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Dilemma %#10--From Jackie Franke: Box 51-4 RR 2; Beecher, IL 60401~--December, 1975.
Available for the usual and/or 20¢--both would be nice. If you're getting this, maybe
you know why; i1f you're not, well then neither of us cares, right? Occasionally done
on a quarterly schedule; this should make it three "on times" in a row. Croggle! !}
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The resvonse to the last issue was heartwarming indeed, though typing the letter column
almost wore me out. As you can judge by its heft, this issue of Dilemma is the largest
one vet, and as far as I'm concerned, an Absolute Limit has been reached. Though I did
enjoy getting the material in this issue, especially the letters, my enchantment with
cutting stencils is slight indeed and I can't sce wyself taking as much time with what's
supposed to be a Fun Thing as it took to prepsre this issue for the mimeo--which I
still have to look forward to. Maybe it's the little Pieces of depressing news that
have come here lately (nothing major, just adding up to a downer), perhaps it's due to
my usual case of blahs before tne HoXidays, but I've been in g meloncholy mood for two
weeks or 30 now, zund nothing is coming up that I would expect to 1lift it. I tend to
get periods ol depression thet last anywhere from a few days to a few weeks a couple

of times @ year, so there's nothing abnormal in this one. But usually I avoid typing
material for fanwinass during those glum days, and with the anticipated postage-rate
inerease facing me, I can’t 45 that this time. You'll have to bear with me this time
I'm afraid. Hope I can prevent i% from getting in the way too much, but You should be
warned. Very little sweetness and light this issue, folks...

I segregated the con reports this time--a practice I'm not sure I'll continue, but
which should make reading less painful for Buck Coulson--and got carried away a mite.
Four pages on three cons is a Bit Much, and I'll try to keep it within bounds next time
around. But I'd like to report on the 7inal evening of Chambanacon here, for reasons
which I hope will become apparent.

After a late afternoon swim and soak in the Ramada Inn's pool, I joined andy and Jodie
Offutt in their room for a beer-cheese-and-braunshweiger supper. Being a voyeur, I
watched Jodie give andy a blow job--dry his hair with her portable hair-drier, really,
but it makes a good joke. Jim Hansen came by, looking for someone to eat at a Real
Restaurant with him., since everyone else decided to sup at Pizza Hut or McDonalds that
evening. VWe'd planned on just loafing around with our caftans and munchies, but, what
the heck., maybe getting dressed up wasn'‘t that bad of an idea. So after a few minutes
while we changed into more proper attire, we gathered upstairs and asked for a table

in the Viking Room. Roland Green and his wife, Frieda--who'd hosted a Honeymoon party
over the weekend--, Bob and Anne Passovoy, and one or two others I couldn't make out

in the rather dim light, were sitting near the entrance. We waved and nodded hello at
then and to Joe Haldeman and Gordy Dickson, who were sitting at a nearby table, as the
hostess showed us our table--hooth really--towvard the rear of the room. The Viking
Room vas intimately impressive; lots of warm, dark wood, red velvet and cut glass. We
scanned our menues and made our selections. I asked Jim if he'd split an order or es-
cargots with me since I had a taste for them but mwy pocketbook didn't. Turned out he
had the same idea on his mind, so he gleefully agreed. Once the waitress took our
orders, including a bottle of wine Jim was treating us with, we got up and made way to
the salad Lar, which was a delight. Picking up soup bowls (really!) we got to select
from two kinds of greens, quartered tomatoes, sliced cucumber, white and red onion rings.,
green peppers, hot peppers, radish roses, toasted croutons, two kinds of crumbled cheese,
and bacon bits before topping it all with a choice of six dressings--all of which smell-
ed and looked scrumptious. Just as we got back to the table and started attacking our
custom-made salads with gusto, the head waitress came up, with a bottle of wine in an
ice bucket. '"The hotel's finest champagne," she said, "with the compliments of Gordy
and Joes"

It isn’t too often that the four of us are speechless, but we were as struck dumb. As
I looked wide-eyed at Jodie and andy, I could#¥ndy swallow down hard, once, and set his



fork beside his plate with a sigh. "That's one of the nicest damn things anyone's done,"
he said, and turning to the waitress he thanked her for us all. Jim had to blot his ¢
eyes with a napkin; Jodie and I could only look on mutely and I think we both shared

the same-sized lump in our throats.

"Well how the heck can I eat this now!" andy protested looking away. Jodie and I sug-
gested that we go and thank our benefactors while our appetites could recoup. Saying
Thank You is one of those social amenities that is seldom done well, and I only hope
that Joe and Gordy understood how deeply their gesture had moved us from our expressions,
because I don't think we phrased it very well. After giving both men, no, friends, a
grateful kiss, we, well, floated is what we did, back to our booth and just sat there
grinning foolishly.

Now I have no idea what impelled Gordy and Joe to send over that wine: it may have been
a thank-you gift to Jim, for a nice con; it might have been a friendly gesture to fel-
low-writer andy; it might have been--and knowing them both, most likely was--a what-the-
hell,-why-not-? impulse. In any event, it couldn't have been done at a more perfect
time. Despite our festive air, I believe each of us was play-acting a bit. I was down
about Wally, who'd had to leave the convention earlier than planned--we were going to
dine upstairs ourselves. Jim, I think, was feeling a bit lonely and a& touch of let-
down after the hectic weekend that is so wearing on con-chairmen. And andy and Jodie
really hadn't wanted to get dressed up; they'd have rather stayed in their room, loung-
ing in comfort and just relaxing with friends. And then, out of the blue, comes this
gift; a present from people we see at nearly every convention; a touch from friends.
Maybe we were all vulnerable at that moment, but I'd prefer to believe that our reaction
would have been the same regardless. A wave of good feelings, or love for our fellow
fans and fandom and gratitude that we were a part of it all, swept over us, and I don't
think its effects have completely faded away yet. It was the sheer fannishness of the
gesture, the fitting of it into our moods, that made it Special.

And I think that that incident, as trivial as it basically was, says reams about what I
love and respect in fandom--the sense of belonging and communication that exists among
ourselves and cannot be duplicated elsewhere. Fans may fight and squabble amongst them-
selves, bitter animosities may exist between individuals, but everyone has had moments
like that happen to them; when a fellow fan reached out and applied stroke at the exact
moment it was needed, and I've never Seen it happen--not with the frequency or the tim-
ing, certainly--out in the mundane world beyond. Perhaps an incident or two over the
length of a deep personal friendship might approach those moments, but not when taken
in context. Fans aren't slans, by any means, but they are friends to each other, and
they show it when it counts.

That mey read dreadfully cornball, but I sure as hell frel better now. I think I'll
treasure that evening's experience for the rest of my life. One doesn't have that many
moments like that. I'm so grateful to have another. Thank you, Gordy and Joe, for the
champagne and for that moment. Thank you, Jim and andy and Jodie, for sharing it, and
for simply being yourselves.
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Whatever I say after that will be anti-climatic. Fall fell, and though delayed a bit
by abnormally warm weather, winter has descended upon us finally. We took a trip to
southern Kentucky, to check out some homesteading property we had hoped to buy for our
Retirement Years and visited the Offutts on our way back (a, slightly, fictionalized
version of that visit appears later in the zine). A pleasant evening there marked the
first rest we'd had, since we made the trip straight from Windycon and had nothing but
car troubles and missed-appointment hassles from then on. I drifted along except for
conventions and family doings, for the next two months; painted a bit, drew a bit, Loc-
ced a bit (and wondered if there will ever be an abatement in the flood of fanzines),



messed around with wax and wood carving, more or less killing time until the Holidays.

The older I get, the less enchantment I have for Xmas, and this year was even worse in
that regard. I tried to vary my usual routine of buying and ordering all gifts by mid-
November by waiting until a more Christmassy air developed, and wound up doing every-
thing at the last minute instead. Apparently three-quarters of the civilized world
decided on the same procedure this year, as the stores were simply unbelievably jammed.
Either the recession is easing up or people were having a last-minute fling with what-
ever cash reserves they had left. Shopping at S=ars, it took nearly three hours to

get a few preSenﬁs;.most-of which was spent waiting for a harried clerk to work her way
down the line waiting at the check-out isiands. As we wearilly made our way back to
the car, Wally informwed me that I can have tke pleasure of this yearl, chore all by
myself from now on. .Thanks loads, fellah! '

Upcoming conventions are few indeed, what with winter weather £nerling up roads and
fannish plans, especially in the more noithern reaches of the cowitry. So far we plan
on ettending ConFusion (Ann Arbor Inn, Lth and Huvron, Anr Arbor, MT 4810k4) the week-
end of January 23-25th, where Lloyd Biggle and Bill Eowers will be GoHs. This one was
a fannish riot last year, and I see no reason to expect anything different this year.
Ko Nagy and the Stilyagi Air Corps are the hosts (1115 Cranger, Ann Arbor, MI L4810%4)
and registration is $5 with rooms renting for $19 single and $25 double. Nothing else
is on tap until Minicon 11 over Easter VWeckend (April. 16-18th, 1976). It will be held
at the Hotel Leamington, as of last word, and is pairing up on GoHs, with Ed Hamilton
and Leigh Brackett as Pros and Leigh and Norbert Couch ceirving in the Fan category.
Rusty Hevelin and I will act &5 co--toastmasters. The comirittee included a flier with
the most recent RUNE asking for ‘suggesticns aboul which filrs to show (Minicon is devel-
oping a fine reputaticn for their excellert film vrogram): list your favorites and
sned them to: Minicon Films, c/o Chuck Holst. 2301 Elliot Ave. South, Apt. 2, Minneap-
olis, MN 5540k4. . It's going to ve a long, dry spell arournd here for conventions. Hope
my psyche can stand the droughth... :

Many faneditors have received Press Releases from the SunCon Committee (The Orlando
Worldcon) which reveals a touch of instability. I'm not going to go into any long,
drawn out discussion of the various mix-ups--fussing among worldcon cormittees is not
anything new, aftex all~~but I do note with interest the possibility of future hotel
difficulties. The Sheraton Towers has filed for baniruptey, and is operating under

the reorganization opticn of the law. It is therefoxre likely that a contract can be
nagotiated—-though pas®t negotiations are now out (Suncon h2d ro contract with the hotel
at all, as of December lst)~—though promised rates may be hiked as a result of the
hotel's financial difficulties. Tt is the unlikely possibility that disturbs me: what
happens 1ir no contract can be negotiated? What then?

According to the World Science Fiction Society's rules (that's the Paper entity we be-
come vhen we join a Worldcon), if the site is unavailable due to whatever reason, the
previous: five Worldcon Chairman have the duty of gaming a new site. The only diffi-
culty with that is, according to the wording of the pertinant rule, that can't be done
until after MidAmeriCon (see Article 3.05 in the rules as printed in MAC's P.R. #3),
and that gives everyone little time indeed to vhiv things into shape. The thought dis-
tresses me, and I can but hops that matters won't get that serious. The Suncon Commit-
tee may not be the committee I voted for when I clecked Orlando on my ballot, but they
are a good group of workers who face a rough chore in the couing weeks. Those who have
the most reason to be put out with the current committee mave expressed their desire
and wishes for a successful con, and I can do nothing else but joir them in that hope.
Too many people have worked hard and long for the Orlando bid to let thines collapse in
disarray because of personal differences; it would be a Shame indeed if matters beyond
fannish control could disrupt plans and leave Fancon in a auandry that vould pale fan
political affairs by comparison. Pray to your dieties, light the sticks of incense, do
whatever you can to guarantee Good Fortune to Suncon. They necd 211 the help they can

geiba it



ON THE DEATH OF A FAVORITE FEMFAN,
DROWNED IN A TUB OF CORFLU.

'Twas by a Stack of YANDRO's Side,
Where Fandom's gayest Art inscribed
Th' immortal Words that glow,
Demurest of the Femfan Kind,
The pensive Selmia, reclin'd,
Gaz'd on Corflu below.

Still had she gaz'd, but in the air
A Fragrance wafted to her there:
The Vapor of Corflu.
Its oriental Midnight-tint, 4
Its wild and waxen Ether-scent,
These would her soon undo.

5o from the Tub she took a Whiff--

A short One--then a deeper Sniff ( e

She tried in vain to take.
She snift once more, and, loath, withdrew:
Who hath not smell'd of Airplane Glue?
Who hath not smell'd fresh Cake?

Presumptuous Maid! With Looks intent,

Again she stretcht, again she bent,
Nor knew the Gulf between.

(Malignant Fate sat by and smil'd.)

The slipp'ry Edge her feet beguil‘d:
She tumbl'd headlong in.

. Three Times-emerging from the Flood,
She call'd to ev'ry fannish Chod
Some Speedy Aid to send.
No Faned came, ho Artist stirr'd,
No distant Stenciler had heard--
The Favorite has no friend!

0 Fans, change not your Heiroglyph

With Corflu, or else do not sniff
This anaesthetic Stuff.

Not all that tempts your fannish Nose

Or Sercon Brain can, we say, 'goes',
And of this Poem, Encugh!

--Sam Long--



"Who's your best griend, Mom?" Missy asked. 3
"Vour daddy."

"Aw, Mom! You know what 1 mean," she said in that exaspernated whine shared by
C Uttle ginls evernywhesic.
Yeah, 1 knew what she meant, so0 1 thought about it a minute. 1'd told Missy
the truth. 1§ more manited people also worked at being best friends, they'd be happier.

"Jackie Franke," 1 sald.

"She doesn’t even Live here, you never see hen except at cons, how can she be
yowr best faiend?"

"Look kid, I gave you two answess! Don't argue. If you don't Like 'em go ask

somebody else. Besddes, ghown-ups don't have to see each othen all the time %o be good
Lhionds "
u 7 7 - S

Ourn friendship has its noots in gandom, evoluing over a period 04 several cons
Anto a nice comfoitable, sharing type of nefationship. You'rne not apt fo see Jackie
and me together much at cons. Jackie's a bridge player and goes off with a gourth (and
a §4§2h) eawly in the evening. She also enjoyd staying up tilL the wee hours and a

con's noZ successful unless Jackie's seen the sun come up at Least once duting the
weekend,

In the daytime Jackie can uwsually be found in the ant show on huckszen room--
sometdmes the bar, Late in the afternoon--while I hang around the pool and the Lobby,
on Leave the con alitegether to put the check on the neanest shopping center and groceny.

(Neitherw 0f us goes to the panels, you notice.)

We do manage o share some time at cons, though. We've been known to party-
hop together. We've shared Lunches and Late-night snacks, tasting and Lesting each
other's cheese, trhading off cans of beer and pop, pooling the contents 04 owr coolens
and using each other's can openens, salt and knives.

We keep 4n Zouch between cons, too. 1 wsually think of Jackie when something
ndce o not 50 nice happens 2o me and 1 wiite hern, sharing my good news, my complaints,
the mundane happenings in my Life. As s00n as the Letten 4in stamped, 1 feel good gon
having passed it on.

Wally and Jackie were 4n Kentucky 4in October and drove the hundned on 50 milLes
out of thein way foi an overnight visit.
[ was tickled they were coming and Looked forward %o having them. 1 was anxious o
show Jaceie my house, my Zhings : my desk and typen (the Big Red Machine), where 1
keep my stack of ganzines. Jackie would see my gannish possessions: my Joni Stopa
and Bev Swanson plants, the candle of the god with the obscene-sounding name, a gi4t
gnom Hank Beck, and my wall with its framed TITLE and Chuck Hofst RUNE covers. (Not
1o mention my newly-painited kRitchen walls and newly-tiled kitchen fLoor about which
I'd wiitten Jackie at some Length.)

Andy, oo, enfoys showing people around his domain and falking about his cuwnent
project. (The §inszt copies of SWORD OF THE GAEL awtived whife the Frankes were here. )



Thein fathen instructed the children to pilfer any belt and (especially) belt
buckles that Wally took off. Sure enough, Wally had a buckle that andy faunched after
and the kids tried, but the damned thing was 50 big and heavy 4t was impossible to Lift,
fugg w&t? the combined efgonts of the Fantastic Fowr. (Then, Zoo, there was the kni
APNL . . o

I knew 1'd get a mouth-to-mowth (Mindgeon report and decdded andy, Jackie and 1
would chip in and see how Late we could keep Wally up. Wally hung night in there with
the nest of us, 1'm proud Zo nepont. (0§ cowwse, he didn't know where he was to Aleep
and was too polite ¢ ask...) }

I f4ixed one cf my house specialties, chicken and nice. 1 was careful o gny
and serve the ondons, green peppers and celeny seperately s0 as not to agitate Wally's
digestive system--what there 48 of 4it.

A voice--a pecuwliai, unfamiliarn voize--inside me said, "Don't use negulan plates,
get out sume paper plates." OK. (Even though nice {sn'it the best dish to senve on
paper plates.) 1 Served the chicken and nice and salad and soya sauce at the dining
noom table.

The mimute we sat down, 1 knew {t was the wiong thing.

We began glancing at each other sidefong, nervously and hesitantly neaching for
owr forks.

We were all o0n edge, uneasy. Uncomforntable and fédgety. We felt §lushed, quiet,
devo4d of conversation.

SLowly Lt dawned or us what was wiong, and Jackie and 1 Looked each othen squate
An Zhe eye, nodded fiwnly, got up, neaching for sakt, pepper, soya sauce, napkins and,
taling ourn plates, the four of us Zrooped up the stains to our bedroom and closed the
doon behind ws.

ImmedioZoly we were toially at ease and comfontable.

You sec, we are judt not used to shaiing food at a dining noom table. We use
beds and chains as tables, on our Laps. Jackie couldn't believe that andy could even
eat 4n ary ofther position bul Lewning against the headboard of a bed with his Legs
stnetched out wd nis ankles crossed. And don't 1 always sit crosslegged, Yoga-fashion,
on a chair on Led to eat? We didn't know Jackie knew how to use a fork. And Wally
didn't Look jurt night unless he had a coffee cup s4tting on the fLoorbeside him. And
a plastic one ¢t that!

Some favish “haditions are just not £o be mucked around with...

Jodie Offutt
September 25th, 1975
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P OO’C/Q/O? .....
Yet again into the fray, my friends. As was the case the last time I ran an install-
ment of BACKLOG, I find myself unable to cope with the LoCload and am forced to stall
for time by reviewing fanzines that have accumulated in recent months, rather than
acknowledge them more properly... To those fameds concerned; I apologize. To those
reading this; ‘the following zines are recommended for one reason or another or they
wouldn't bz listed. - I suggest you try those that sound interesting by either aking
the editor for a sample copy, or sending the asked-for price, if indicated. Most fan-
cas prefer LoCs to casn, but there are some exceptions which I try tc note.
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VORPAL--Ric¢hard Brandt, 403%1 Sierra Dr., Mohile, AL 36609. Irregular, Xeroxed, avall-
able for art, coniributions, trades or locs (t+he "usual™) or 8¢5 -3/ 51 1t all Frelse

fails. | have on hand the #4th issue of Richard's zine (+he number of which Is a bit
difflcult to find, being given only on the ToC page, and rather cunningly dlisguised as
a spoi illo that | overlooked in three seperate searches for it). Apparently without

access to mimeo or diftto machines, Richard runs this 24pp zlne off on a photo-copier,
end doesn't indlcate 1+s manufacturer, so | fibbed when | said '"Xeroxed"--for all |
lkrow he uses a 3M or other brand of machine. However, he does use only one side of the
page which seems a oit wasteful of postage and makes the zine feel heftier than it Is.
He carries artwork by himself, Sheryl Birkhead, Alexis Gilllland, Terry Jeeves and Al
Sirois; and material by Ann Breedlove (a ghodawful piece of gothic fan fiction),doug
berbour (an open letter" that deals mainly with rock muslc, done In doug's Inimatible
stytfe), and an‘edlitoriz!, book review (MOTE IN GOD'S EYE) and another installment of
his st-horror-fantasy film review column by Ye Friendly Ed which | found to be the best
portion of the zine. He covers "The |llustrated Man","The Deadly Bees", "Where Bullets
Fly", "The Torture Garden", "Beast of Morocco", "The Blob", "These Are The Damned",
"Psyche 59", "The Gorgon", "Demon Planet", and "The Vulture"; any of which are apt to
crop up om your late-night TV viewing list. 5 pp of lettercol rounds off the Issue.
Again it is undated, and Richard mentions an up-coming move, though | haven't gotten a
CoA from him yet, so contaci with him at the above address may be rather chancey...

DON-0-3ALP--Doii C. Thompson, 7498 Canosa Court, Westminister, CO 80030. Available for
"the usual™ or 35¢ each, 6/$2, or 12/$2.50. Published bi-monthly wlth occasional lapses.
i#s 42 and 43, which ! have on hand are fairly typical of this Hugo-nominated faned's
output. Don rambles on about personal matters for a goodly portion of the zine, always
starting off with scie point that he drops for the bulk of his "discourse" and then
atvempts 7o tie neatly In at the end. |1's a game he plays with us and himself, you
see, and like all fannlsh nattering, sometimes works and sometimes doesn't. In #42, he
goes on avdout Amtition, and how his Hugo Nomination fired sald urge within his breast.
As a discourse on one man's views about fan publishing and hls involvement In 11, the
piece is fascinating and excellently done. In #43 he presents a muddled report on his
fussieCon travels which fails both To present the "mood pieca" | think he was striving
tor or a clear picture of Aussiecon or his trip there and back. The opening pages of
This issue, concerning the death of his sister, Polly, perhaps explain at least partially
the reasons for this being an "off" issue. Don writes intens!ly, putting his very soul
on paper, as it were, and one feels that intensity as a striving to communicate. But
“here are times in every person's life when communication is Impossible; #43 was written
during one of those neriods of Don's life | think, and | marvel at the fact that consid-
ering the emotional furmoil he must have teen undergoing, he even tried. | hope for
improvement In #44, not for the zine's sake, but for his.//Running with #43 was GREAT
CXPECTATIONS, a 16pp Paean of Praise towards PHANTASMAGORIA (a graphic arts zine from
former arvists Kenneth Smith) by George Beahm. Excellently done, the article/review/
whatever titillates one's interest in a zine that's normally not heard of In sf fandom.
I''ve never read nor seen it, but this piece impelled me to ask around for some coples

to borrow and they have been promised to me so further word may be heard on this toplc.

Gy .
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VERT-~Gi|. GaieriG16 Beech Ave., Torrance, CA 90501. Mimeo. Available by editorlial

wiim (no trades un'ess prearranged, and not for saije). Irregular, about every six weeks.
Gil, a high school teacher, seems to be golng into fan-pubbing with a vengeance. VERT
is his third fanzine (PHOSPHENE is his personal zine, GUYING GYRE his serconish one),
and would seemingly be partly a personaizine, partly a fan-service zine in nature. In
this first Iscue--Nov 75--he explains why he's publishing it, and mentions the possibl|-
Ity of yet another fanzine; a genzine. (| don't see why it's needed: already he's
editing one, it's only published serially rather than all at once.) He offers to give
exposure ‘tfo wihetever fannish cause you're backing, or project you have going, and offers
Tfo reéview zines if asked. CoAs and other announcements will be handled as well. He's
after communication, so Insists on a LoC or PoC every other issue to remaln on the mail-
ing list-~a bit stiffer than my unrigic requi-ements, but falr enough. The bulk of #1
is given over 1o a series of letters sant to him by Mike Bracken, who has been under-
going several personal fraumas in his young !ife. | don't know how to comment on this
correspondence except to say it's touching and very revealing about the hassles that
can:be tossed 'nto one guy's life when it's just barely started. He runs reviews of
Dahigren and a critique cf critic's practice of attributing qualities to a writer that
he writes about, Insftead of treating them as aspects of 2 story he/she is telling. A
smattering of other letters and a few announcements fill out the Issue. Could bear
watching. Gil is enihusiastic (in spades, doubled), but +o be valuable as a platform
for news and/or announcements, a zine must b: reliable and fairly frequent. Good so far.

KNOCKERS FROM NEPTUNE --Mike and Pat Meara, 61 Borrowash Road, Spondon, Derby DE2 7Qh,
England. Mimeo. Available for Locs or even substantial letters, trades (alt-for-all),
possible contrributions (check with them first), old fanzines and dollar bills...US cur-
rency, | assumz, though it wasn't specifled. | gather the $ Is to purchase other fan-
zines, so Canadian and Australian funds would most likely be acceptable as well. It's
difficuit fo classify KNOCKERS (*ouch® | walked into that one), but it's mainly a pers-
zine, belng written in a dlary-like style. Fanzines recelved, and reviewed brieflyas
well as books, records, films and such are listed on the ToC page, with the page number
where they're iientioned {ndicated. Neat Idea. Neat zine. The Meara's seem |ike the
fannish sort of folk you've always wished would live next door but seldom do. They're
open and friendly and honest, scatter wittisisms and opinions about with abandon, and
put out a damn fine zine. |'d advise you to read it. (Free Reallty Tester with #1)

WINDING NUMBERS --Rancal | Reichardt, 5& #znrose Place, Winnipeg, Manitoba, R2J 1S1, Cana-

da. Mimeo. Available for the usual = )¢ per issue (no subs, please). |'m not cer-
tain whether this could be rightfully c:iled a clubzine or an infant genzine. All ma-
terial in this first issue is written by members of Budding Winnipeg Fandom, but outslde

contriputions are welcome. Randy introduces himself. describes his attempts to get

info on starting up @ ciub, and then turns the zine over to the others, Tony Dalmyn,

Bern Roy, Andris Taskans, Johnston Smith, Stu Gilson (the only famillar name), and Bob
France, who touch on various serconisih topics. The pulps, R.A.H., films,SFaand religion,
Gordy Dickson end Machiveili, and & few other subjects are briefly treated. Though a

bit superficia!, the writing is clear and concise, and WN presents a number of readable
fanwriters as wvell as itself to the world. Looks good, reads good. They've nowhere

to go but up. (But Winnipeg in '88!2?! Now come one fellas, be reasonable!!! You have
to te in fandom for ages before thoughts of a Worldcon can be entertained--just ask the
friendly fannish faces in Kansas City. They'll tell you al! about it...)

DORK-PIZZLE--Carl Bernet, Box 8502, Portland, Oregon 97207. Offset. Available for the
usual (1 assume, that's how |'ve been getting it) or 50¢, $3.50 a year. At first a
quarter-sized rersonalzire, D-P seems headed toward genzine status with it's Increase

In size to stendard 8z x 11 inch pages in #5. Carl's been wearing himself out, pubbing
issues |ike mad on practically a monthly basis. He's funny, serious, intent and flip=
pant by furns--a typical fan. He's gathered some excellent artwork in the short time
he's been publishing. Good Locs, to-the-point reviews, good writing and getting better.



ETERNITY ROAD--Larry Carmody, 118 Lincoln Ave., Mineola, NY, 11501. Offset; avallable

for "the usual" or 3/$1. On hand Is #3 which is apparently quite late and deserving

of the announced "irregular" publishing schedule. ETERNITY ROAD consists mainly of book
reviews written, | guess, by the editor. | can't say that | always agree with hls assess-
ment of the books read--sometimes | wonder if he's really read them at all--but very few

people ever see the same book In the same |ight. Larry glves a brief report on Fantasy
Con, and touches even more briefly on the awards given there in another section. A
slender letter column uses a unique and not particularly successful system for editor
response. Larry's worked at setting up an attractive layout, and once he has his pro-
cedure straightened out, ER should turn into a reasonably good review-zine. | don't
know whether he's looking for contributors, but it could be a place to keep In mind to
send any reviews you mignt have lying around He sprinkles spot illos throughout, and
those done by David Haugh shcow great promise Indeed.

FARRAGO--Donn Brazier, 1455 Fawnvalley Drive, St. Louis, MO 63131. Offset, available

for trade or 3/$2. Donn, never one to use a thing for only one purpose 1f he can think
of another to add to i+, uses thls zine as a vehicle for more ambitious items of fan
fiction, poetry and illustration than his pot-pourri of a zine, TITLE, can carry, as

well have a zine to offer In trade instead of T. ! simply don't read fan fiction unless
I'm enticed to do so by strong personal recommendation of someone whose taste | trust,
and even then, 1t's under duress, so | can't vouch for the quality of the tales in this
first issue. However the articles on criticism read well, and the zine certalnly looks
good, so | imagine the fiction should be good for its type. Donn Introduces his contrib-
utors in the firsi pages of the zine, with photographs as a pleasant additlon to this
seldom-seen practice. 50 pages of material; well done if You care for .fan-written fiction.

DIEHARD--Tony Cvetko, 29415 Parkwood Orive, Wickliffe, OH 44092. Clear repro, but darned
If | can tell by what method it's done. Available for ithe usual, -ar 60¢;,.2/$1. Tony
states that this will be the last Issue for at least two years--usually the kiss of

death for a fanzine, but the option is at least open in this case. The cover, by Taral
Wayne MacDonald, a Canadian fan who's cropping up frequently of late, has it's own ex-
planatory pages: almost a story in itself. Don D'Ammassa adds another chapter to his
contlnuing series of author-studies; this time he regards the three novels of C. M. Korn-
oluth. Mae Strelkov continues with her studies of ancient languages of America, this
time focussing on the Maya-Quiche and the contrasts between their religlous symbolism

and that of Christianity. Brett Cox reviews fanzlnes (RANDOM, OUTWORLDS and SHAMBLES in
my copy, but since |'m missing P 17-18, there may be others). 17 pp of lettercol top

otf the issue. Tony really has avoved into a competent faned since the =arly issues

of his zine--reproduction is excel lent, contents solid and varied, and artwork's good--
and he's relaxed when writing his own portions of the zine as well. Good readling, and
"Il be missing this zine. Hope he does keep his promise and revive it In 2 years...

HUNTING OF THE SNARK--Robert J. R. Whitaker, Box 1148,W] Imington, Delaware 19899. 50¢
or the usual. Offset. An unusual zine, but | can't really say why It strikes me so.
Contents surely fit well within the norms: ediforial, a take-oof (Hey! | like that
typo!lon the Theatre of the Absurd, by Mark Rogers, a by-mail interview done by the edi-
tor with D.G. Compton, and a reprint from Terry Carr's LIGHTHOUSE of an article by Sam-
uel R. Delany done In 1967 that is a sample of Chip's welrd acquaintanceship with the
English language. A satire on the Ballard story THE DROWNED GIANT by Darry! Schweltzer
and a short book review coiumn lead up to a one-page (though extremely reduced type)
lettercolumn. In any case, | had odd sensatlions while reading it; perhaps It was due to
something | ate, but |'d suggest you try a copy and see if you get the same effect. 15
pages of reduced typeface, so those hard-of-seeing, be warned!

And now for something--fwo "somethings', actually--more than a bit out of the ordinary.
The transcript of THE MIMEO MAN published by Moshe Feder and FANHISTORICA, a prospectus-
issue, from JoeD Siclarl and Gary Farber don't qualify as the usual sort of fanzine,

yet both merit more than a mere mention.
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It took nearly six months for Moshe to produce the copy of the fan-version of the old
Broadway hit, "The Music Man", but it was definitely worth the half-yedr's wait. Moshe
presents the script--43 pp worth--and 17 pages of allled material, including a charming
map of the site of the play, Nova City, drawn by Ross Chamberlain; which is offset as

Is Ross's excellent cover. Interior illustrations, including one hand-cut gem, are by
Stu Shiffman, who also contributed a fine back cover to the effort. Everything fits
in this zine; |'ve never seen such a totally "together" fannish job that still maintains

touch with the time-honored mimeo process. Usually productions of this type-are sent
to the printers for offset repro; Moshe chose to show what a good mimeographer can do
with his machine. | mustn't neglect the contents. THE MIMEO MAN began as a fun ldea
based on Meredith Wilson's musical that Aseneth Hammond contributed to the one-shot,
QUO-DAVIS. |t was expanded upon after a multitude of requests by Debbie Notkin and Eli
Cohen (who wrote the first few songs for the one-shot), and then later fully fleshed by
Moshe. All paid strict attention to the origin of their parody, and their care for
detail shows in every line. | haven't seen the play as performed at PgHLANGE and Dis-
Clave, nor have [ heard any witnesses report on it, but if it was done with one-tenth
the flalr and grace of this transcription, it must've been a joy to see! Moshe ran off
only 200 copies of this. Please write to see if he has any left. |It's definitely worth
the $1.35 by-mail price asked. (142-34 Booth Mem. Ave., Flushing, NY 11355)

JoeD Siclarl and Gary Farber's grasp of mimeo techniques may not be as perfect as Moshe's
but the respect they show for their subject--fanzine history--Is just as evident. What
they intend with this "non-issue" is to tease the readers' appetites into coming up with
suggestions for worthwhile articles and pieces Yo reprint from fanzines of Yore. The
premier issue was due out in October (which was when | got this), so | don't know for
sure if it is available; but when and if, the asking price will be 50¢ or the "usual",
which is being expanded to include help in research. This "prospectus™ includes mater-
ial by Joe Kennedy, Redd Boggs, Pat & Dick Lupoff, and brief pieces by the editors. |
hope they do a better job at giving credit to the sources of their maTerlaI—-daflng, In
particular, would be appreciated, but otherwise there's no quarrel with what they're
doing. Mike Gorra often used reprint material in his RANDOM, but this is an entire
fanzine devoted to nothing but reprints, and all of the finest calibre. Write JoeD and
inquire, or better yet, suggest your favorite pieces from the past. (JoeD Stifeilia@is=E0
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FEMINIST BARSOOM TITLES, as rewritten by Burrows Rice Edgar (A Proposal...)

A Prince of Mars . : i

The Earth Person of Mars ((Goddesses of Mars? White Goddesses of Mars?))
The Warperson of Mars

Sidney, Guy of Mars

The Chessperson of Mars

The Mistressmind of ‘Mars

A Fighting Person of Mars

* 3

Synthetic Persons:of Mars
Llana of Gathel **
Jean Cartier of Mars ((Or whatever)

— = OO ~JOVU B WN —
SIM7 o o L e AT | SfL Y dreir * 1) 4

S
ol

*No*e to 8 - This volume, originally The Swords of Mars, proved Intractable to
revision and has been repressed. Market research suggests that a
novel called The Scabbards of Mars won't sell...certalnly not to

the proper audience anyway.
**Note to 10 - This title can stay as it is. Who the hell knows whether "L|ana"
is a Barsoomian masculine or feminine name anyway? Or, after
slogging through nine previous novels, cares?

Then thene's the Marxist newniting of the same ---
. A Czarina of Mars
. The Opiates of the People 0f Mans
. The Capitalist Wanmongern of Mars

. Tanda, Wonken's Herodne of Mans
>3 *Note to 5 - This title, tentatively planned as The Chessmen of Iceland,

has been suppressed, as has the author/translaton]editon

##ﬁ#################ﬁ###############################################################ﬁ#ﬁ####

And perhaps the soft-core porno rewrlflﬁg...7

Q‘GJAQNNN

Thuvia, Wanton of Mars

The Chestmen of Mars ;
The Mistress-Minded Master-Mind of Mars

Gay Blade of Mars

Synthetlic Pleasures of Mars....

....After which Phi| Farmer gets hold of the series and writes | _Still tive
Alivel--John Carter's Apocryphic Life and Apoplectic Readers;J. G. Ballard publishes a
ninety-word novel titled "Why | Want fto Fuck Dejah Thoris" dealing with Vietnam, media,
and egg eroficism; Roger Elwood commissions an abridgement of The Gods of Mars making
the Therns the good guys; R. A. Lafferty accepts the commission and makes them Catholic
as well; a new Star Trek movie has the ENTERPRISE hit a time warp and land In Barscom,
where Kirk, Spock, McCoy, Scotty, Sulu, Chekov, and Uhura all go down in the same
landing party and are captured by Tharks, see, and this female Thark falls for Kirk,
see. .

O oo~ b

: After which, since it's become Trek dreck, no stralght arrow sf fan will ever
read the books again - which won't stop the completist collectors from buying up all
new editions, & the cycle begins agaln...

«...End of Idea Trip...
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WINDYCON 2 Ascot Motel, Chicago, Illinois. October 3-5, '75. Mark and Lynne Aronson,
Chaircouple. Being on the commitee definitely interferes with one's enjoyment of a con.
I haven't the vaguest idea of whether Windycon could be considered bad or gocd. I
dldn't have a particularly good time, but I suppose that's part of the dues cne pays.
The art show was twice as large as last year's and showed a wide variety of material,
ranging from stuffed animals, jewelry to a Strek-oriented terrarium--that much I can
verify...as well as the insufficiencies of the hotel. The function rooms were too small,
the thronging areas non-existant, the lodgings inadequate in size, construction and
sound-proofing--but the Ascot did have a decent bar, though that was about the only
redeeming trait they did have. My main impression of the weekend was overcrowding--

too many people in too small a facility. We ate outside the hotel in the most part--
the Greek Isles with Mike and Carol Resnick and John Guidry on Friday night, and the
Casbah with Jon, Joni and Deb Stopa, Tome Rose, Applesusan, Bob Tucker, my Mom, Midge
Reitan, Larry Propp and Karen H. from Mpls, and a few others whose names I've forgotten
at this late date. Saturday night was the only time I got to party, having spent all

of Friday #7dfif¢ working on art-show set-up and cataloging until past one in the morn-
ing. Even after the last of the sheets were run off the mimeo, all I did was move to

a chair about three feet away and play bridge for a few hours until I couldn't keep

my eyes open any longer. Yale Edeiken and Ted Pauls were desperate indeed for playing
partners, and seemed willing to capture any moving thing that claimed the remotest fami-
liarity with bridge, and at that time I was Just barely moving. We held the dreaded ;
faned panel, which underwent a last-minute change in plans (read that as Revolution,
since the panel--Ben Solon, Bill Bowers, Buck and Juanita Coulson, Mike Glicksohn and
myself--decided over warm-up drinks in the bar that we didn't care for the proposed
set-up) and suffered from a lack of audience response. I was scared stiff to be SERGESIY IR =
up front with such Worthies, but seeing Glicksohn and Bowers appear equally nervous :
fielped mollify things somehow. Nothing like having a fellow-sufferer around to share
the misery! Dinner took so long at the Casbah that we missed the Masquerade, coming

in at the awarding of the prizes, so except for a sort of review of Aussiecon slides, I
saw none of the program. It helped to unwind in Leigh Couch's room after the auction
wes over, but I unwound a bit too much and suffered for it the next day. For once I
stayed relatively put; Leigh and Midge Reitan's were the only parties I visited, but
what I lost in variety I made up for in intensity. Those hours were the only relaxation
I had the entire weekend. Didn't get to talk to many out-of-towners. Saw for too

brief a time people like Sam Long, Lloyd Biggle and Ro Nagy, but my mind wasn't really
present, only the corpus. No, leave others to report on Windycon, I was too busy to

See e -

ICON Ironmen Inn, Iowa City (Coralville)9 Iowa. Greg Frost, Chairman. On the other
hand, Icon was ideal. Small, fannish, with scads of parties, skinny-dipping in the pool
(not me, I hasten to add, but Tucker took his baptisimal swim), bridge games, laughs,
serious talk, drinking, smoking, smoffing, snogging, singing---all the things that go
into a really fine con. You'll note my careful avoidance of matters like Program.

Well, even there, Icon excelled. The only items I saw were ahilarious skit put on by
four extremely talented and multi-faceted fen from the local SFLIS, the masquerade which
was well-run and had some terrific costumes (Chuck Holst from Mpls really outdid himself
as a High Priest Of Lankhamar (sp?), and his lady Jennie Brown was stunning as a Cord-
wainer Smith "Bird". Joni Stopa should've won something for her Instant Costume, con-
structed of garbage bags and a facial masque, but they didn't have =a category that would
have fit. An excellent werewolf costume was shown, as was a "Gort" from THE DAY THE
EARTH STOOD STILL --and that's a damn long parenthetical statement, ain't it?), and a



small piece of the Sf in Acadamia dissertation/rap by Ivor Rogers. But I overheard
many glowing comments about the convention's panels and Roger Zelazny's reading, and
assume that the committee planned well indeed. In fact, I didn't hear a single gripe,
so they should feel proud indeed! I had ridden to the con with Midge Reitan and Lynn
Christopher, in Jim Hansen's car, and since the other femmefans didn't get off work
until late Friday night, we couldn't get to Coralville until nearly midnight. The par-
ties were in full swing by then, and we simply dived right in and Enjoyed. There were
few room parties as such, but nearly everyone had the door open to their room at one
time or another, and fans wandered about, congregating here, there and everywhere in
small groups of eight or so, with occasional larger clumpings containing a couple dozen.
It gave the entire motel complex the feel of one giant, far-flung party, with everyone
relating to everyone else. There was a great deal of drinking and smoking going on,

so the spirits were higher than normal for a Friday night. Only one case of obnoxious-
ness from overindulgence occured though, and that one caved in fairly early, so the
total impression was one of ghood fellowship that carried over the entire weekend. I
slept late Saturday and spent the afternoon hours roaming about, talking to this person
and that, kibitzing a bridge game on the con-floor, and in general, gathering my forces
for the evening. Joni Stopa asked Midge, Chris and I to come to her room and help out
with the costume she planned to wear to the masquerade (I contributed the propellor
blade for her Plastic Fan), and as the time approached for the start of the show, we
went downstairs to the motel's restaurant for dinner. Joni had called ahead for our
order, but the message had gotten lost between clerk and kitchen, so she and Bill Fess-
elmeyer--who also had to finish costuming--had just a bowl for soup to eat while Jon,
Midge, Chris and I garbaged up on some excellent food. (They made up for it by going
out after the con to another eatery across the highway from us, and from all reports,
had an equally enjoying chow.) After the Masquerade, Midge, Jim Hansen, Lynn and i were
holding a room party, so we scurried down to tidy up. The party went well, but around
one a.m. or so I could barely keep my eyes open any longer, so borrowed Lynn's room

key to grab an hour's shut-eye (a practical way of keeping one's energies up for a hard
night's partying, and which I recommend). The filk-singing room was right nex-door and
though I had my doubt about getting to sleep at all, the music proved soothing indeed.
(The next day Bob Passovoy apologized for any noise they may have made and I said it
was quite pleasant being lullabied to sleep by Gordy Dickson.) Yale Edeiken and Joel
Lessinger came by, looking for someone to play Reject (an ersatz version of bridge) and
since by then--3:30 or so in the morning--the parties were beginning to wind down, I
joined them and Bill Fesselmeyer in the trek to Yale's room (the lucky stiff had an
actual bridge table in his room instead of the chintzy little lamp tables everyone else
was stuck with). Passing the pool, we did a double take on seeing some nude bodies on
the sidelines, so we naturally wandered in for a look-see. Bill thought skinny-dipping
much more appealing than cards, so we recruited Jim Furstenberg, an addition to the
Chicago group, and left the water-freaks to their cavorting. The pool party evolved
into a sizable gathering, with estimates ranging from 12 to 30 in attendance. Even
Tucker took the plunge, losing his virginity to planes and buff-bathing in the same
year! We played cards until seven or so in the morning (Furstenberg faded around five,
but Fesselmeyer had returned by then, so the Game continued unabated). Then Joel, Bill
and I went to the restaurant for breakfast before finally surrendering to shut-eye for
a couple of hours before check-out time. In all, a highly satisfying evening--talking
with friends, playing cards, and co-hosting a party. What more could a Trufan ask?
Icon was definitely one of the Good Uns (copyright, Rusty Hevelin) and we hope they do
it all again next year. However, keep all the praise under your hats. We don't want
attendance swelling past the 200 mark next year. Somehow I don't think it would be

the same if a mob showed up; for one thing, the motel couldn't manage it!

CHAMBANACON 5 Ramada Inn, Champaign, Illinois. November 28-30, 1975 Jim Hansen and
Penny Tegan, Chairpeeople. 'Chambanacon is always on Wally and my Must List, and this
year, since I was Fan GoH, there was even more reason to attend. We had intended to go
down early, since Wally got the day off, surprisingly, but so many last-minute things

S22



cropped up that we didn't get down there until six-thirty in the evening. Jim Hansen
and Rusty Hevelin greeted us in the lobby, and after exchanging hugs, kisses and beard-
pats and signing the register, Jim showed us to our room on the con floor. Martha and
ny Mom came in while we were unpacking our stuff, and I got to say hello to Buck and
Juanita and Bruce Coulson and to Jodie Offutt before we Jjoined a small group for supper
at the pancake house next door. I'd been upset at the thought of acting as Fan GoH for
quite some tirc, but soon learned there was nothing to it. No one paid the slightest
bit of attention to me--oxcept for my friends. Martha pulled back my seat in the res-
taurant and took my coat, as a start to the Royal treatment she gave me all weekend.

We had one of those long, skinny tables that made communication difficult, so wound up
with two groups at one table, with slight overlapping being done by those in the middle
as the conversational ball got kicked around. Once back in the motel, I was able to
register, since Penny and her husband Al had returned from their supper in the meanwhile.
Friday night parties were fairly quiet, with most acvivity taking place on the large
open area in front of the c¢levators (and onto which osur room opened). Mark and Lynne
Aronson held a Whatchacallit (the potato pancake which is traditionally served at the
beginning of Hannu%ah) Party, and the smeil of Tfrying pancakes soon filled the entire
floor, turning fannish stomachs into growling beasts. Phyllis Eisenstein taught several
PhfhErd goyen how to play a gambling game with the Dreidel, and soon was raking in the
fruits of her labors. A few non-gambling versions of the game were started up with the
extra tops, and the room became more or less the focus for the night's festivities. Rick
Gellman and Louie Spooner asked Martha, Jim, Karen Anderson and I into the Art Show room,
where they were acting as security, and showed me a Secret they and Joni Stopa had been
keeping from me. Joni had bought a stippled drawing I'd done at one of the cons last
year, and Rick and Louie had had it printed on postcards, along with a drawing done by
Tom Rose, their daughter Deb's friend,and brought the newly printed products to the con.
I had the dubious pleasure of signing a few copies (now there's an odd feeling for you)
and got several copies for myself as a gift. Thanks Rick and Louie; thanks (I think)
Joni. I only wish it were a better drawing... Saturday noon "dawned" and another day
of con continued. I caught the pro panel, where Gordy Dickson and Joe Haldeman began
and vere joined by Phyllis FEisenstein and Roland Green; talking mostly about misadven-
tures en rcute to the publishers. Andy offutt then gave a reading of a novel-in-prog-
ress (part of which I'd scanned while visiting their house in October) the second in a
series of Cormac Mac Art stories, based on Howard's character (but which andy has taken
as his very own, heart and soul). He usually reads a light-hearted short story, but
this novel is deep and dark and forboding with much Majick and Eerie Happenings, and

was a nice change of pace. After the reading we watched the auction for awhile (Bob
Passovoy is rapidly becoming the area’'s Top Pitchmen, perhaps relating to his Discon
Costume as Kikcha the Medicine Man) tefore a final look-see about the con floor prepa-
tory to Clean-Up Time for the Banquet. A small group of us, Midge, Gay Haldeman and
Joe, Lyan Christopher, one of the Iowa City femmefans (whose name refuses to stick in
ny memory), ard I retired to Joe and Gay's room for awhile, joined later on by Jim Han-
sen and Rusty Fevelin. Though it was a nice, quiet place to sit and chat, there was a
deeper purpose to our moving there; a certain predatory female was giving Joe the shiv-
ering fits, and he felt his room was a reasonably safe haven--for awhile at least. (The
chase became The tovic of fun for the weckend; Chambanacon seems to have one table-turn-
ing femme each year, and tnis time it was Joe who was The Target. I don't think he
enjoyed the switch at all.) After returning to our room to shower and dress, I swal-
lowed by again-building nervousness and went to the Banquet, derending on Wally to hold
me up. As usual Jim had set up a sumptuous feast for the con; rolled breasts of chicken,
baked pork loin, and french-fried shrimp, with all the goodies that go with them. The
head table (I learned) had a tradition of having wine served with their meal. I'm not
fond of dry wines, but at the time I would've dirunk anything to steady my nerves. The
food was good, the table chatter interesting, and Iwas feeling rather mellow by the time
the speeches came around. Jim did his Introductory bit, pointing out the various fen
and pros in the audience, and making general comments and announcements, and then, sud-
denly, it was my turn. I'd dreaded this moment for months. I got up, an idea about
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relating the various anniversaries one celebrates on a trip through fandom, and got
about halfway through it when my eyes caught Martha's face, beaming and tear-marked,

and I simply froze. Andy had offered his hand for security, but even his grip couldn't
bring back my chain of thought. I mumbled something (ghod alone knows what) and fled
back to seat. A moment or two, after the shakes subsided, I felt really light-hearted.
[t Was Over; my responsibilities--the few there were-as GoH were done. I could settle
down and enjoy myself from then on. Andy then gave a talk, tying in with his corres-
pondence--a con tradition--on Effective Writing, a short, often funny, How-I-Do-It rap
on getting things accomplished via letters. He explained how one letter helped alter
the late-night movie commercial breaks in his area, related a less successful but still
helpful series of letters between him and a certain Nameless Publisher, and wound up
with the capper: an announcement that his name which appeared on the SF-EXPO ads was
there in error. He had been told the exposition was slated for the July U4th weekend,
would not shun Midwestcon for the NY spectacular. (Unfortunately, he'd taken the wrong
letter from his files, so couldn't quote verbatim, but the essence was there.) I guess
it was about the best news I'd heard in quite awhile. The Banquet speechifying came to
an end, and ve all went our seperate ways; Wally and I and a bunch of others to our room,
so we could carry various potables down the hall to Ben Solon's room for the Birtha-
versary Party. Even though Leigh Couch and Bob Tucker couldn't bethere (Leigh because
of family illness, Tucker because of the flu) The Party would continue. Wally ran out
and bought a birthday cake and a tube of frosting so I could add the "Anni-" part--making
this the first AnniBirthday party at Chambanacon instead of the third Birthversary fete,
and Ben had offered his room as a quieter place to hold it in (since so many people are
involved in the celebrant group, we have to make it invitational to have enough room

for guests. I frown on Closed Door parties, and we like to keep that part of it short
and sweet, in order to open the party as quickly as possible). Jodie Offutt was the
tirthday gal all by herself (though we'd propped up drawings I'd done of Leigh and Tuck-
er--1'd done for each of the celebrants as a sort of present--in one corner and toasted
them frequently through the night) and Bob and Anne Passovoy and Wally and I shared our
spot as Anniversary couple. Doug Rice later came in and got the last piece of cake when
he revealed that December 1lst was his birthday--welcome to the group, Doug! Now we are
eight! Awhile later, when the crowd thinned out to only a few, we moved everything
back to our room and opened the doors so people could drift in and out all night long.
Literally. Wally, for the first time, mananged to stay up until the sun rose, and only
folded a short while before Midge, Bill :'‘esselmeyer, Ben Solon and I trotted to Uncle
John's for breakfast. I slept til one on Sunday, and got to say goodbye to all those
poor souls who had to leave early. Wally, while cleaning his new metal-rimmed glasses,
dropped a lens, and our plans for the evening underwent rapid revisal. Wally had to go
to work Sunday night, so we knew he'd have to leave relatively early, but since he was
now unable to drive, he had to leave even earlier, with Mom and Martha. Instead of grab-
bing a ride home with Jim Hansen on his way to Ann Arbor, I'd drive our car back. It
was with heavy heart we parted in the lobby. Though unable to explain just why we feel
as strongly about this con as we do, we feel even more strongly about the after-con
gathering, and really felt glum about his having to depart so soon. I changed into my
swim suit and went to the pool to perk up my spirits. Penny and Al and baby Rowen were
in the pool, and andy and Jodie soon came down as well. We splashed around the pool
and soaked up the warm waters in the hydro-pool, rehashing the con and letting all our
tensons fade away. There'd be dinner later, a small Dead Dog party too, but this was
one of the nicest parts of the weekend, floating and talking and just being. Nice.
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ERIC LINDSAY (Sept. 10, '75) Dilemma 8 arrived a few days ago, while everyone
6 Hilicrest Ave. in Australia was still recovering from Aussiecon--you didn't really
Faulconbridge, NSW expect a fast response at this time, did you? I was interested in
2776 AUSTRALIA your comments on Marcon and the reasons for a con committee doing

a con (I'd always thought it was temporary insanity, or force of
circumstances, as it has been on the two times I've been involved with running a con:
once when the people who organized it were unable to attend at the last minute due to
family problems, so I had to take over as mc & general organiser, and at Aussiecon,
where the ConCom decided I was arranging the auction, but didn't tell me about it until
a month before). My own opinion is like yours--tell the hotel anything, but keep the
parties! (I must say the Southern Cross was pretty good about the con as far as I
could see.)

andy offutt and the patriotism issue interested me, and my reaction is perhaps
not what you would expect from those articles in GEG. ©Some people have the idea that
I am rabidly anti-American, whereas in fact I thought it one of the pleasant places I
have been to. I deplored things like PanAm showing a musical comedy, "1776", on the
way over, because I happen to think that the Decl. of Independence is a fine, workable
general policy for running a nation (well ok, the majority if it is an attempt to pla-
cate the English Parliament by blaming the monarchy for all the colonies' problems,
but the political philosophy, based on Locke, is what I'm specifically refering to).

I care enough to complain when I think those ideals are being thrown away. That sort
of thing is unpopular among the flag wavers, since they would prefer the symbol without
the actuality. If you find out who is going to publish andy's speech, please let me
know; I'd like to read it.

RoyTac's letter: Tucker has promised a trip report, which means a Le Zombie, and
it seems to me this would be in a good position to win "the most delayed fanzine" award.

The con here reminded me so much of Torcon and after that I decided I simply had
to come to MinAmeriCon in 76--so I'm hard at work, declining to buy books, working out
costs, and so on. I will be able to make it, assuming the time off work is okay, but
I'm not sure for how long a period. Robin Johnson is leading a 21 day group trip, but
that is too short and organised. I think I can get a 45 day ticket within reason, and
a three month one, with 3 weeks in Europe is possible, but very unlikely.

Did I mention the minicon at my place after Aussiecon? Ended up with 4O fans
here at different times over the 4 days-~Tucker, Rusty, Mike, Sheryl, Susan Wood and
John Berry, Ned Brooks, Don Thompson, and all the fans I normally write to in fact.
Good times... ;

Well, not quite all the fans you normally write to--unless you counted me
present in spirit.//Hope to see you again next summer (or this swmmer, con-
sidering how long it takes you to get an issue of D) and I will of course
expect you to stop over in Chicago again. The best time to make additional
cons, as you asked in your letter, is probably just before Worldcon, since
most fans sort of retreat into post Worldcon Catatonia for the month of
September. Windycon kicks off October, and then you have one each weekend
wntil nearly Christmas-~but that one-month dry spell is a bit much.//I don't



recall just who it was who asked to print andy's speech at KKK; maybe if I
mention i1t here, I'll get an answer from Jodie--my memory's so lousy I for-
got to ask her last weekend at Chambanacon.//Well, since Le Zombie's announc-
ed schedule is '"whenever a zombie awakens", it may not qualify as being most
delayed. It could be the promptest of zines, for all I know...

DON D'AMMASSA (Oct. 16, '75) I suspect that the Mayaguez incident, and
19 Angell Drive andy offutt's speech, are going to be talked about for a
East Providence, Rl 02914 1long time. I confess to being of two minds about it. Many
of the people outraged at the US action are just being bi-
goted; there's a tendency for many leftists in this country to believe that the US
cannot do anything right in foreign policy. That's why we have so many people with
good things to say about Castro, despite the fact that he's one of the most oppressive
dictators in the world today. Some people believe that in any disagreement between
the US and someone else, the US is always wrong. There are some circumstances in which
it is necessary, even desirable, to intervene militarily in other parts of the world.
Monroe's (or was it Madison?) war against the pirates in Tripoli, for example. The
Cambodians who captured the Mayaguez were obviously pirates, and I have no sympathy
for them whatsoever.

On the other hand, I think the form US intervention took was unwise. The straf-
ings of fuel depots on the mainland obviously had nothing to do with recapturing the
ship or releasing its crew; it was just a chance to bloody the nose of someone we didn't
like. It was clear even then that there was no central authority functioning in Cam-
bodia, and the ship's capture could by no means have been construed to be necessarilly
a matter of government policy. If a group of overzealous Coast Guardsmen had seized
the crew of a Mexican fishing vessel off our own coast, we might accept the interven-
tion of a Mexican warship against the Coast Guard vessel involved, but certainly would
not consider that justification for a Mexican airstrike against Los Angeles. On top of
that, the military operation appears, from this distance, to have been hopelessiy inept.
Rather than wait for better intelligence, we attacked the wrong island and lost as many
lives as we rescued. We all know why such precipitous action was taken; the US was
looking for an excuse to save face, to prove that we wouldn't let ourselves be pushed
around. It had little to do with recuing the crewmen.

Marty Helgesen's letter mentions that agnostics should feel compelled to discover
whether or not there is a god, because that is important. I disagree. I'm an agnostic,
and I don't feel the issue is particularly important. There is no conclusive evidence
in either direction, so it becomes a matter of faith, not reason. A difference which
mekes no difference is no difference. It doesn’t matter whether there is a God, only
whether of not we believe there is a God. :

From this distance it is easy to see that there were several mismanaged
aspects to the rescuz of the Mayaguez's crew, but at the time of andy's
speech, not all the facts were known. The primary fact is that we did go
in there and get those crewmen out. Certainly it was.a face-saving gesture,
and as such, it served its purpose well. US morgle was at a low ebb then,
and though it's still not at a peak, it is healthier than before, and the
rescue mission helped in part to raise it. The details such as the bombing
of the mainland hadn't been disseminated widely back in May, nor do I feel
them particularly important to the crux of the matter. When the world, and
many of our own people, thought we were running with our tail between our
legs (whether it was a legitimate image or not), an act of piracy was com-
mitted, and we took irmmediate, effective--though costly--action. That the
price was more than we would have liked to pay, or that incidental goof-ups
occured, is and was beside the point. At least the lives that were lost
were done so in an attempt to act positively rather than through hands-
holding inaction; which was certainly a distinct possibility considering
the then state of affairs in Cambodia.
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"Try it once, you're a connoisseuer; do it again, you're a pervert.'" --- Dean Grennell
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ROD SNYDER (Undated) Your talk on cons was interesting for me, an Inexperienced
3600 Ripple Creek One. Nope, never been to one. And the more I hear of 'em, well...
Austin, TX 78746  you know. Texas seems to be sedate when it comes to cons, as far

: as I know. There are a handful of relatively big comic cons every
year (and out of reach in my car-less state), but I've yet to hear of anyone talk of
any sizable sf fan gathering in the three months I‘ve been into sf fandom.

D 8's other luring feature to this reader was Dave Locke's letter/article on his
being an agnostic. This came at an opportune time for me.- I'm one of tnose who've
been brought up in a Christian family, and have Just now begun to silently rebel
against their adopted religion in earnest. At first I was quite cautious about ques-
tioning something that had been so ingrained into my moral fiber. I'd been expldring
other philosophies very lightly, and it suddenly struck me that all this was illogical!

I'd call it a psychological crutch, this whole Christianity bit, I said to myself
--until T learned that the phrase was already clichéd. So lately I've been wandering
around mentally interrogating myself about my new outlook, and Dave's article helped
me sort a few things out, since he gives a clear view of Just what an agnostic thinks
-about religion. Believe it or not, I've never felt in a position to ask any purported
atheist or agnostic what he thought of Christianity or any other faith. All I know is
that something is definitely wrong when I see many kids my age spouting condescending
theories at littler Sunday School kids, speculating recklessly on their own, self-
adopted Rules for Prayer and similar Golden Rules for Knowledge and getting Blue Stars
on your Celestial Report Card. The whole rig is too hodge-podge. Unorganized, in an
undermining fashion. There are too many preachers, if anything, and not enough souls
to preach to. I can't think of any other reason why Christianity should have so many
denominations. If everyone is going to exploit his own Divine Ideas, why bother with
a Church at all? Now I can dig flexibility, but that of Christianity is detrimental
to their whole trip.

In #9, "New Age?" was of interest. Sounds like this extravaganza you mention
will end up like the Julycon in NY or the San Diego con, both for comic fans. I haven't
been to either, but the similarities in what I've heard are there. I'm for less exclu-
siveness at cons myself, but it seems to me that a helluva lotta faanish flavor would
be missing at such a spectacle; too much for me to bother trying to go.

I think your letter points out one reason for running ‘old hat’ things like
discussions on religion again: there are always new people coming in who
haven't heard or read much on these topics. If fandom were static—-and thank
ghod it isn't!--it would be a different matter entirely.//Denis Quane, the
onliest fan in Ccmmerce, Texas, says the same thing; the Lone Star State is
damn lonely when it comes to cons. He has to roam pretty far afield to reach
the ones he does, and they'd be impossible for a carless fan to get to...

STVEN CARLBERG (Oct. 14, '75) "Trouble is, so few Christians pay the least
4315 West Alabama #4 bit of attention to Christ's teachings!" *¥sigh* Jackie,

Houston, TX 77027 do you really believe that, or was it just something you said
' for effect? Examine what you're saying and what you're meaning
oy aEat8 :

Now listen. People from all walks of life (as they say in Bridgeport) become
Christians. Some of them are pretty smart. Some of them are pretty dumb. And, as
they also say in Bridgeport, "Everybody talking about heaven ain't going there." You
have a lot of social types and other non--believers mixed into almost any fair-sized or
better group of Christians. Now out of this group, you're going to have some people
who know the general drift of Christ's teachings--in fact, given today's distribution
of information, just about all these people know the general drift of Christ's teach-
ings. (Even non-Christians in America are more likely than not to know the general
drift of Christ's teachings.) Now, of this group of informed people, some are going
to consciously disagree with or rebel against some part or parts of Christ's teaching.
Some are going to make an honest attempt to follow the teaching and just be too dumb
to get it all right. Some are going to be led astray enough by mundac (as opposed to
ecclasiac, I suppose) that they'll follow some of the teaching while failing in other



areas. Some are going to subvert it consciously to suit their own purposes (~see:
political propaganda). Some are going to get it wrong other ways.

But the really important thing is, that deep within that morass of people who
may bear some outward resemblance to Christians, there are some who make the honest
effort to understand Christ's teachings and act on them, in complete sincerity.

Compare this array of "Christians", if you will, to some other group of people
whose activity centers around some belief. I might suggest you look at the "Americans"
around you and see vwhether a proportionate number of people bearing that particular
designation aren't just as hypocritical, misguided, and generally pathetic about what
they're doing as any bunch of Christians you ever saw.

I guess the point I'm trying to make is that there are intelligent, reasonable,
sincere Christians. Generalities of the "Trouble is, so few Christians...” variety
are unfair to the people at the core of these clouds of church-goers and street-shout-
ers. (By way of comparison, you might think how unfair it would be to the people at
the core of these clouds of con-goers and tret-children to say something like "Trouble
is, so few fans actually know anything at all about science fiction!') Certainly there
are legitimate criticisis to be made of the people who make Christianity today look as
though it's composed in the main of nuts and dolts; but I think it behooves us, as a
courteous sort of pseople, to leave those criticisms to be made by the people to whom
constructive change in that area is vitally important--—the true Christians themselves.

Fair's fair, after all. When was the last time you heard a priest complain that
the Worldcons are being overrun by fringefans?

Indeed, fair is fair. It was the pastor who clucked over the failings of
atheists and agnostics that triggered this all--not the other way around.//
I stand by what I said, and tt seems to me that with your comments of '"cores
within clouds” and "some within that morass', you buttress my very point.
Whether by design on their part or on others, whether by ignorance or malice,
most Christians do not behave as Christ taught that his followers should.
It is that fact that is insulting to the True Christians, not the fact that
I should notice. (I could also say, by analogy, that the trekkies are insult-
ing to fandom, not the fact that some people point to them and laugh at us...
but I wouldn't be so crass.//Yes, Americans--the bulk of them the self-same
hypocritical Christians I sigh over--are pretty pathetic; but at least, as
Americans, they are not required to believe and practice a certain philos-
ophy as is required of Believers in a particular religion. ALl a citizen
of this country has to do is be born here or swear allegiance, if he's born
in another country: nothing impells him to adopt a particular set of moral
etandards.//By the way, you'd be surprised at how many would agree with your
"Trouble 18 so few fans..." jape. RoyTackett, for one, unless I'm mistaken.

STEVE BEATTY (Nov. 29, '75) 1'u enjoying the discussions in Dilemma even
1662 Coliege Terr. Dr. though I haven't beein taking part. (I am going through a sev-
Murray, KY 42071 ere Comment Shortage and have to ration my locs.)

RE: faith in Christianity depending on (1) the hisori-
city of Christ and {2) the inspiration of the scriptures. Few serious historians
doubt the existance of & man. in - first century Palestine, called Jesus, who had a
group of disciples. If there were no such person, the gospels and letters purporting
to describe his life and teachings would ot have been accepted or propagated in the
land where he supposedly lived. Or, if you are unsure of the dates assigned to the
composition of the New Testement (50-60 for some of the Pauline letters), there are
some references in Josephus. The more widely known and more favorable has recently
been called a later interpolation by some scholars, because an old manuscript was dis-
covered that did not contair it. But the other one has not been doubted, and it does
not sound like what a pious forger woula write:

"((The high priest)) assembled = council of judges and brought before it
the brother of Jesus the so-called Christ, whose name was James, together
with some others, and having accused them as lawbreakers, he delivered
them over to be stoned.'--Antiquities of the Jews, 20.9.1.

$hdea.



You list belief in the divine inspiration of the Bible as a precondition for belief

in Christianity. I .am not sure I agree. Assume that the New Testement was written
in the first century and transmitted as accurately as humanly possible. Given that
the New Testement was written and accepted in the first century and that much of it
was circulated orally even before it was written, could the apostles have successfully
claimed the Resurrection in Jerusalem if there had not been, in fact, an empty tomb?
If the Jewish priests or the Roman government could have gone to the tomb and said,
"Here is Jesus' body; he didn't rise from the dead," then they would have done so,
because it was in their own best interests. But there is not the slightest trace that
this was ever done. All the early arguements against Christianity suggest alternate
explanations for the empty tomb.

If one accepts that the New Testement was written in the first century by people
who carefully wrote what they had seen and heard, and was preserved as carefully as
we know it has been, then how important is the question of whether or not it was divin-
ly inspired and preserved verbatim? I'm not sure. It would provide a way to avoid
awkward questions like "Was Jonah reelly swallowed by a fish?" or "Why did God send
a bear to kill the children who trusted Elisha?'" Someone <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>