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CELEBRITIES AT THE NORWESCON 19
by Phillip Barker

; Whenever a great convention is held and celebrities ap-
ear as guests, thereare bound to be those who, by whatever
wiles possitle, managed to spend most of their time buttering
up these Great }Men, basking in the reflected light of their
glory. Such, yea brother, was I, It's awfully hard to miss
a ehance to get some inside dope on policy, new stories, or
whatever dirt is being passed around among the big names,
Nearly everybody there seemed to feel the seme way, and I am
not alone in my apple polishing. You might just say that I
was foremost.

Whether by virtue of my sweet disposition: or by virtue
of muscles gained working at hard labor last summer, I man-
aged to spend a great deal of my time in Portland at the side
of one great man or another. Most of 'em are only people,
really nice people, to be sure, but only people. I enjoyed
their company extremely ahd even managed after a while to
forget that these were the folks who mrite the storiesI like
to read best. :

Mel Korshak was the gentlemen I met first. Somehow -or
other a party got started up in my room - surely not because
I had three fifths of Black and White!! - and after a while
lir. Korshak wandered in. He was worn out from driving darn
near all night from the East and could only be kept awaske
with some of my medicinal scotch, whieh I carry, of course,
for just such occasions. We got to talking, and a nicer fel-
low can't be found. He was patient through reams of stories
and planned stories which I wanted to show him, like all ama-
teur writers, and he was even patient whenI got him involved
in a discussion of mhy Robert Howard should be printed in
hard covers. He was even patient when fellow NAMELESS, Mark
Walsted, took him for eleven kazollas in poker the next eve-
ning. kr. Korshak told me mainly about a new novel which he
is publishing, one vhich will be guaranteed to please not
only us old science fiction readers, but may also put Shasta
over with all the vague mass of people known to us as "The
General Public". In spite of fatigue and confusion, Mr. Kor-

shak spent the evening after the poker party as auctioneer
for a whole mass of treasure. He was announcer and M.C. at



20t,he introduction of celebrities; he was alvays useful to Don
Day whenever that harassed gentleman needed a helping hand;
and he wasa veritable godsend to ¥r. Walsted, who needed that
eleven bucks tadly.

I had a long talk, too, with Howard Brovme when he came
in on the second day of the Norwescon, He, BeaMahaffey, and
Rog Phillips a2ll arrived somevhat simultaneously, and left
this poor parasite unknowing just which to butter up first.
I chose Mr. Browne, perhaps ”~ .Jause he locked the most pros-
perous of the bunch. I never saw a man vho looked tane part
of ¥r. Big so well. He really is cuitea force when he walks
into any gathering, fcr he has very impressive features —-——
somewhat of vhat you'd expect from a manager of U.5. Steel or
General Electric: the Chief Executive all over, fromhis vhite
hair to his poliished shoes. Yet Mr. Browne was only tco wil-
ling to talk to us small fry, and he collected a crowd of a-
bout thirty people out in the lobby. I managed to get a seat
right next to him. He expressed his policy for AMAZING STOR-
IES in just 'so many words: action, small vocabulary, simple
plots, good twist cn the ending. Urnfortunately, the mege—
zine he wanted to put out - the slick AMAZING -~ has gone the
way of all such dresms. The present war situation has caused
a serious shortage of paper for the pulp magezine trade, and
any new magezines will temporarily have to be limited to the
jdea stage. He does, hovever, promise us fans one really
fine, slick-type story in each issue of the present AMAZING,
He wants to cater to the fan level entirely, but there is a
much greater market among the juvenile-style, action, and
comboy-on~thé-mcon crowd that he must cater to in order to
make money. After all, as he said, the fans are perhaps the
smallest group that a science fiction magazine must play to:
much larger numerically (as well as monetarily) are the ju—
veniles, the general pulp reading public, and the technicians
(for vhich ASTOUNDING plays). I alsc asked Mr. Browne a few
questions on some odd things which have happened in AMAZING
STORIES in the past. TYhere, I demﬂnded, wes Don Wilcox, the
old favorite of FANTASTIC ADVENTURES kr. Browme sadly in-
formed me that Don Wilcox had gone back to teaching school
in the Middlevest, That's why, ir case yon have beern wonder-—
ing, "Zye of the World! originally pubiicizedas "a new novel
by Don Wilcox" was vul oub uvnder the Zitf-Davie*cvge name of
"Alexander Blade! Mr. Browne's main poiri wes hi: gxest ome
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phaesis on the type of literatui< he intends to put out, and
he cmphasigzed this strongly to ¢very and anshody. In spite
of the fact that he isa fan, hc nust make dr. Ziff somc money
and the juvenile market is the best, simplest, and guickest
meansg to the end. Until the situation in Korea eases up (or
until we're all spearing Russian anyhow) we must not look to
Z2iff-Davis as a great supporter of andom.

. I didn't get much opportunity to talk to Rog Phillips,
but from what I savw of him he scemed a nice fellow, eager to
g)ve us some idea of his future story writing plans and also
to let it be known that fandom —as more than welcome in the
Clubhouse. Howard Browne himself made this point, and kr.
Phillips gave cuite some discussion on fandom's value to the
prozines. He explained why he wrote "Weapon from the Stars",
a2 story panned by most everytody. Howard Browne got up in
the middle of the introduction of cilebrities and asked Mr,
Phillips point blank just why he wrote sucha story. Policvw,
it seems, ves the villian: the coveryfor the issue is handed
to the lucky(?) author and he is tol} to vrite a story of so
many thousand 'tords around it. This one was a toughy, as Mr.
Phillips explained, and his word length ran out Jjust as it
—as getting interesting. Thus, hel slapped an ending on it
and let 'er go at that. Too bad, tod, for the story WAS get-
ting interesting ~ how about flnlshjxp‘ it up and putting out
via Century Eooks, Reg?

Somehow, Anthony Boucher and I never got very close to-
gether, either, for vhenl was coming in he was going out and
vice~versa. 1 did menage to inveigl¢ myself into a cocktail
party in cne of the hotel rooms whert he was a guest, but I
become much more inturested in talking to Bea Mahaffey (for
obvious reasons) and missed out on giving him his portion of
polishing. However, Dick Frahm, the president of the NaME-
L3SS at the time, btecame very good friends with Mr. Boucher
and conveyed to me the impression that our guest of honor was
an erudite, literary, and friendly man. I heardMr. Boucher 's.
specch and can confirm Dick's impression on the former score.
The only thing I know was that 4Anthony Boucher was very nice
about promisinga carbon copyr with atuograph ol the next story
he wrote 1o the lucky person who won the costume tall prize.

Jack and Dorothy DeCourcy were most polite, friendly,
and helpful, and I had somevhat of 2 harrassed discussion
with Mr.DcCourcy while helping to pué up the Norwescon back-



Z22drop before the convention started. Most of the Vest Coast
fans know the DeCourcies for their wide fan activities, but
I got a kick out of Mr. DeCourcy for his sense of humor. It
was nothing less than terrific. ¥When not too tired from the
grueling convention doings, he was cracking jokes. The high-
light came with the Matter Transmitter Experiment -- I might
have said Fiasco, for it certainly was. Mr. De€ourcy kept a
straight and serious face mos¥ of the war through the demon-
stration, only giving away the joke with a - giggle once or
twice. His Buster Keaton deadpen expression kept most of the
audience guffaving during the whole shor. In the privacy of
the cocktail party or off to one side of the main goings—on,
they are friendly folks, somewhat homey, showing interest in
their two (or is it three?) kids like anyr other people - not
like what a fan new to celebrities might suspect at all.
i'ack Reynolds was somewhat of 2 surprise to some fans
there, and not a few were confusedas to vhether he was a fan
or an author. A couple recent copies of STARTLING or TERIL-
LING 70¥DER STORIES cleared this up.right awayr. Reynolds is
a very serious new writer, working in a writers' colony domm
in New Mexico. Be and Fredric Bromm a2long with another rrit-
er are working on stories together dorm there; quite a suc-
cess, too, judging from his popularity. ¥ost of his stuff,
‘he said, will continue to be short stories for a while yet,
but he is planning to do some longer work in the near futur,
I got a large kick out of talking to him, forbesidesbeing a
friendly fellow, he was only too willing to give nev vriters
some tips and remarks on crashing the writing field which
were of considerable interest to some of us. He did sterling
duty as moderator of the panel discussion, 2nd could be seen
shooting the breeze with most anybtody all over the Norve scon
hall. I don't know whether he was threc people or whether my
sight was somevhat awry due to overdoses of my medicinal flu-—
ids, but everyvhere I looked there was Mr. Reymolds, deep in
discussion with fans or authors.

Ted Sturgeon and I had very few meetings, also, mainly,
because I ves much too busy trying to learn the name of that
blonde fan who came from Paris. Ted seemed a very forceful
personality, even to managing the impossible -- getting tro—
hundred fans together at midnight to listen to recordings of
pcople vho had seen actual little men. In fact, he even came

. over and 'shush'ed me once or twice during this meeting{ an



honor which I duly noted. Mr. Sturgeon seemed quite set on
Dianetics and gave a long, somevhat breathless speech .on the
subject to a large crowd, and most everybody seemed to enjoy
it immensely. In general, Mr. Sturgeon seemed a breathless
personality, rhat I saw of him, hurrying to and fro and stop-
ping to discourse with anyone rho had read "The Dreaming Jew-
elsV? He and I had a short argument on archaeology in England
(atout which I know exactly nothing) so =e smitched the sub ject
over to science fiction as quickly as possible, He is plan-
ning some more novels, each one to be as good, he savs, as
"The Dreaming Jewels". Other shorter stories will also be
forthcoming: very soon. One peculiar thing about Mr.Sturgeon,
vhich another fan article has already noted: he scems just to
have recently discovered that Americais slightly larger than
the East coast. His whole introduction speech was taken up
—ith the revelation of this somcvwhat electrifying fact, time

vhich might have been better devoted to a discussion of his

future stories.

Doc Smith is another fellow I like very much., He and I
had a discussion on Idaho, on winter, on Portland, on Seattle
{where he had resided for a vhile), and on all sorts of non-
essential things vhich were of interest to me. He apoeared
read~ and willing to talk about the things that interested
me, rather than the other way around, 28 is usual with import-
ent people. The fans vere immediately at ease with him, and
some of them eould hardly believe that the great author of
Skylark of Valeron, . Second Stage Lensman, and all his other
tales, was actually this quiet, elderly, soft manrered gen-
tleman vho talked freely.about gardens and cameras and people
he hasg known., He is planning a whole new universe for a ser-
ies of stories soon to be started, and is actually imagining
new inventions to go along with it, so that his stories will
not borrow from his older works. This is eertainly quite a
task, one which an author does not undertake cvery day. His
talk was short, wryly humorous, and right to the point - some-
thing which some of the other celebrities eouldn't manage.

I have purposely left Bea Mahafferto the last, probably
because I like to save the best to the last in everything I
do. She is certainl;” the prettiest ¢ditoress I ever saw -—
not because she is the only editoress I ever saw,either. Ac-
tually, she would pass for a Hollywood star among crovds of
I.G.17's best, s'help me. She was mostly too busy to be ap-

23



24Droached being involved in longdiscussions "'1th Hownard Brovme
and with some fellows she knew from Eugene, Oregon. . Darned-
if I know -whether she knew 'em from previous acquaintance or
whether they just moved fagt, Miss Mahaffey is probably one
of the most vivaciosus personalitiss at the convention;- ‘her
speech was updoubr.edl" tac cparckll ngest - if there be auch a
word — and she spent t"LC mest of her allotted five minutesa
the rostrua L_,l'lng vs thut Ray Palmer and herself would be
only too willing to acceph any and®a1l offtrail.matcrial for
"OTHER WORLUS"  prcvifing oaly that it be a good.story. She
seeus to have kc:pt this polic¥‘well: -witness Ray Bradbury's
"Up in de kiddie of d¢ Lir%, = She actually rcad the 1ldittle
short story I had p- bl‘sbe(. ‘recent .y in FAUSCIENT, ~ the ome
Don Dey bruvely ended for me. Her comment Yihe glrl vas kind
of a dope"! Somehow. it choracterized that particular story
exactly. -Demmit. Anyhow, I did get to ‘aance with her at the
costuwe bail, me all in my "Admiral Tombo" costume  (see-cov-
er), and that was quite an expericnce, ‘even though Rog Phil-
lips snotched Lar back again vithin a moment or two.

Te shouldn‘t have encwed the celebrities page with: just.
these nine. but space” requircd us to cut it short. . We owe
apologics to such siell people as’E. Everett:-Evens, Bob Tuc~
ker, rorry Ackeiman., Ken Arnoid, and ‘-holt\ ‘hordes of others \
who more thar deserved » place on this page.  But, ales! the
costs of lithographing being vhat they are.....

Tae.identifications of ihe pictures of the people on the
"Celebrities" page ~(Paf,e 1 of the Pictorial Section) is as
follcws:
¥ This is the 'banquot scene, vith- the vhole main- table-
of great people facing the” audicnce across the entire front
of tho Lail. The man stzmdmg in the background is oned the
the men in charge of the radio broadcast. The seated celebt--
rities are: | (Left to Righ$, of course)

E. E. ¥ \oc“ Smith of Skvlark and Lensman fame. In priv-
ate 1life he heads a bakirg concern.

Monna Shcllier, one of tlie several NORWESCON treasurers.
In private life she is a student at the U of O Medicel Sthod.

Ken Arnold, the first mon to sce 2 'flying saucer'! and
the man who coliected eye—riiness tape recordings of  other
persoius who also saw them.

¥el FKorshal, present in the double capacity of ardent
fan and represeniative of Shasta Publishers.



Harry Moore, vhose cloquent representation of the trag—
ic plight of the 'deep South'! as a result of never having >
convention won the NOLACCY for 1951.

Juanita Sharp (for a view of the front of her head, see
poge 4 of the pictorial section), the NORWESCOY secretary of
whom it was truly said she ",.. was the rost friatrated,:."

Anthony Boucher (rhymes with voucher - but it's 2 nomé
plume anyvay - his reéal neme is @lliam . 4nthony Parker White )
the guest of Honor. He is one of the Editors of the } agozine
of FANTASY & SCIEKNCE FICTION as well as a well knon author.

Don (hordworking) Day -~ the host to the NORWESCON, and-
the publlsher of FANSCIENT,

Ted Sturgeon -- whost. ave-~struck discovery of the actual
sige of the United Strtes didn't stop him from turnirg oat a
masterful performance as :,C. at the Costume Ball. =~

Howard Browvne, Editor of AMAZING.STOR1zS and other Ziff
Davis publications, as well as an stf writer in his spare(?)
time. e e
Jack and Dorothy DeCourcy, a hustand—and-vife vwriter's
team that is reeslly on the ball as well as » darn nice touple.

Rog PLiliips, alias Rogir Graham, alias ‘Craig Browning,
alias Melva Rogors, eic. etc.,; vho currently edits The Club
House for AMAZIVG STORIES.ac vell as writes.

2. Homard Bromne, "AMAZTI G J.l stick to the actlon—-co*'boy
goutf.,
3. Ted Sturgeon, "America is so une:q;cctedlvblg."
4, Bea lMahaffey, "Anything-at all, so longas it's & good
story."
5. Rog Phillips, "Wordage requirements spoiled that story!"
?. Doc E:=.Smith, "4 ¥hole new universe to write about ."
6. Anthony Boucher, "Science fiction is literature.!
8. Jack &Dorothy DeCourCV, "Oh, what ve could tell atout
= HO, il
9. kel Korshak, "A great line of stuff coming out shortly.m"
10. iack Rcynolds. ‘"I'm only a new writer, but I mean to
write more and more and better and better.™
11. Us fans, enjoying eny number of functlons ——— this
picture could bc any of a sozen. In it I rccognlzo NAHELSSS:
Bob Rosling, Phil Barker, Dick Fraehm, Alderson and kirs. Fry, -
Virginia Cowling, F. M. Busby, Wally Weber, and a couvple of

others. Bill Austin is just berely visible in the upper right
of certer. Celclrilies: Hovard Frovne, E, Ewerett Evans, Bob
Tucka.r, a:; Rici Sueary.



6 .~ GENERAL SHOTS or
: THE NORWESCON, LOOSELY COVERED
ty Wally Veber

o

The pictures on page 2 of the Pictorial Section portray
graphically the horror that hung over Portland, Oregon, the
Labor Day weekend of 1950. 4s the fateful Friday drew near
the natives of that fated place gave themselves to glancing
over their shouldersat frequent intervals and paling at sud-
den noises. 4 dire everrwas about to take place, the NORWES -
COI, Eighth World Science Fiction Convention, 1lurked near.
As more: and more fans began streaming into the defenseless
city from strenge dimensions and weird worlds, some swooping
boldly down astride broomsticks and antigravity mechanisms,
with others materializing cautiously out of the woodwork, a
dreadful rumor started the rounds. It was relayed by hushed
and devious methods, and once it was even whispered, but never
was it spoken aloud., Vherever fans met, they would huddle
together, turning pale, strained faces to the sky (picture 1),
those with heads clutched tightly to their hats (picture 9),
those with lungs bated their breaths.,” THE NAMBLESS  ONES of
‘Washington were coming to the NORWESCON! - - - >

And they arrived!! (picture 2). :

Those who survived the arrival of TES FAMZELESS ONES were
able to enjoy the entertainments, which were divided roughly
into two uncertain types, scheduled and unscheduled. The un-
scheduled concentrated mainly during the wee small hours and
were generally private or seri-private affairs, the details
of which defy recollection and description, -even among the
participants themselves. The scheduled features emerged sone-
what more coherent and served to fill the gaps between the
more spontaneous events. S

Fans milled back and forth, | shaking hands and slapping
backs indiscriminately, collecting autographs from everything
that looked capable of manipulatingawriting instrument (ho-
tel emplovees and innocent bystandersnot excluded) Pens, pen-
cils, program booklets, introductions, names and autographs
were recklessly exchanged, and in the confusion many fans vwere
autographing their own books for the second and third time.
During slack morents, of which there were few if any, a fav-

orite pastime was to thumb through one's accumulation of book-
lets and pens and try to guess who their owners might have

been. The same gome vas also played with the autographs,



vhich, hoving usually been signed inhaste with a dry penzl_lz—
ing somebody's lumpy face for a desk in the jostling crowd,
often had the appearance ofadoctor's prescription scribbled
out in Chire se.

. Sometime during Saturadya session was held during vhich
tire Mel Korshak pointed out various fans, publishers, editors
and writers of note so that all present would know who to mob.
The introduction of the professional writers and editors led
to much ‘excitement, though there definitelr is no truth to
the rumor that one poor fan discovered the fcllowhe had cold
shouldered that morning was actually Howard Rro'me and tried
to choke himself to deathon Shaver manuscripts. Rog Phillips
(picture 13) looked surprisingly humen, which goes to show you
can't believe everything a DeCourcy says, and he displayed a
marvelous talent for getting out ef speeches.

The auction took place Saturday evening, before the fans
had time to waste all their moner on food and other unessen—
tials. It was 2 convincing denonstration why fans are the
most povertystricken groupin the universe. ir, el Korshak
stood his ground before & mob of enger fans (picture 4) and
auctioned away some of themost enticing originals, magazinecs,
books, and manuscripts that ever made o fan starve his wife
and kiddies to bur. Yo statistics are available, but the
nucber of fans forced to steal cuietly away in the night, ho-
tel bill unpnid and Finlay originals clutched tight, must've
been tremendous. The most miserly of fen could not resist
brushing the cobwebs from padlocked billfolds vhen tempter
Korshak wavedhis merchandise tefore their gquivering nostrils.
Fortunately the auction proved to te the only NORWESCON fea-
ture designed to vrench money from those attending. The ban-
quet defied inflation by handing out vast quantitiesof edible
foodstuffs ata dollar per head (picture 5); the other enter-—
tainments, such. as the panel discussion on what should and
should not go betmeen hard covers (picture 6)and the speeches
on fanzine publication cost even less —--- nothing, in fact.
One of the high pointsof the NORVESCON was the special show—
ing of "Destination loon" (which hadn't been released at the
time but is now going-the rounds ef the theatrcs, and anvone
who hasn't paid to sce it at least 20 times is a traitor to
fandom.) The dirtiest trick of the convention was played on
a Portland fellow who, having paid his dollar to the NORWES~
CON for the c¢xpress purpose of secing the picture, succumbed
to the religious silence that scttled over the theatre before



2‘ the showing, and, because he vas & qule.t slceper. wasn't'awa-
kened until the picture was over!

The programs in general were well planncd and success—
fully executed, but one notable exception to this occurred in
the demonstrationof ¥r. John DeCourcy's "matter radio". The
demonstration, originally intended as a minor item of inter—
est only to those who cared for the more profound aspeets of
physical science and included on the progrem solely 2sameans
of filling time while the audience assermbled for the discus-
sion of dianetics which was to follow, somehow got out of hand
and soon developed into vhat might easily have become amajor
catastrophe. (Dianetic sessions proved somewhat hard for non—
fans around the lultnomah Hotel to take at times. Some of the
dianetic enthusmsts rellvlng their prenatal discomforts (pic-
ture 11) emitted noises that turned blood to ice and brave men

‘  to nervous vrecks.)

X ¥r. DeCourcy, who should notbe blamed for vhat happened
since he was fighting fate, began by explaining How the eom-
plicated device worked. With the 2id of his slide rule and
the equations he wrote on the blackboard. the principles of

~ the "matter radio" tere made fantastically elear to the most
ignorant of laymen, Only those vho weren't 1gnorant laymen
remained confused. A certain amount of difficulty vas invol-
ved in putting away the blackboard after the explanation, but

" ingenuity and skill combined to enable the sciéntlst ‘to even—
tually extricate himself from the black’board tripod and the
matter radio was I‘L')d,\f to be put into operat:.on.

The complex mechanism was warmed up.,thellghts flicker-
ing properly, the grroscopes 211 humingat the correct pitch
and the dials were set to transport iirs. DeCourcy from her
hotel room. The matter radio accomplished thls. but a human
factor became involved which shadowed the success of the de~-
nonstration. Through some misunderstanding, ~Mrs. DeCourcy

“had been caught in an embarrassing stage of dressing herself.
Some remmants of dignity werée salvaged with the aid of abath
tovel, but the scientist’s wifé was understandably annored
and refused to take part in any future exhibitions. Mr, De-
Courcy's pleas were cut short when, from the concealment of
the machine's receiving cabinet, the bath towel was throwm
forcefully into his face., Not daring to proceed with his
plans after that, the unnerved man had no choice but to re-~
@u::"n his wife to the hotel room and find 2nother subject.



- J

A man from the audience finally offered to serve 1n2the
next phase of the demonstration, ° vhich was to show that the

- macthine eould tronsmit as well as receive, bv transmitti ng
~him to the rear of the room. Perhdaps the gtrain of having
his wife displayed to the publie in such intimate attire up~
" set the:scientist, whatever the cause, the unfortunate fact
remainsg ‘that the volunteer was thoroughly t$ransmitted, but
not to the rear of the room, After considersble difficulty,
includingan accidental Martian pickedup by mistake (pic.12),
spurred on in his efforts by & group ef the volunteer's pals
© whHo growed thenselves at one side of the platform armed with
" clubs and an ominous 1looking noose, lir. DeCourcy €ventually
located him in the viewfinder. He appeared sonevwhat hesitant
about brmgnxg him back, hovever, nnd stortgd s4ying soething
about an open manfiole on Burnside Street, but an . impetiént
t7irl of the noose cut him short and he hast:.ly got the vie-
tim back (picture 7). He was promptly taken from DeCourcy's
- trembling hands, presumably te te rushed to the nearest hos—
pital's emergency vward.. Further experiments with the matter
radio were postponed in the intcrests of. safety. :

The costume ball marked the official emhng of the NOR-
WESCON. anyone who has ever ,witnessed a 'gathering of fans
‘can appreciate the ghastly turnout of shapes and forms when
they are told that many faus .actually caue w:.thout disguises
of any kind! ’

Breathless Theodore Sturgeon 'md‘us gultar were masters

, of,__c,eromony at‘the program (plcture 10) and together they did
. @:capable ,)ob of it, . Fentured on. the program were musical
‘num'bers by the guitar,- vocal breathings by Ted, e dancR by
what could have been-the heroine from a PLANET STORIES eover
and the selection of the three most appealing costumes (the
fact that most of the audience corsisted of NAYELESS ONES kad
nothing to do with- “Mr. Fry getting secord prize, really!)
Last, but probably least mentionable in mixed corpany, the
; 'discuss1on' of that new .science, "Diacybersennetimantics!.
- The Gospel of ¥andon "was spread. far and wide by means of a
radio broadcast bver a Portland. statmn (p1cutre 8) and var-
ious write-ups of the eonvention in papers and magazines af-
terwards. Fanswho attended veren'twantingfor entertainment
or company, 4ll in all, it was a grand ,affaz.r -and thoroughly
enjoyed by everyone, as you can plainly see by looking at a
typical downtown Portland secene after the NORWESCON (pic.3).




3 ®) NAYELESS nnd COSTUME SHOTS
by G. k. Corr

As —ou hove no doubt figured out for yourselves by now,
the pictures on these four pages have been grouped more or
less by subject matter. The titles tentatively assigned to
each subject were, (lst page of Pix) "Celebrities" (2nd page
of Pix) "General" (3rd page of Pix) “NAMELESS & Costume" and
(4th page of Pix) "Femous Fans & Portland People'.

With the usual perversity of inanimate things, these
snapshots insisted in mixing themselves up and ending up on
any page that pleased them best, so we find NAMELESS ONZS am~
ong the Famous Fans & Portland People, crowding the crowd
scene on the celebrities page, and smugly shiling from the
page of general shots. This was, I supoose, to be expected,
since THE NAMELESS ONES permeated to every nook and cranny
of the Liultnomeh Hotel, and wherever -two sr three fans were
gathered together, Lo, there wes 2 NAMELESS ONE in the midst
of them. During the speeches they heckled the spezkers, at
the auction they ranup the prices by bidding like crazy, and
drove the house detective into a tizzy (sce candid osmera
shot of a house detective in a tizzy on page 3 of Pix, shot
#14) by vociferiously partying at every moment there was not

+ something else of greater importance going on. I venture to
say that the only free breath that house detective took was
when the NORWESCON moved en masse to the theater to see the
movie, Destination Moon, taking THE NAMELESS ONES with them.
They typed cards, passed out programs, serviced the tape re-
corders, and otherwise made themselves # Afig#f¢é useful.
Zven the august president of the NFFF, presiding in dignity
over the deliberations of that influential body of fans, was
harassed by brashly irrepressitle NAMELESS newcomers, who, no-
matter how many times he slapped 'em down (verbally of course,
Rick Sneary is a2 gentleman, I'll have you know!) refused to
stay put, All in all, regardless how the rest of the country
may feel about it, the NORWESCON was a wonderful success —
at least to THE NAMELESS ONES of Washington. We had all the
advantages of a conventionin our own home territory and none
of the work —— Portland fans got stuck with that! Oh, well,
come some future northwest convention, maybe we can reverse

thgt_', Erocedure and let the Portland fans have fun while the
NALELESS are so busy working they haven't time to get in any-
body's hair!




Now for a blow by blow explanation of the accompm;ving3l
photographs on page 3 of the pictorial sectiom:
#1 This glorious scene depicts forever the triumphal high-
spot of the NORVESCOH for a certain budding authoress who'll
remain NAMELESS (until somebody catches up with her in some
succeoding picture) receiving congratulations  from Howard
Browne on selling him a story for AMAZING., She is surrounded
on herright hand by her agent Forrest J. Ackerman (who is no
doubt smiling because he collected a2 commission on thc sale)
Mark Walsted (awestruck with admiration at such success in
life by a fellow NAMELESS) E. Everett Evens (vho is undoubt-
edly laughing at tho knowledge of how much she's yet got to
loarn of the Facts of Life Among Authors) and Richard Frahm,
then president of THE NAMELESS. At her left hand stand Mr.
Homard Browme, The Editor Himself, Phil Barker (present pres-—
jdent of THE NAMELESS ONES) and Bob Rosling (proul possessor
of the loudest shirt at the NORWESCON). This photograph-was
taken before the proud authoress discovered that-they bought
the story just so they could toss it in the wastebasket- and
mt have to read it any more.....
#2 This scene captures three famous NAVELESS conferringas
to whose liquor supply to tep in on next - left to right:

Buck Austin (also known as Bill), the Wolf of thc Wolf-

Den Book Shop.
Bob Rosling (the men in the shirt), and Phillip Barlmr
(for further identification see cover).

#3 & 13, Costume shots of the screwiest cowple on the - darnce
floor, later identified as Carrya, a Perfume-Seller from the
Solyani, and j8}i*d4dbb, a Venusian Yellowman. (Rymor hath it
that they were NAMELESS in disguise - F.J. & G.M. Carr).
#4 A remarkable reproduction of a genuine Pre~Clear..-- . The
engrammatic expressionisno doubt due to the knitting needles
protruding through his skull, After due Dianetic therapy (he
admi tted therc was lots of it due) this turned out to be kr.
Alderson Fry, Librarian of the Health Sciences Library, Uniw
of Wash. (Yah! Yah! so there! We ain't all dopes, I betcha!l)
#5 This damsel in danger from the Mad Scientist .is Mary
Fry (d¥rs. Alderson Fry, to you). All we were able to discover
about the Mad Scientist was that he came from C'thforma, so
that explains it.

#6  Snapshot of Ma:rk Walsted when the Auctioneer hollerod
"Sold" just after he bid $11 on a picture.
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#  F.¥. Busby, author of SINISTERRA's Hall of Shame Dept.,
and Virginia Cowling, also a NAMELESS ONE, both of Seattle,
#8 Flying shot of Tom and Eilcen Daniel, twoof the Aberdeen
NAMELESS. These people got around so fast that even the high
specd camera couldn't keep up with them! J
#9 Admiral Tombo preparing to slaughtcr a Sun Priestess but
don't worrv, folks, it turned out OK. Somebody happened to
rattle a highball just at that moment and Admiral Tombo for-
got 211 about gore. (Phillip Barker and Virginia Cowling).
¥10 Jess Wall Terry, our perambulating photographer, snapped
in 2 moment of meditation.

#11 Mr. and Krs. Alderson Fry resting between jokes.

#12 Inhabitant of Planet Pincus #7 - later identified as one
of the Seattle NAMELESS ONES, Mrs. Flora Jones, the mother of
Yirginia (Sun Priestess) Cowling.

#14 Visiting Ghoul ~ prebably thc House Detective.

#15 The Costume Prize Vinrers and their Judge. peft to right
Second Prize Vimer, The Pre-Clear (Alderson Fry). Prize: 4
carbon copy of the next story sold by Mack Reynolds. (Itle ter
proved to be "One of Our Planets is Missing".)

First Prize, 4dmiral Tombo (Phillip Barker). Prize: 4 carbon
copy of the next story sold by Anthony Boucher. 1Not received.
Third Prize, A Boiled BEM (Jean Bogart, of Philadelphia. This
was the only non-NAMELESS to win & prize, and she tied with a
Venusian Yellowman (Frank J. Corr, Seattle NAMELESS) for 3rd
M ace until the judge (Theodore Sturgeon), remembering how
many times he got squirted in the eye with the Yenusian's wa-
ter pistol, decided to be gallant and give the prize to the
lady.) Third prize: A carbon copy of the next story sold by
Theodore Sturgcon. No word as to whether received or not.
(Honorabdle Mention goes to E., Everett Evans for dom.tinga 4th
prize to Mr. Carr -~ a carbon copy of the next story sold by
him, which turned out to be 'Little Miss Martian'.)

#16. The national magazines sent reporters to cover the con-
vention and give an outsider's impression of fandom. A4 fan's
carera snapped o picture of an arriving reporter.

#17 Mr. & Mrs. Frank J. Carr of Seattle. Believe it or not
this is the same couple shown in shots #3 and #13!

#18. Bea Mahaffey - She isn't a NAMELESS ONE, neither is she
in costume, but isn't she pretty? That's to lcave a sweet
taste in your mouth as you turn the page.




CONVENTION REPQRT
Alderson Fry
. Fans have a fine sense of humor. That saves them from
being BEls (Boring Everr Mimute). That is mv eonclusicn from
n¥ first World Science Fiction Convention - the NORWESCON.

I wish I could rememter many of the fine cracks andmns
that flew around, then this could be called the "Convention
Rstort instead, but I do remember the bright lad of abouwt
twelve who stuck with us in the Hobby Lobby that late Sunday
night and Monday morning, Ackerwen, I think i% was, remerk-
ed that one of the troubles with conventions was the old fans
returning with their old feuds vith old friends, and the sug-
gestion was made that, after cach world convention, all old
fans commit suicide, Thus the new eonvention would beginnext
vear de novo. We took it from there, thelad and I, and since
mottos are necessary for conventions, we herewith report plans
for abtout the next deeade:

Dring is fun Plenty of gore 411 fans in heaven
In fiftr-one In fifty-four In fiftr-seven
Death for you Don't be alive Kill rour mate

Iz fiftr-two In fiftr-five In fiftr-eizsht

Die with me Cross the Stx 411 nre dyin!

In fiftv-three In fiftw-six In fifty-n+vin (for

telephone operators, anvhow)

You gee how it goes - or how it is rou goess "The Lord
=111 see¢ in fiftr—threc!,.after each coast-to—coast gather—
ing there'll be enether ghost-to-ghost gathering —-— after o
heated mecting there'll be a hotter mecting, or, all will be
celm and ghoul in Fandom, Be outspoken at 2 mecting and out
spooking afterward. Thus despite any difficulties ot a cen~
vention, the next one starts clear.. (Ever hear of the lagzy
ghost in 014 Peru that caught anlncubus?) We hope all fons
will be willing to leay down their lives for this fine eause,
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Things I liked: "Destination doon!" ... The storv about.

the preview audience~renstion with the producers not knovwing
LaFans were in their midst. Don Day's competent hondling of
the Chnir,.The displars..The high IQ (Imrgination Quotient -
Interesting Quality - Intelligence Questionable ~ Infernallyr
Qui‘bblin%, etc.) of the fan: - * «ome of the pros.,Those pan
cakes, aftor talking 211 night...«ceting so many people with
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so much personelity..Egoboo rampont, hightal dexter, but not
tho house dick sinister., The remark of o young 1ad, hesring
gone drurks arguing stupidly in & holl -- "Just another dia-
netic reverie going on.."

Things I didn't like: The prudishness of the Multnomrh
Hotel... The stinker, or stinkers, that stole stuff from the
exhibits.

We here in the Puget Sound region mor hold a Coiwention
son¢ time. We'll cnll it the PUCCH,

Alderson Frer

Now, here's the identification of the pictures on Pege 4 of
the pictorial scction:

1. Harry Moore delivering kis bid feor the 1951 Convention
in Ner Orleons., It wns nccepted, as rou know, and our next
festivitics will e in the heart of the Magnolia countr—.

2o Hancr Moorce (no relntion) of th: Circimnati dcleesntion
fighting off coagur beavers —ith her superblast ravwgun,

3. B, Zw rott Evansg, “"The 01! Foo" in-person, Fe has now
graduated from the rank of Zlder Fan and beeom: onc: of the
Newer Authors.

4, Forrist J, Ackerman, Fon, Author, Agent, ¥Novie Consult-
and, and all sround nicoe gur.

5. Svelrnn Marshment (n Voghon NWAMELESS) oand Jean Bognrtdf
Philadelphin (holding thu sign). Bilieve it or not, puople,
this beauteous babe is the Boiled Ren that won third -»rize
in the costume balll

6. Iric atlns, Woltcr Coslct (figurcd shirt) Juanita Sharp
and Jin Buerrr,

P i¥r. & ¥rs, Rog Phillips, Rick Sni:ar-, #nd on« of the De
Courcr childrcn sitting on Rog's lap. This picture vosg tok-
¢n during the showing of Destinntion Meoon, Thile iirs. Phill-

“ips (nctunlly she is Mrs. Grahem, sinc: Phillips is a psou -

donym) was still the Lone Wolf of Laguna, Mari Wolf.  Rick
Snearr is well knovm ns the President of the NFFF,

8. Roelph Rorburn Phillips, the Ultra Weird Artist, in his
costume as The King in Yellow.

s Don Dayr, Host of NORJ/ZSCON and Master of Cercmonies,
10. Jurnita Sharp, Sec. of the NORVESCON COr:ITTEE, and ¥r.
Richard Frahm, then President of THE NAWELESS CNES of Wosgh.
11, Wilson (Bob) Tucker, 2d. Science Fiction Newsletter.
12. Rex Brooks & Marr Jeane Stewnrt, Oregon fons.









