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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






