and a photo Archie
sent me afterwards proved it.)

The con immediately proved to be full of other things besides beards, as well:
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pros, pretty young femmefans, and little neos. Someone said that Forry Ackerman had
been telling the little monster-fans of 11 to 14 to come to this nhotel and see him and
the other Famrous Monsters. I replied, "Yeh, and I bet Seth Johnson's fawning acolytes
have been recruiting them like mad, too." One of them =- or so he seemed at first
glance =- sat down across from me with a personality test booklet and form. He turned
out to be Paul Williams, of Belmont, Mass., publisher of WITHIN, and rapidly growing
out of the sf reader class into the trufan category; he came to the con in Hal
Clement's car, and took a fairly active role. After a vain attempt to find copies, for
himself and me, of the Sturgeon issue of F&SF, he reported disgustedly that the hotel's
magazine racks carried nothing but ASFF. (It turned out that copies of the coveted
Sturgeon issue, autographed, were available at face price in the huckster room.) Sheila
Dvorak, a sultry 1l5-year-old ex-nymphet, wearing an all-but-transparent chemise, was
seen chasing Tom Sager full tilt. Flashblubs (as Steve Bradley calls them) made the
scene look like a Presidential press conference. Those who didn't get this reverse
caveman sequence on their own films wanted to make Sheila run through the performance
again. Sheila sat down instead with a personality test. In a few minutes she had caught
up to me, and together with Paul Williams and Sandy Cutrell we chortled 1long over some
of the questions we came to.

And they are worth quoting. The test (the Allen L Edwards Personal Preference
Schedule, University of Washington, 1953) presented 15 variables cross-tabulated so
that each was matched with all fourteen of the rest, plus fifteen redundant questions
to check on consistency of replies, total 225 questions. (A test with too few redundant.
questions answered the same vould be thrown out as unrelisble.) The questions
were put as alternatives; one had to choose A or B on each, and some were really
weird. No 66, for instance: A -- I would like to accomplish something of great signi-
ficance; B -~ I like to kiss attractive persons of the opposite sex. (I commented
that in some cases doing B is something of great significance.) Some questions, on the
other hand, presented no desirable alternative: No. 85 A == If I do something wrong, I
feel I should be punished for it; B =-- I like to conform to custom and avoid doing
things that people I respect might consider unconventional. No. 71 seemed aimed directly
at the Coventry crowd: A -- I would like to write a great novel or play; B -~ I like
to attack points of view that are contrary to mine. No. 91 might have given Bloch,
Willis or Dag trouble: A -- I like to have strong attachments with my friends; B =- I
like to say things that are regarded as witty and clever by other people. No. 141 pre-
sented almost insuperable difficulties (if one is honest): A -- I like to be loyal to
my friends; I like to go out with attractive personsof the opposite sex. At the opposite
extreme, perhaps, was No. 150: A -~ I feel that I am inferior to others in most
respects; B -= I feel like telling other people off when I disagree with them. (z
speculated that the number of fans who would answer A to that one would be in the
neighborhood of zero.) No. 143 gave Sheila some pause: A -~ I like my friends to show
a great deal of affection towards me; B -~ I like to become sexually excited. "Since
when are these opposites?"™ she shouted. A couple of questions brought hoots, howls an
and shouts of "Disclaimer!" These were No. 209: A -- I like to kiss attractive persons
of the opposite sex; B -- I like to experiment and try new things; and No. 179: A -- 1T
like to go out with attractive persons of the opposite sex; B == I like to make as many
new friends as I can. Sheila gleefully said, "I'd like to see the person who'd
answer B to No. 214!" This was A == I like to be in love with someone of the opposite
sex; B == I like to complete a single job or task. I looked at her quizzically and said,
"I bet you wouldn't be very attracted to the person who'd answer B." Tom Seidman,
hearing this interchange and the alternatives, suggested that B might be the preferable
alternative if the job were sufficiently enjoyable ~- and he gave me one guess what
kind of job he had in mind. I came back with, "O, surely that wouldn't be a job -~
i+'d be a Way of Life!" Paul Williams looked past me and shouted "Huckster!" at someone.
Sendy Cutrell asked, "What's he hucking?" It turned out to be Frank Dietz with copies
of LUNA, the fanzine that consists of con speeches; the #1 issue he was offering was
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especially appropriate as it contained Chicon Guest of Honor Sturgeon's Phillycon
speech. We eventually finished our tests and straggled off.

The results were not available until Monday and many not even then. They came
back as percentile scores on each of the fifteen variables: Achievement, Deference,
Order, Exhibiton, Autonomy, Affiliation, Intraception, Succorance, Dominapce,Abase=-
ment, Nurturance, Change, Endurance, Heterosexuality and Aggression. The names don't
mean quite what they seem to; for instance, Achievement referred to the ambition to
do something importent or creative, not to actually having done so. Deference means
letting others make decisions. Order doesn't mean keeping & neat house, but instead
having an orderly set of work habits. Exhibition means being the life of the party,
making bright or witty remarks, etc. Autonomy means independence. Affiliation means
closeness and loyalty +to friends. Intraception means analyzing other
people's motives. Succorance means, roughly, the nursing trait ~- making
a fuss over people in pain or other trouble, and wanting others to do
likewise for you. Nurturance means taking care of people or helping
them out, being a friend in need. Change means wanting to have new and
% different experiences, not wanting to change the world or anything like

} that. Percentile scores mean that, for instance, if one scores
"Percentile 75" on a given variable, 75% of the sample on which the
test was standardized got the same score or lower, only 25% a higher
score. When Jerry Pournelle gave me back my scores, he looked at the
profile and said "Just about what I would have expected." I couldn't
tell if he was sneering or simply being his usual self...My profile
showed a peak 75th percentile, but raw score of zero) in abasement; my other scores
were vithin a few points on either side of 50%. I could have, I suppose, been dishonest
and tried to skew the test by preferring every heterosexuality alternative, but in all
honesty there are things I prefer to do with girls instead of teking them to the
theatre etc., and some questions were worded that way; as it was, I came out about
average. (Sheila, it seemed, came out with heterosexuality as her high point -~ about
75th percentile.) Rotsler would have been at once amused and disappointed: it is im-
possible to score more than 69th percentile in heterosexuality if one is a men.

After all this came a little snogging and a late supper in some round-the-cormer
hashery, curiously devoid of fans. Fred Pohl and Phil Klass left Jjust as I came in
(about 2AM), but they didn't see me. I sat at the counter near a couple of people
speaking viat seemed to be Tagalog, finished my hot beef sandwich (the only thing on
the menu that didn't seem to be fried in deepest fat), and took off for room 683 where
Bill Mallardi was hosting a party. FMBsuby was one of two centers of attention there
(shortly joined by Wrai Ballard), the other being a filksinging group. As usual, the
hotel and its facilities came in for some prolonged grotching. The Pick-Congress is
easily one of the most confusingly laid-out hotels in the USA; it consists of two
entirely separate lh-story buildings, one containing only odd-numbered rooms (this
is the older and finer half, the rooms being bigger, better laid-out, and with thick
walls and higher ceilings than in the even-numbered section, to the obvious benefit of
partygivers) and the other only even-numbered rooms. To get from room 1052 to 1051, for
instance, you have to go down to either the 3rd or lst floor, walk about a quarter of
a mile through corridors without any signs indicating where the other elevators are,
and after finding the proper elevator, press both up and down buttons to make sure it
will stop for you, :

AT : and then
take your risk of not being able to get in because of the crowd already there, who have
been doing the same thing, even at 3 AM. Only one elevator on each side was working; a
second on the odd-numbered side was working at the beginning of the convention, but
broke down sometime during the weekend. The management, as it developed, had also
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scattered fans' rooms randomly through both sections, instead of simplifying everything
by assigning us rooms all in one section (the way the Hyatt House management had done),
so a great deal of time got wasted by everyone just in traversing the lst and 3rd floor
corridors and waiting for the elevators. After Buz, Wrai and I and the others
around us had swapped experiences, Buz came out with "Yeh, and everybody'll be writing
a conreport and calling it 'The Two Towers'."

In ansver to questions of where were Walt and Madeline, Buz or someone said that
they were Down In The Bar, where mankind was slowly being maneuvered by our Cosmic
Feghoot into the Ultimate Pun. But, as it developed, mankind might have a brief respite
in the person of one Andy K Main, bem, because in Andy's presence not even Willis can
pun. Andy must then be an emissary of some hitherto unrecognized Cosmic Anti-Pun Force.

I finally left 683, being by now physically tired but still as excited as though
I'd been on benzedrine =-- and the quality of the excitement was much more pleasant
than I'd ever gotten from the latter. It stayed with me continuously to the present
writing, and possibly a little of it shows through here. (Sometime after the "Sense of
Wonder" fan panel, to be described below, I speculated that maybe I should have mention-
ed this continuing excitement as a possible indication of what Sense of Wonder actually
does to a person. I've had it, though less prolonged, at concerts, or a couple of times
at live jazz performances, and more markedly at the Seacon; for me this kind of
excitement does seem to be brought out end intensified and continued by contact with
something about which I recognize a Sense of Wonder in myself. I'd like to hear other
fans'! experiences with this.) As I left, the party was still going on, though much
diminished in numbers; the filksingers ==- Gerber on guitar, Bill Bowers, Mallardi,
B Joe Fekete -~ were belting out something specially hacked together for the occasion:
"Fandon Is A Way Of Life" to the tune of the Battle Hymn of the Republic. But to
other words than Burb's quatrain, I must add.

III. Damn the Formalities -~ Full Speed Ahead!

The formal program (the adjective was chosen advisedly) began a little after
11:30 AM Saturday 1 Sept. with Jim O'Meara introducing Rosemary Hickey, who nattered
for five minutes about nothing in particular. Dean McLaughlin then came on with a
story about how just after he'd sold his first story to a prozine, some young femmefan
came to him at a con and said "I've seen that name somewhere before -- NFFF maybe?"
And so, to avoid similar embarrassments, he and Big Hearted Howard Devore were going to
make introductions == of notables, the program booklet said.

Devore began by introducing Chicon committee members: Kemp, prez, O'Meara, vp,
Rosemary Hickey, sec'y, George Price, treasurer, Martha Beck, Ajay Budrys, Lewlis J
Grant, Nancy Kemp, Martin Moore, George Peterson (applauded though absent), Vic Ryan,
Jon Stopa, Ed Wood, Mark Irwin. Dean McLeughlin then took over and introduced pro
editors; Devore, overseas guests and various midwest fans; and so forth. I became
graduclly avare of the pattern: McLaughlin generally introduced pros of various kinds-=
editors, writers, publishers, artists, etc.-- and Howard introduced fans, trying (not
too successfully) to keep the names in roughly geographical order, LA fans,
Berkeleyites, midwesterners, Seattleites, New Yorkers, etc. being introduced with
others from their own areas. And, contrary to previous worldcon practice, the greeters
were trying to introduce not just notables, but almost everyone above the apprentice
level. In all they named close to two hundred individuals, taking well over an hour;
but unaccountably they left out Ted White, the Lupoffs, the Kyles, Andy Main and Frank
Dietz. Among the introducees were many names I had never heard of -- evidently club
fans known mostly in their own area: George Peterson, Hyde, Mallinger, Taylor, etc.
There were ovations for Ethel Lindsay, the Willises, Doc Swith and wife, Fritz Leiber,
Sturgeon, Hal Clement and Bloch. There were also the usual number of witticisms, inane
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and otherwise. Traveling Jiant Jim Coughranwas introduced with the overseas fans.
About Peggy Rae McKnight, BHH said "I understand her name 5111 be changed next year."
(She'd already started signing it Peggy Rae McEllik, and word got around =-- aprarently
she is definitely engaged to Ronel.) Vhen Dean McLaughlin called out the absent Ted
Sturgeon's name, Dave Kyle stood up to see him, got some applause, and hastily sat downm,
beet-red. On calling for a bunch of pro writers, none of them then present, Dean McL
suggested that we might have to move Down To The Bar. BHH introduced Dave McDaniel

as "Ted Johnstone and guitar" -- it seems that his reversion to his real name wasn't
yet known to the introducers. "CarlJoshua Brandon from Far Rockaway" was introduced
but was absent. (Taking the cue, Elliot Shorter, sharp-witted Negro fan from City
College of NY, had a name badge made up reading "Carl Joshua Brandon" and wore it
instead of his own during the remainder of the con.) Devore introduced Ruth Berman with
the comment "She doesn't believe in fairies, but they believe in her" -- which for
some reason brought a few titters. Dean introduced Ieiber with the announcement that "
"Gather, Darkness" will be out in paperback in a couple of months =-- bringing more
applause. Sturgeon finally showed up, and after beaming to his tremendous ovation he
insisted that his wife Marion and his kids Tandy and Robin stand up and share the
applause. There were some duplications; Dick Schultz, Jon Stopa and several others
were introduced twice. There was applause for many names even though their bearers
proved to be absent. A conspicuous exception was the absent Chris Moskowitz: she

got deag silence.

While the introductions droned on and on, I got to thinking about the implied
social stratification they represented, and came to the conclusion that in our fandom
there are four basic social strata, much as in other fandoms and the beat world.
The neos scurrying around the con and occasionally showing up in letter columns re=
present the lowest stratum -~ the 'apprentices'. Above them are the 'well-knowns', the
BNFs, and the legendary figures. A youth moves up from 'apprentice' to the 'well-known'
class partly by just being around in fanzines, cons and clubaz, partly by actually
doing things that bring him to the attention of others who are already established.
ithin and above the 'well-known' class one moves up almost entirely by accomplishment.
Upward mobility in our fandom is common enough; downward mobility is very rare and
usually a fan who would be downward mobile (Higgs, Myers, Corey) gafiates or retires
to a limited group instead. In short, our microcosm and its other-fandom parallels are
vishfulfillment societies, in which one can Go Places by other and more satisfactory
means than in wundane; here, neither riches nor ancestry nor age is really important in
upward mobility =-- only measurable accomplishment. And here, I think, is one key to
the FIAWCL attitude, after all.

At about 12:35 Earl Kemp was installed as chairman by O'Meara and made a few re-
marks, the most notable being his reading of a telegram from Chicagoan-in-exile Jerry
DeMuth. Afterwards all scooted out to get lunch before the next program item should
begin. We found that the huckster room would be closed during program seessions ==
over the protests of many. (I think this rule was later relaxed.)

The program was for the most part extremely top~heavy, formal and rigidly science=-
fiction oriented. A typical instance was the Saturday afternoon scheduling: "America's
Future in Space",lecture by NASA delegate Jay Holmes; "The Paperback, Hope of the
Future?", lecture by Ian Ballantine, president, Ballantine Books; and the Ed Wood
moderated panel "SF: Is It Really Literature?". At no time was there any program
item so much as acknowledging the existence of fandom, fans or fanzines; even the fan
panel centered around the topic of the Sense of Wonder with particular reference to
what Xkind of science=fiction stimulated such a reaction in its readers.

Jay Holmes's lecture had as its predictable burden the usual chest-thumping: Our
Space Program owes much to SF, whose authors have been Vanguard Beating the Drums,
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etc, ete; you've all heard it before. Verne's "From the Earth to the Moon" launched
its spaceship from a point in Florida not far from Cape Canaveral. Engineers in the
space program, one and all friends of SF’ overwhelmingly prefer hardcore extrapolatory
fiction -~ Clarke, Clement, Asimov, "intellectual exercises', to anything farther out.
And Holmes went on at length about present and proposed spacecraft, USonian and Russian,
and tried to convince us that young stfnists should study engineering to get into the
new and up&coming Space Occupations.

At about this point I walked out, thinking that the con committee had got rather
worse than it had bargained for, as Holmes was & bore. I found that others had pre-
ceded me, and that stragglers were continuing to leave every few seconds. Betsy Curtis
vas saying that JWCjr had rejected a story of hers because it showed (he said) sub-
liminal fear of psi." Jack Harness, hearing this, cracked "I liked Johnny Godlet, but
T liked Astounding more." DAG, camera in hand, walked up toward me. I greeted him as
"Doug Graves, I presume?" referring to his photo so captioned in CRUE 2k. He re-
ferred to me as "the youthful Santa Claus" to which I replied, chuckling, that when
the local kids call me that I explain that no, Santa's beard is white; whereas when
they ask me if I'm Jesus Christ, I say, "No, he's dead." DAG, with a +twinkle in his
eye, answered, "They should say, "Sorry, I hadn't noticed." I cracked up and said
"Touche!" DAG: "...or not touché!" and passed on. Seeing a neofan named Lawrence
Kafka, I pointed at his name badge and said, "The obvious question.” He answered, "So
distant as to be almost nonexistent." Holmes's lecture ended at about 2:25 and we
filed back in.

Tan Ballantine, paperback publisher, was announced as speaking on "The Paperback:
Hope of the Future?". He opened his mouth and pessimistic, disjointed ramblings came
out. He told us among other things that Nikita Khrushchev had threatened to use A-
bombs to melt the polar icecaps, whereupon Gerald Kersh complained that "Mister K is
stealing my material!! He asked if it didn't give the pros present a sinking feeling
to know that the government is now putting taxpayer dollars into projects these
same pros had started. He quoted Ego Clarke as saying that inasmuch as Telstar broad-
casts can't be jammed, word-wide freedom of speech might become a reality; but on
the other hand the Chinese communists intended rot our capitalistic minds by broad-
casting Chinese pornographic movies via Telstar. (He didn’t give any details about
these.) I didn't stay after this, as I wanted to get to the Park View Room for the
reception honoring Welt and Madeleine Willis and Ethel Lindsay. There was a great deal
of complaining over the committee's having scheduled this reception at such an hour
as to overlap two regular progrem items (the Ballantine speech and the pro panel
to follow).

At the reception, Larry Shaw was behind the bar serving complimentary drinks of
various kinds, while the honorees were mingling with the fans and pros who had come
to see them. The atmosphere of 6th Fandom and goshwow was thicker than a Los Angeles
smog, and I loved every moment of it. Lee Hoffman was also enjoying it, I saw;
after ten years, she was back in Chicago with Willis, time had come back full circle,
Speer's INNUENDO 11 predictions were beginning to come true, and however gray the
world might look to mundane types, our microcosm was looking the colors of Rosebud,
Bheer, Ghu and Foo-Foo. Marion Zimmer Bradley came in and had a brief and friendly re-
conciliation with Willis, and I loved her for it. Fred Remus was telling limericks
and Iittle Willies fannish and otherwise, which I forbear to repeat here, except for
one fugitive from Belfast: Little Willis laughed and gleed/ While he watched Chuch
Harris bleed./ Don't think with meanness he is smitten--/That's the way you play
ghoodminton! Reluctantly I left, after most of the othershad already filed back to the
Florentine Room to hear what they could of the pro panel, "SF: Is It Really Literature?”

Ed Vood was announced as moderator, with a somewhat different list of pros from
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those announced in the program booklet. Jack Williamson,
Tony Boucher, Judy Merril, Fritz leiber, Ted Cogswell,
and I forget who else, took part. As I came in, the
question period was already going on. Someone brought up
"A Canticle for Leibowitz", and Tony Boucher recalled that
Pat ("Mr. Adam") Frank had introduced this book as "not
science fiction" == this is supposed to be a compliment
to a sf book? Paul Willlams whispered to me that Boucher
himself had introduced a damon knight book, "Far Out",

by saying =It hurts a book to call it sf, therefore it
isn't.% Footnote: It is.) Tony .asked the rhetorical
question, "If it isn't sf, what IS it?" I hollared "Pro-
paganda!", eliciting some audience laughter. Red bearded
/ Pat Kennedy, sitting right behind me, added "Yeah,
straight from L'Osservatore Romano." Replying to a
question about what sf books were likely to survive,
Fritz Leiber named "Bring the Jubilee" and "More Than
Human." MZB brought up the instance of lost and fragmen-
tary Greek masterpieces as a good argument against the
position that literary survival is an automatic selection
process weeding out the 90% of crud called far by
Sturgeon's law. She then asked if UCLAs fanzine collection
was going to count as literature Jjust because it would
survive? Leiber: "That answers itself! (laughter and
applause). Judy Merril, apropos of the mention of Sturgeon's law, added that "on the
level of what Sturgeon CAN write, 99% of his stuff IS crud." Someone asked when Judy
had started reading PLAYBOY... Paul Williams, sotto voce: "That's where she gets

most of her Best Stf of the Year collections." Another time she shocked much of the
audience including me by referring to "stories I liked real real gocd."

After this ceme the auction. Albert Lewis and Martin Moore announced that they
would try it in shifts (provoking the inevitable wisecrack, "Is that all you're
going to wear?") Enough material was on hand for more sessions than could be held
during the con; I later found out from Lewils that there would be enough left unsold
to make a good-sized auction for the '63 Discon even if nothing else was donated in the
interim. The first lot, a large (about 18" by 30") red, black and white cover for the
Mistress Flame story in ROGUE, went for 35¢ to bookdealer Ken Krueger. The autographed
Sturgeon menuscript for "Some of Your Blood" brought $12.50. Emsh's Castle of Iron
color cover fetched $23.50. These prices pretty much set the pattern: artwork went much
lover than at the Seacon and Pittcon, manuscripts often went higher. I carried off in
triumph (at $12, compared to regular hardcover price of $5) copy Number One of
Bloch's "The Eighth Stage of Fandom", a real prize for a bibliophile as well as a
fannish first. The flyleaf autograph tells why: "This, Copy Number 1 of the book I am
most genuinely fond of, will become the possession of the highest bidder at the
Auction of the Chicon III. As the author, I am of course most flattered -- and all
I can do is autograph this, my 22nd published book , in a unique fashion. Never before
have I signed my full name in a volume under my imprint, and this is the only copy of
the only book to be gratefully signed --Robert Albert Bloch."I got thirty-odd of the
pros and BNFs mentioned in the book to autograph it where they were mentioned -- e.g.
EESmith under the dedication to him, Tony Boucher in "The Tape of Things to Come",
Forry (in Esperanto) in "A Way of LIfe" apropos of his beating the drums for that
universal language., etc. Most of them were genuinely surprised that Bloch's middle
name was so ordinary (save for being, naturally, sacred to Pogophiles).

But back to the auction: Frank R. Prieto bid up to $16 a set of FANAC, nos. 1 to
82 (complete except for nos. 1k and 35). Ron Ellik came up to help sell .it, saying
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"This fanzine won a Hugo!" Someons in the audience hollered, "Does the Hugo go with
it?" Al Lewis: "You can't buy a Hugo!®™ Ronel: "How do you think we got 1t?" Ronel
promised to autograph it, and seeing me in the audience promised the buyer that I
would do likewlise. I agreed. Some wags insisted that both Ron and I should sign

each of the eighty issues in the package, but Prieto was content with having our
autographs on #l. Afterwards, Bill Evans carried off the mwanuscript of an unputlished
JWCJr novel,"Empire", dating from the 1930s -~ "when he both read and wrote science
fiction". I asked, "Is it about Coventry?" to some laughter. A pair of original Peanuts
strips went for $19. Cne of the rare bottles of Pinot Grand Fenwick (from the movie
"The Mouse that Roared") sold at $5.50, I think to Pelz; some young neofan in the
audience piped up "Can minors bid on this lot?" but got no answer. The Powers framed
oil cover for Arthur C Clarke's "Expedition to Earth sold at $61 -- it had a
minimum of $55. This was the highest priced single item.

Sturgeon came in, donating and autographing many of his 0ld manuscriptis, and
touting them up for the bidders. I talked with him for awhile, and found him every bit
as warm and wonderful as one could have expected from his stories. He asked me to be
sure to send him a copy of FANAC 82 because of the writeup of his speech therein.
(Evidently the copy I'd sent him got lost in the mail though the address was correct --
Theodore Sturgeon, Woodstock, New York.) He also wanted me to get him onto the steady
mailing list for Wrhn, as he very much liked that fanzine even though he was rarely
able to write letters of comment. He spoke favorably of my own contributions to
Wrhn. I asked him if I'd been way off the track about the "contrary motion" between his
own "Venus Plus X" and Heinlein's "Stranger in a Strange Land." He told me that he and
Heinlein wrote the bocks simultanecusly and that a letter from him crossed one from
Heinlein, each informing the other sbout his projected book; that it was an "uncanny,
incredible" more-than-coincidence; that the ideas just seemed to be "in the air" at
the same time, and he and Heinlein reacted to them each in his own individual manner,
accounting for the parallels and contrary motions I'd pointed out. He added, with a
note of pride in his voice, that his review of the Heinlein book in . NATICNAL REVIEW
induced Buckley himself to go out and buy a copy; he did not say, however, whether it
influenced Buckley's subsequent thought. I left him, with a warm glow inside me, and a
sneaking urge to move to Woodstock.

The enormous oil cover for Sturgeon's "It,"donated by Jerome Walker, neverthes
less brought only "$16, inspiring a disgusted comment, "You bunch of cheapskates!" from
Al Lewis. Paul Willlams, in a * goshwow-tinged tone, asked me if they were going to
auction off Sturgeon (at the Auction Bloch), promising, "I'll buy him for $100 and
chain him to a typer!" He had been listening to Sturgeon's conversétion with me, I
think. ILater on, the 'uncensored' "Fire in the Night" manuscript went for $12.50; Poul
Anderson's manuscript for "Guardians of Time", $7; Cerber, I think, bought for $1 Hal
Shapiro's original pen ("the one that led to the federal pen"). An original Pogo panel,
"Olympics", sold for $6.50. Paul Williams, buying for a friend (Wwilliams Ccllege senior
Dave Hartwell), grabbed the Budrys "False Night",' Scme Will Not Die" package at $9.50;
Hartwell would have gone to $25 for it if necessary. Eight Twilight Zone stills,
donated by someone at CBS, managed to bring $5.50, inspiring me to quote the Dean Dick-
ensheet line, "And the Eye is seen each night on CBS.", from "The Orcs' Marching Song."
A pair of Bradbury hardcover books, "Dark Carnival" and "Fahrenheit 451", the latter
#115 of & limited numbered edition of (I think) 250, went at $8.50. A pair of unpub=~
lished versions of Hal Clement stories, "Close to Critical" and "Snuffer", went to
Paul Williems at $13.50, again on a $25 limit. Marion Bradley's '"Door Through Space"
manuscript brought only $5. A surprise package, bought by some young neo for 50¢ turned
out to be an excellent Kelly Freas drawing. Paul Williams snapped up for $10.75 the
manuscript of damon knight's "To Serve Man." Someone else picked up for "$6 Sprague de
Camp's "Elephant for Aristotle" manuscript. A white-covered pb version of Doc
Smith's "Vortex Blaster" (only six printed of this edition) went to Steve Schultheis



23 WARHOON 23

for $3.75; whether for UCLA library or his personal collection, I didn't find out.
Some strong-armed type, heaving and puffing, lugged off the 557pg manuscript of
deCamp's "Bronze God of Rhodes" for $5 -- the same price as his manuscript of
"Dragon of the Ishtar Gate."

Outside the auction room, I saw Grania Davidson for the first time during the
con, the first time in fact since she'd left NYC with Avram; we greeted each other
enthusiastically. I found that pinned to her dress, somewhere around her ~- er --
midsection, was an additional name badge: "Embryo Homunculus Davidson, In Utero,
Committee Member." I pointed to it and asked Grania "Which committee?" She smiled:
Committee on Engrams, of course!"

During the previous night someone had gone into the Art Show room and gutted the
cashbox of some $40 in cash and $12 in cheques. A . box was left out on the table for
contributions to make it up. Bjo later figured out that it must have been an inside
Jjob. There was no evidence that the door had been forced, and the hotel management
admitted that five porters had master keys to the Art Show room.

IV. The Night Eney Blushed

At 8:15 the fan panel organized itself =-- not in the big Florentine Room as plann-
ed (we'd been bumped by a con of Seabees, but then we got back at them by running them
out of the Avenue West room for the costume ball). That Good Man Dean A Grennell was
moderator, and the panelists included Walt Willis, Ethel Lindsay, Phyllis Economou ,
Ruth Berman, Vic Ryan, and Dick Eney. Eney replaced Harry Warner, who had intended to
take part but who was kicked upstairs to the managing editorship or something of his
Hagerstown newspaper and couldn't get away over the con weekend.

DAG opened the proceedings by citing various definitions of the Sense of Wonder
(tret veing after all the title and announced topic): the capacity to be favorably im-
pressed, the desire to experience a sense of novelty or enjoyment (especially for -
stfsy), ete. He asked the panelists which definition, if any, each of them accepted,
and whether their own Sense of Wonder remained intact.

Eney said that he was substituting for Harry Warner, which was "about like Ray
Palmer substituting for Avram Davidson'". He distinguished between genuine Sense of
Wonder and the pseudo-Sense of Wonder resulting from sheer novelty; his criteria for
the former were roughly equivalent (I noticed) to those Terry Carr enumerated in
HOBGOBLIN 7, amounting to the requirement that authors should "really know their
stuff" (for verisimilitude and extrapolation, as Terry had put it); he named as
especially good instances Leiber, Asimov, Blish (in the Okie series), Robert E.
Howard (!) In reading the writings of authors like these,® he added, Y“we participate
in the act of creation ¥ He contrasted this with the depthless, superficial .product-
ions of mod&rn  "flashy" or "arty" writers, whatever this last means ~-- he did not
elaborate or name names. “The change is not within us, but instead consists in that the
real Sense of Wonder gloss never was in the modern crud.

Walt Willis equated the Sense of Wonder with whatever provided stimulus to the
imagination; he found it in history, astronomy, even in fandom. He said that we can
enjoy science fiction of the 1940s more than that of the 30s or of the 60s, because in
the 1930s they were trying to write stf, whereas in the 1940s they were succeeding.

And today we see in stf the wonder of cents rather than the Sense of Wonder. (Applause.)

Phyllis Economou: =My Sense of Wonder is stimulated by people like Robert Bloch,
vwhom you might have heard of...but such people have been lured off to Hollywood and as
a result I never did find out How To Be Vampire. So I later on shifted from science
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fiction to fandom; there is not nothing on earth like fandom to create in me a Sense
of Wonder.:

Ethel Lindsay maintained that trying to define the Sense of Wonder is like trying
to define happiness; trying to pin down either destroys it. But to her the Sense of
wonder manifested itself as a certain sudden unmistakable emotional reaction on
reading a book. Her latest occasion for it was when she reread "Agent of Vega." It seem-
ed to go with unlimited imagination on the part of an author.

Ruth Berman -- a little more formal than I've been used to seeing her ~- agreed,
adding that her own reactions vwere much the same, and that Eney's "pseudo- Sense of
Wonder" is merely that kind which does not last.

Vic Ryan insisted that people with a certain degree of acquaintance with literat-
ure develop discrimination; and that the Sense of Wonder was nothing more than a temp=-
orary literary anesthetic to discrimintion, bound to wear off in time. "But unlike the
(chemical) anesthetic, it involves feeling...I would like to believe that what once
produced this effect will continue to."

Ruth suggested that a 30-year test of this might be appropriate. She quoted an
Ogden Nash poem, "Each June I make a promise sober / That I'll be literate by October,
citing it as Sense of Wonder in action -- noting especially that Nash mentioned the
btocks he curled up with each summer were, inevitably, Conan Doyle and "The Three
Musketeers," rather than the Great Masterpieces he intended each time to read and
never got around to. (DAG: "We'll be looking forward to your report in 1992.") In short,
said she, whatever story has the maximum of entertainment-plus-artistic merit-plus-
good writing stimulates a Sense of Wonder.

(I would contrast this to the Terry Carr criteria: verisimilitude, through appeal-
ing to several senses in recreating for us an alien world or situation, together with
a rigorously logical extrapolation technique. In this latter, an author sets himself
a problem and takes us with him step by step in solving it. Bloch summarized it well
in "The Lomokome Papers" in SIGBO 3: "You simply cannot have a good SF story without
credibility." And once again, I would recall to your attention Ajay Budrys's calling
Ruesch's Sense of Wonder-filled novel of Eskimo life, "Top of the World", a "Hal
Clement type of book", at the Seacon panel, precisely because of this beautifully work-
ed-out verisimilitude, remarkable in a non-stfnal context, and comparable to Robert
Graves's and Mary Renault's remarkable reconstructions of antiquity in their own quasi-
novels. I would also like to recall to you the Marion Bradley phrase "One Touch of
Gosh-~wow" for the Sense of Wonder distinguishing the fan, of whatever sort, from the
mindane clod, and the Rollo May description of it as "the opposite of cynicism and
boredom. . .heightened aliveness, interested, expectant, responsive, aware...that there
is more to life than one has yet fathomed..."; cf. "The Admirable Crycon", ;pg 1k.)

DAG, opening the question period, admitted that he had shocked Horace L Gold by
admitting that he read only the synopsis and the final installment in most of the
Galaxy serials. Someone, Alderson Fry I think, asked Walt Willis to make another 4o
minute sppech. Walt, somewhat shaken, weakly said "Tomorrow." (No, Walt, I'm sure he
really did want to hear you, despite your published aversion to making con speeches.)
Phyllis Economou characterized DAGs remark as simply another way of saying that
entertainment without art is shallow =-- and added, "fandom often makes an art of being
entertaining” (a neat compliment to both Willis and DAG).

Someone else wondered if the shift in stf, 1940-60, wasn't merely a shift in theme
from high adventure to sociological speculation. DAG suggested instead that it
was something much more fundamental: one could compare the construction of a story
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with that of a piece of sculpture. A sculptpr starts with an armature, a kind of
skeleton; the quality of design of this determined in large measure the quality of the
finished work. So too with fiction, and much of the more recent stuff simply didn't
have the inner quality of the classics. Ruth Berman insisted that the change in stf
did also consist in a shift from preoccupation with characterization (which really
isn't too far from a shift "from high adventure to sociological speculation" at that).
Ethel passionately declared that stf is much, much more than the story of the inter-
actions among four or five humans! Walt Willis pointed out that sociological stf dated
back at least as far as Stapledon's "Last and First Men," to which Grennell added that
Clement's "Ice-world" was sociological stf dealing with an entirely alien, non-human
society. Jerry Pournelle scoffed at the Ruth Berman notion, claiming that characters in
much stf were often so vapid that you diAn't really care if they lived or died, and so
the author must needs resort to basically magical thinking -- having the fubure of
civilization depend on one or another of them, so that you would somehow have to be-
come involved. (It sounds as though he was thinking of Edmond Hamilton, though he

nemed no names. )

Fourteen-year-o0ld neo Louis Crane, of Chicago, took issue with Eney's concept of
true vs. false Sense of Wonder, by suggesting that what was instead involved is psycho-
logical vs. philosophical Sense of Wonder, the former manifesting itself when the book
outruns the level of the latter, ie transcends the level of good mental exercise. He
then suggested that psychological Sense of Wonder was especially good for "weary old
writers like you" (laughter, and Eney blushed) -- "or, I mean, writers of your generat-
jion" (more laughter, and Eney blushed an even deeper red). I wondered momentarily if
there were not some reason after all behind Eney's forgetting to include his birthyear
in his sketch the Broyles Fandirectory.

Elinor Busby, in a voice which sounded to me as though she were still shaking a
bit from laughter, commented on Willis's remark by saying that in "Last and First Men"
and similar Stapledonian items, a major contribution to the Sense of Wonder is the
actual feeling of time in vast stretches. Someone else complained. =Why is it always
stories in the past which are supposed to have Sense of Wonder? Why nothing recent
like some of Poul Anderson's work?" DAG replied that this is subjective; some people
indeed find Sense of Wonder in recent stories, others only in the past. “We deal mostly
with stories of the past because, by and large, these are the stories we've read.- Stu
Hoffman made noises like a First Fgndomite: "The big trouble is that there's too much
science now and not enough fiction!" A curious reversal of Gernsback.

Dick Lupoff put the anonymous complainer's question to .an

4 immediate test by challenging anyone present to name six stories of

% the past year or so with a Sense of Wonder; he began by citing Poul's
f "Day After Doousday." DAG: Sturgecn's "Comedians Children." (But this

was in VENTURE, May 1958!) Paul Williams named Cogswell's "Test". I
mentioned Sturgeon's "Venus Plus X" and Hersey's "The Child Buyer".
(And if Lupoff hadn't made the time limitation, I would also have
named Sturgeon's "More Than Human," Aldiss's "Starship," and every
Hal Clement book "I've read, among others.) Someone else named
lLeiber's "Big Time" -- another 1958 product. Still another fan claim-
ed that "by the time you've read your 500th story, you're jaded."
Paul Williams muttered to me that in this case we ought to be hearing
more from the neos. DAG told the bewhiskered old story about the man
who welcomed beans for supper on Sunday, Monday, Tuesday and Wednes-
dey , but who ccrplained to his wife when she served them again the next night, only
to get the rejoiner V..and now it's Thursday night and ypu're tired of beans already?"
Some femmefan named H. Bean Piper's "Little Fuzzy" and loud applause followed. Lewis
J Grant followed this with "I still find a Sense of Wonder in things like POPULAR
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MECHANICS fact articles of the 1940's." Ted White nominated a couple of recent Keith
Laumer stories. Dick Schultz sought to locate the Sense of Wonder catalyst in a com-
bination of ideas and talent for expressing them. DAG suggested that even if the really
great ideas have mostly been used already, it was probably just as much a challenge
in the 1940's to find good new ones (and to present them effectively; it might also
be worthwhile to go back to the older ideas and give them new slants, as Heinlein,
Aldiss and Sturgeon could testify --wb). He then cited the 0ld story of the two women
who came out of a performance of '"Hamlet" complaining, "Why, this play is full of
cliches!" And the fresh new twist in the tired old cliche, said he, is in some quarters
beginning to become a cliche technique itself.

Young neofan Steve Hodes echoed Kingsley Amis by naming "Gravy Planet." B Joe
Fekete theorized that older fans' Sense of Wonder was developed in their own era, and
new fans' in theirs; the Sense of Wonder was a feeling originating in something having
novelty to the individual, not something characteristic of one epoch as against another.
DAG gave another alternative: referring to Hal Clement and his criteria, he said that
if a SF story did not contain some element of surprise (not necessarily an OHenry end-
ing), if it was entirely predictable, then there would be no Sense of Wonder in it.

J Ben Stark made a splendid profession of faith by saying that the next Hal Clement
story he read, he would expect to find full of Sense of Wonder.He then asked DAG "Did
you just read the synopsis and last chapter in"Iceworld?" DAG, emphatically and
earnestly:"No! I read it word by word, period by period, comma by comma. == any comment,
Sa;-?" SaM said that though he'd invented the term Sense of Wonder (to mean the feeling
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