
May I be kicked by little red spiders if this isn’t volume 36, 
number 3, FAPA number 136, and whole number 142 of Horizons. It 
is equally probable that this is the May, 1975, issue. Harry Warn
er, Jr., 423 Summit Avenue, Hagerstown, Maryland, 21740, U.S.A., 
is not suffering from an identity crisis, so he’s the editor and 
does most of the writing. The Coulson publishing empire accomp
lishes the production. .

In the Beginning

The 'Fantasy Amateur: Like the other references in these mailing 
comments, it’s the issue in the November mailing that is up for 
attention. The mailing is again taking a long time on its trans
continental journey. ’’ Is there any hope of chronicling matters 
of FAPA business that have never been reported during recent con
fusion? . A future FAPA historian, for instance., Will find no of
ficial announcement ■ on how the Trimbles retained-membership. 
Horizons: I was looking through some old FAPA mailings and veri
fied my disbelief about D. B. Thompson as the Sage of St. Pete. It 
was the Sage of Salt Creek, a title he coined while living.near 
that rivulet in Louisiana. ” Meanwhile, if anyone else is 
tempted to join Chuck Hansen and Don Markstein in expressions of 
doubt about my galloping mental and physical decay, he should’’® been 
convinced of the truth when he read this issue. I thought I was 
proofreading it, but a dizzying quantity of mistakes went unnoticed 
until I saw a completed copy. I also caught another factual goof, 
in the Discon report, involving my meeting with Pete Weston, but it 
doesn’t seem important enough to try to straighten out. If I’d 
waited a while before writing the conreport, I could have.included 
an odd conclusion. I’d felt unnecessary concern over losing my 
wallet or being robbed or something, so I’d hidden a blank check 
here and there in my luggage and on my person. It was a month aft
er the Discon that I finally tracked down the last of these, so 
thoroughly had I achieved inconspicuous places for such emergency 
help. Of course, it was unnecessary because I’m sure I could have 
borrowed bus fare home, even if I’d lost everything to thieves, 
from this or that friend at the worldcon. Amor: .And what I regret 
most, about having returned home early, was my failure to see. Sus
an’s face when she won the Hugo. She looked so happy all during 
the. con and I can’t imagine what she could have done to look extra
pleased over that accomplishment. Diaspar: lust think, if fandom 
were television, TV Guide would write a snotty editorial over.the 
foolishness of introducing a whole series of new fans named Mike 
Gsomething. Instead, the magazine had to settle for. some snotty 
words about the popularity of K as the first letter in the names of 
the newest detectives. ’* I hope Terry has stashed away a hundred 
extra copies of this issue. They will acquire immense value in a 
few more years when Fritz Leiber has become an author as ardently 
collected as HPL and suddenly a collector discovers the existence 
of an otherwise unpublished Leiber story in a 1974 issue of a fan
zine. Aside from that, it’s such a good little story that I’d 
like a chance to read a lot of mundane fiction by the same author. 
I can’t remember hearing that he has sold much non-fantasy fiction. 
Fandiary and FAPA Comments: As a smalltown hick, I didn’t know 
about this video contact with tellers at big city banks and I can’t 
decide if it’s done that way for efficiency or to discourage bank 
robbers. It’s just as well I don’t need to cope with this system, 
because I havai’t dared yet to try to use the little card which
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is supposed to enable me to make deposits and pay utility bills 
and make small withdrawals at an unmanned drive-up outpost of my 

-•bank. It looks awfully complicated. Besides, the mechanism must
be unfamiliar with Hagerstown, or it would understand that I’m too 
miserly to withdraw anything from a bank account, once I’ve put it 
in. ’* If every shortwave radio is supposed to pick up Radio 
Moscow, what’s the social status of a television Set which picks 
up a cable transmission when its owner doesn’t subscribe to cable 
service? I recently discovered that I can see on channel six, when 
my antenna is rotated in a certain direction, the weather instru
ments and advertisements which the cable provides on that channel, 
not clearly but quite visibly. The cable runs past my house on my 

' side of the street and it’s connected to the apartment house on
one side o,f me, so maybe there’s a leak in the insulation or some- 
■thing. Moonshine: I’m too lazy to dig out the fan history notes 
and find the source of what I wrote about Ten’s first encounter 
with NFFF. But it was probably a case of his neofan status. The 
organization began as something meant primarily for active fans, 
and I seem to remenber a scheme someone or other proposed which 
would lave set dues on the basis of a person’s activities, just as 
the people who own the most land pay the greatest share toward the 
community’s operations via property taxes. ’’ No way Horizons is 
going to run fifty pages per issue while I’m receiving fifty or 
more pounds of fanzines which need Iocs every three months. Be
sides, I use four-hole stencils which still come two dozen to the 
box, as I discovered today when Monky Ward finally filled my ord
er. I’d been waiting for the stencils so I .could start work on 
this issue, whereupon I discovered when putting the new arrivals 
away that I had another quire on hand I’d forgotten about. After 
that I listened to the Nile Scene from Aida on records, and could 
think only about the way my house has become the Senile Scene. 
Damballa; I’m on Chuck’s side, about sacrificing for his mother. 
However logical Speer’s advice may sound, most of us have dozens 
or hundreds of generations behind us during which family duties 
were a way of life. I’m convinced that such things form some kind 
of very real inheritance in the modern individual. Even if he con
sciously rejects the necessity to obey all ten commandments, his 
subconscious may very possibly avenge a neglected parent later on.

' ’’ I didn’t find it necessary to stop and take notes frequently 
on the Discon for the conreport two issues ago. Each night just 
before going to bed I jotted down the fects I’d obtained during 
that day for fan history purposes. While I was at it, I jotted 
along with this information some names and figures and other keys 
to help me remember episodes in case I wanted to do a conreport. 
If I separated the latter notes from the others, they would prob
ably all fit on a single sheet of paper. They supplied nudges for 
perhaps half the conreport, and the rest came straight from memo
ry. ’’ Maybe piano-playing has helped me to cut stencils evenly. 
I’ve never had any trouble with weaker blows from the shorter 
fingers on this acoustic typewriter. ’’ I received a British 
fanzine which established a new travel time record: just six months 
from postmark to arrival. The true international apa will be the 
world’s first apa with annual mailings,' if it’s to work at all.
’’ A drug store patent medicine called Marezine gave me complete 
protection against airsickness when I took my first flights to the 
Noreascon, and' there can’t be many people more nervous than I was 
before those first flights. Bete Noire: What would have been the
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odds, I wonder, that the same FARA mailing would contain extensive 
conreports by the two numbers who never write conreports, and that 
they would involve worldcons a decade apart, to boot? When I .real
ized what Redd had put into this issue, I began to assemble a quan
tity of adjectives and adverbs suitable to express my displeasure. 
But then when I read it I decided that if the whole sorry mess had 
to be brought up again at all, this was about the best way to do 
.it. I see no reason why Walter Breen should be embarrassed at this 
late date. On the other hand, younger fans who theoretically have

■no way of hearing about the Baycon exclusion somehow hear about it 
and ask questions and this publication might serve the same purpose 
I’ve striven to accomplish with my Martin material: discourage fans 
from repeating today the exclusions they contrived long ago. ’’ I 
can’t rid myself of a nagging suspicion, however, that these aren’t 
the original stencils. Would Redd have avoided ten years ago all 
mention of the nature of the innuendoing which the committee said 
was responsible for the exclusion?...’’ I’m not sure if I’m need
lessly excited over a slip of Redd’s fingers or if I’ve discouered 
somethjng sensational. Page nine of the conreport refers to .crank 

•M. Busby. I’d always understood that the name behind the F. was 
fandom’s most complete secret. *’ Incidentally, I underwent con
siderable flak in a small private apa over how I would handle the 
Boondoggle if I should write a book about fandom in the I960’s. I 
suggested that I would probably omit the identity of the excluded 
fan, but tell the remainder of the episode, .as the best way to^. 
avoid character defamation and possible litigation. I was criti
cized for shirking the historian’s duty. .My reply, as I rememoer 
it, was that anyone else is welcome to write a . fan history 01 me 
1960*s and describe events as he sees fit; I will do it my way, it 
I do it at all. Toe Rambling Fap:' I feel empathy with Gregg for 
the oddest of reasons? his-discombooberation over semi-singleness 
is paralleled in a way by my semi-divorce from the people in my of
fice. Hardly anyone is left there whom I find worth the breath it. 
takes to talk to them, I actively detest.many of my co-worxorc,^ an_ 
so I ignore most Of them as much as possible. This is the on y 
course of behavior that I_._c.an_adp.pt without growing nauseous wiuh 
contempt of hypocrisy, hut it’s so different from the good mooc 
that I associated with the office for so many years that I'm uou 
comfortable. I keep worrying for fear that I’m the one who.has 
changed, but then I review the excellent relations I have wiuh 
people in all the otter phases of my life and the rapidityjvith 
which otter people in the office quit and I decide iu s no o my

■ fault. ’’ Sixteen years* age difference isn’t too much. 1^..-..-. 
a cousin who entered the married state under the worst 01 auspic
es, stealing the affection of a married man who was more than 
twenty years her senior. He was socially prominent, Uie wnoie 
community was scandalized, but after he got his divorce ana mar
ried my cousin, they were the happiest married people anywhere 
among the branches of my family. After about a quar^er--ceacU_y, 
when she was middle-aged and he was an old man, she died o 
cer. He got his affairs into order quickly and swallowed 
of sleeping pills, refusing to face the loneliness of a cW noie 
years. ” I was apprehensive for a moment, about the reason Gx-gg 
took Hagerstown Journal into the bathroom with him, until io ex . 
plained how he reads it there. Reading on the John is my _in.ari- 

- able ctistom, so much so that it’s almost a necessity and pa. - 
sents a problem when I’m in the hospital. I'm timid abouu baking
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along a book or magazine when going to the bathroom- in the hospit
al, because invariably, any extended stay there will be interrupt
ed by a nurse or orderly who has the urge to push something into 
me or pull something out of me, and I’ll get blamed for loafing ' 
there only for literary reasons. On the Brink: Bill Danner is 
probably the most spectacular recruit fandom ever got from the 
mundane apas. It runs in my mind that Coslet found fandom first, 
and Lovecraft couldn’t have pursued any other evolution since 
there i^as no real fandom at the time he became interested in ama
teur publishing, just isolated collectors and maybe a few friends 
who talked about science fiction during visits. Incidentally, the 
Coslet fanzine' collection has been acquired by the University of

• Maryland, and I think the publications will be accessible for 
study purposes. Maybe someday the Smith collection can go to' an 
institution that has a large collection of other types of amateur 
publications. Of Cabbages and Kings; This will probably break 
up a long-standing friendship, but I can’t stop myself from blurt
ing out the truth: I’m glad Peggy lost that election. Even a 
small success in politics does such bad things to so many people, 
and I’m unwilling to see a good person risk that fate. ’’ But 
the Nixon pardon didn’t bother me as much as something else that 
happened a bit later. An inmate at the state prison near Hagers
town was permitted to walk out, a free man, after serving four 
years of a life sentence for murder. He had been convicted for a 
nasty killing in Baltimore. Presumably his sentence was commuted 
because he didn’t kill anyone in the prison during those four 
years. I wouldn’t have blinked an eye if someone had assassinated 
Nixon as a war criminal. But I couldn’t grow excited over his 
commission of the kind of political shenanigans that most or all 
presidents before him have engaged in.’’ I bought a couple of 
volumes of Verne in the original French recently,- with the wild 
idea that someday I would find time to try my hand at a modem
sounding translation. I can’t imagine why even the latest trans
lations of new science fiction written in other languages always 
sound so stilted and stodgy. Philistine Quarterly: Is there en
ough flammable material in the Superdome to create any real fire 
danger? I was in Forbes Field once when the bleachers blazed up, 
and I got scared when I saw people all around me getting up and 
starting to run, fearing I might be crushed in a wild panic for 
the exits. A moment later, I realized they were all running 
toward the fire to get a better look at it. ’ ’ The Xerox people 
have begun a large-scale program of reproducing old pulp-magazines, 
comic books, and the like, on the theory that much material will 
be lost totally through the effects of time if it isn’t done soon. 
I’m not sure how far they’re going into the science fiction field, 
but the press release that came to me asked specifically for the 
loan of Famous Fantastic Mysteries and. Fantastic Novels.. It also 
complained about the frequency with which pages are missing from 
magazines in library collections, more evidence that willing print
ed matter to a library isn’t good for it. ’ Is there any real 
correlation between violence and attendance at movies? All the 
lists of biggest moneymaking films I’ve seen .indicate that it 
isn’t necessary and may even hamper a film's chances of’ drawing 
big. I think Hollywood turns out a lot of violence and sex films 
for the same reason television schedules lots of. golf matche3: be
cause the people in charge want to do so, not because such ele
ments have an automatic appeal to the general public. Maybe 
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avoidism of ’’because” is caused by dim memory of the silly rule in 
grammar books which makes it illegal 'to say ’’the reason is be
cause”. That’s as senseless a restriction as the ban on ”irre- 
gardless” -which sounds so . much more emphatic and resounding at the 
cost, of only one syllable over the twin word which is permitted by 
poWer-mad professors. FAPA Book: Again a splendid accomplishment, 
one that can’t possibly be as welcome to most recipients as it is 
to those like me who can remember such prodigies of the past.- I 
was particularly happy to see the kind words for Al Ashley. Some
one really' should write a long, long article on Al, quoting exten
sively enough from his writings to prove the extent of the charact
er .assassination job that' two or three Californians performed on 
him after he was no longer active enough to know what was going on. 
’I must' for honesty’s sake point out that this publication 
showed me how tricky memory can be. I haven’t the faintest memory 
of Ackerman ever serving as secretary-treasurer, although obvious
ly I must have remitted dues to him. ’’ I don’t doubt that Ron 
Maddox'was at Discon II. Everyone was there. It now appears that 
those on hand included George Charters, the very same George Chart
ers' who is a legend in Irish Fandom, so typically shy that he iden
tified himself to nobody, and didn’t encounter anyone who understood 
the meaning of that name. Cognate: If any proof were needed about 
Mae Strelkov's amazingness, she provided it in the-things she ac
complished during her cut-short visit to North America. I . do be
lieve that she experienced more aspects of life in the nation dur
ing those few days than most of us get around to in an entire life
time. Kittle Pitchering: I went through a militaristic phase in 
play, too? but it didn’t last long. An older boy built me a wooden 
machine gun and I acquired some toy soldiers, but such things soon 
palled. I was too much an individualist to bother about games 
which involved large quantities of participants, even, if they were 
imaginary troops. So I spent the next few years, playing cowboy 
games, usually one-on-one or in very small groups. Celephais: The 
exile of obsolete books is another habit of the local library that 
is bothering me. lust recently an official explained that advances 
in science had made it necessary to retire from circulation almost 
all its rocketry books. . It wasn’t done for space reasons, because 
I doubt if half the available space is utilized on shelving already 
installed and there’s plenty of room for more tiers. . I don’t see 
why such books can’t be kept in service, trusting that patrons have 
enough intelligence to understand how rapidly rocketry has devel
oped, for the sake of the eternal verities they include. . If a per
son just wants to know the velocity necessary to escape earth’s 
pull or why a rocket works when there’s no air to push against, a 
book published in 1955 will do as well as the.latest work. One 
school teacher asking a class to do research in a topic like rock
etry-can wreak havoc on the library’s collection in that field; if 
all the up-to-date books have been borrowed, the person seeking 
some information on rockets could still get some comfort from the 
ones too old for classroom purposes. Besides, an older book may 
contain lots of historical information which gets crowded out of 
more recent works. ’’ I don’t know if Ackerman invented nonstop- 
aragraphing or borrowed it from a mundane source, but I’m pretty 
sure he introduced it to fandom. I learned his technique the hard 
way, failing to understand how it worked the first time he sent me 
an article for Spaceways, where I dutifully started new paragraphs 
at the same places Ackerman had done, not in the right spots.
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The Words of Life

.. Golden anniversaries have always had an inordinate effect on 
me. There’s something so impressive about a half-century of some 
activity. Even before the price of gold began zooming upward, the 
element had been semantically loaded for me and none of the anni
versaries which commemorate even longer terms has quite the same 
glamour as the golden one.

So I got to feeling sorry for myself the other day, when I 
realized how I’m missing out of personal participation in golden 

-anniversaries. I was too timid to propose such a celebration on 
the day I became 50 years old, because I’d never heard of anyone 
observing a golden anniversary birthday. My chances of celebrat
ing my golden wedding anniversary are hardly bright. I’ll never 
be able to mark the golden anniversary of the journalism career, 
because of mandatory retirement regulations of the company for 
which I- work. It will be a 'long while before I can start to think 
about golden anniversaries of such momentous events as my first 
-purchase of a pro zine, or my career as an amateur pianist. 
■ Then something occurred to me, and I felt much better. I’ll 
never know the exact date when it arrives, but some day, probably 
within the next two or three years, I’ll unwittingly experience a 
golden anniversary, perhaps the most important of them all in the 
effect on my life and thoughts. It will be the 50th anniversary 
of the day I learned how to read.

Only when the eternal verities become clear to all of us will 
I be able to distinguish the moment in the process of learning how 
to read when I made.the transition from inability to ability. But 
such technicalities don’t really matter any more than the answer 
to the old question of whether the man was in the boat when he 
fell out. Reading .has been the activity that has given me more 
entertainment, income, inspiration, and consolation than any other 
fundamental activity of life. Since historians didn’t keep track 
of exactly when I learned how to read, I won’t be able to give 
formal recognition to the great day when the golden anniversary 
arrives. So the next best thing to do is to try to remember on 
stencil what reading has meant in my life, as a kind of expression 
of gratitude to whoever invented reading and to all the publish
ers, authors, relatives, newsstands, schools, second-hand stores, 
garage sales, fans, and others who have collaborated over almost 
five decades in supplying me with reading matter.

Even though I don’t know exactly when it happened, I know how 
I learned the art of reading. My mother liked to reminisce about 
it. . I loved it when she took me on her lap and read to me. And I 
had the urge possessed by most children to experience the same 
stories and poems over and over again. I fell into the habit of 
following with my eyes the markings on the pages as she read, and 
pretty.soon I had figured out the appearance of each vrord I was 
hearing.. It must have been as natural a proceeding for me as it 
is for a child to learn how to pronounce words in imitation of 
what he hears-, as he is learning to talk. I must have been awful
ly young when I mastered the trick, because other relatives were 
amazed. I don’t think my feat resulted from superior intelligence. 
It was simply a natural thing for me to learn to do, much easier 
than the art of recognizing people, in which I never vzas much good. 
Even today, I’ll stare at someone I encounter on the street, uncer
tain whether it’s an acquaintance or someone else. I’ve never been 
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able, to- detect the difference between someone I know and a look
alike without hesitancy, and I envy the people who can do that in
stinctively. But I can’t remember ever feeling the least fear of 
long words, or having difficulty spelling correctly any of the 
words in my usual vocabulary, or using a dictionary to find word 
meanings except in the most technical contexts. Word recognition 
was a'gift, maybe to compensate for the face recognition gift that 
I lacked. ' ■ . , . . .

- I must have gone through the initial period of slow,.stumbling 
reading after I began to tackle material which.I.hadn’t first 
learned orally. But I have no memory of tais initial clumsiness, . 
and it certainly was gone long before it vanishes in the^ reading 
habits of most children. I know that I was reading anything with
in reach by my first day in the first grade, to the considerable, 
confusion of my first teacher. There is a wisp of a memory which 
could date from before'or after that first day of classes: my 
father and I have gone downtown, he has bought a newspaper, I am 
reading it, and a small boy looks terri fie d-when he sees what I’m 
doing,- as if I were a freak showing off. Until that moment, I 
didn’t know I was doing anything other children of my age didn t 
do all the time. I’ve tried recently to date my reading career by 
back issues of the local newspapers. But the. oldest banner line 
that I seem definitely to remember involves a dirigible explosion 
when I was six years old. Maybe I could read headlines before 
then and just forgot them, I must have been reading simple storj, 
books before I tackled newspapers, but I can’t think of any method
of settling the matter. .

Before starting this article, I should have.spent a week, ex 
ploring' boxes on the attic and in the cellar. There’s a goo 
chance. I could find in one or more of them some of my first story
books, because I was as reluctant to throw away any printed matter 
in tothood as I am today, and my parents humored me. I have vague 
memories of what they were like. Some of them, I m pretty re, 
were the kind of reading matter intended for the smallest children 
and therefore printed on a cloth-like substance which.won ear 
when handled by clumsy small fingers. The first genuine paper 
■books I can recall must have been somewhat similar to the large
-format, softbound storybooks, for small children that dim, stores 
sell today. There is a strong memory of brownies and elves pre 
dominating among cha racters. in these early literary exp ora . 
A story-about Wee Willie Winkle must have meant for me what lar- 
loff and Chaney meant to a slightly later generation, because 1 
wasn’t sure if Wee Willie was just a- story or true history.and one 
memorable night I was convinced I’d seen him. looking into the win 
•dow from the dark back porch, giving me a fright whicn 1 was a
long time getting over. . . _ + , +

I can’t remember owning any hardbound books earlier than the 
Uncle Wiggily series. I haven’t seen one of th.ese ior many years, 
but they remain in memory as squarish volumes .each containing o . 
ly a couple of dozen pages, nicely illustrabed. 1 ^av 
quired a couple dozen titles in the series. -ith th<_ on
premonitions of future habits oi falling it. o ..-.u, by 
following exactly the same pattern every rime I was sene . J x 
acquire a new volume in this series: the purchase must be 
Saturday evening at the same department svore, never in any other 
establishment or during the daytime. I 
series cost, but the price must have been high enough to put a
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detectable dent into the Warner family’s budget. My father was 
never unemployed while I was growing up, but he didn’t earn a big 
salary.' If Uncle Wiggily’s adventures cost 250 per volume, each 
of those quarters must have represented some sacrifice for my fath
er or mother. I’ll never be able to find adequate words to show 
the gratitude I feel today for their catering to my interests in 
this way. There’s no telling what my life might have been, if they 
had discouraged the reading habit, by failing to fuel it.

I don’t know how long this stage of reading about talking ani
mals and fairy tale characters lasted, but I doubt if it continued 
very long. I know I was still quite young when I entered a new 
stage, one that is quite odd in view- of what happened in 1933 when 
I discovered the prozines. In this stage between fairy tales and 
science fiction, I was. as confirmed a realist in my reading tastes 
as could be found anywhere on the continent. I wanted to read 
about real things, preferably the things which formed my environ
ment. This caused some delicate situations at Christmas time. An 
aunt in California sent me a lovely illustrated book entitled "Way 
Out West". I couldn’t be persuaded to read past the first couple 
of pages. I’d never been further west than the second mountain 
ridge beyond Hagerstown, so I couldn’t be bothered about a story 
which was set thousands of miles away. A local relative provided 
me with a boxed book, the first I’d ever received. The novelty 
interested me but not the book, as soon as I saw the gnomes and 
fairies in the illustrations. It was too fantastic for me. I 
almost went wild over a gift from my parents, a book written for 
children by a local librarian, "Little Heiskell," because it was 
about the weathervane atop Hagerstown’s City Hall, a silhouette 
of a soldier carrying a bayonet (which I learned in later life 
has caused many nearsighted persons to think that we have the only 
pornography in the nation atop a municipal building). But I never 
finished reading that book. Little Heiskell climbed down from his 
pole and began to walk around the streets and that destroyed my 
interest. .

It 'must have been this passion for reality that gave me such 
inordinate respect for my schoolbooks. Most of them concerned ac
tualities like the language and numbers, and I loved the books ev
en for the subjects like math which didn’t interest me particular
ly. I attended a Catholic school during the first few grades 
which required the purchase of textbooks by students, and this was 
splendid for my modest library at home. In June, students were ex
pected to leave their books in their desks, so they could be sold 
at a discount to students three months later, but I somehow evaded 
this practice'. It is a good testimonial to my faith at the time 
that I somehow fell in love while in the first grade with the sec
ond grade’s Bible story book, a slim volume which was totally, un
distinguished in appearance. I must have made an enormous nuis
ance of myself because somehow I acquired a copy of it midway 
through the winter, even though tiers was no mechanism for acquir
ing textbooks after September. Those Bible stories, I assume, were 
as real to me as the newspaper story about yesterday’s snowstorm. 
At a guess, I suspect that the nuns began asking themselves how 
they would feel if this frail-looking Protestant six-year-old were 
to die before attaining the second grade and therefore enter the 
hereafter wit hout the preparation in the form of the second grade 
Bible story book which their inaction was .depriving him of. They 
were very devout nuns', who often broke down crying while reading to 
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their classes the climactic moments in the lives of favorite mar
tyrs. To this very day, I have a terrible time'preventing myself 
from cluttering up this house with schoolbooks. Just last night I 
must have become an object of suspicion in Kresge’s because of the 
long lingering at a table of remaindered, textbooks. I have no use 
for the .knowledge they convey, I must have known once most of the 
things I. would find in them, there’s no-time to refresh my knowledge 
of scholastic matters, and yet I fought a silent, invisible battle 
with myself over a history of the State of Virginia and an algebra 
volume which for reasons I can’t begin to imagine enthralled me.
When .I walked away without the books, I tried to exult in my victory 
of _coinmon sense and instead felt peeved the rest of the evening be
cause I hadn't yielded to the foolish impulse.

My first magazines were those published for children in the 
late 1920’s and early 1930’s. Most of them have either vanished or 
have altered policy unrecognizably while retaining the same title. 
Wee Wisdom suffered from its awful title and from the fact that it 
was published by the Unitarians, beings as incomprehensible to me 
as the things Budrys’ character found on.Luna in Rogue Moon. But 
it must-have been among the first magazines I read, because it had 
simple prose, clear pictures, and little or. none of the morality, 
its title -intimated. Child Life was a trifle more mature, but it 
emphasized stories about the here and now, winning my affections in 
that manner. But my first favorite must have been Junior Home, 
more folksy in nature than Child Life. The only specific thing I 
remember about its contents is a passage in a story which, first 
taught me how useful fact can be found embedded in idle fiction: 
an adult character advised the boy hero always to write the address 
on an envelope before affixing a stamp, so the latter wouldn’t be 
wasted if the former should be a botch job. It was a little later 
that I discovered what must have been the finest of all children’s 
magazines of this century, 'St. Nicholas.. It was sold at only one 
newsstand in Hagerstown, forsome reason, and this lent it a special 
glamour. It was beautifully printed, well written, and it didn’t 
treat its readers like children. As things turned out, St. .Nicholas 
served as the stage for my literary debut. It ran book reviews 
from readers. I must have been nine or ten years old when I submit
ted a sercon piece about Tom Sawyer. There was no payment for the 
review, but I received a copy of another book for review, Ralph 
Barbour’s The Cub Battery. It was a trifle too mature for me, 
dealing, as it did with the interests of high school boys, and I 
never did my duty. A decade or so ago, a splendid anthology of 
St.. Nicholas material was published but I know of no collection of 
selections from all the children’s magazines from early in this 
century, and I’d love to see someone produce one. • .

Soon after I became a proficient reader and discovered how 
much I loved to read, how I could .read forever and never exhaust 
all the literary treasures of the world, I acquired a contempt for 
the other feature of books and magazines, their illustrations, 
which I haven’t been able to shake completely even today, when I 
understand that pictures aren't really enemies of words. Sunday 
newspapers in my boyhood always included a rotogravure section, al

.. though-everyone in Hagerstown called it "the brown pages" and I 
don’t think I ever heard the word pronounced until Irving Berlin’s 
Easter Parade became popular. After a lifetime in journalism, I’m 
ashamed to admit that I’ve never heard the reason why brown ink 
was used for the nicture sections for so many years. It was the 
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only part of the Sunday newspaper that I didn’t at least glance 
through. I did read the comics, but this was necessary because it 
was the only way -to experience .the adventures of these characters. 
But I scorned the brown pages, on the theory that it was silly to 
look at pictures when I could read on the news pages about the same 
matters,. By now, I can enjoy fanzine illustrations in proper man
ner but my old prejudice still makes it hard for me to write com
ments on artwork in fanzines: I either forget' to mention it, or I 
can’t think of any way to phrase my reaction to an artist’s work 

■differently from how I described it in some other recent loc. I 
..felt slight disgust with myself when I couldn’t repress a surge of 
happy emotion when I read the news that Life was dead. The pic
ture magazines never appealed to me at all, I always felt they were 

■ partly to blame for the plague that struck down dead most magazines 
featuring words, and while everyone else in the nation seems to 
have shed a few tears over the last of the picture magazines, I 
reverted to that old bigotry against anything which substituted 
illustrations for words.

As a result of this remarkable outlook on printed matter, I 
never felt qualms at the sight of vast expanses of pages of solid 
type. Traces of this fearlessness may be detected in these very 
pages you are presumably reading at this moment. Even though I’ve 
turned deaf ears to complaints about Horizons’ format, year after 
year, I’ve come to realize that not many people today are comfort
able in the face to face encounter with large pages of solid type. 
(It’s interesting to ponder the literary marketplace that might 
exist today, if publishers hadn’t used a pocket-sized format when 
they created the paperback revolution in publishing. Would books 
be as rare as fiction magazines today, if the experiment had been 
made in a-large-page format something like the old Omnibook maga
zine?) So soon I was reveling in books, which were blessedly free 
from those distracting pictures except perhaps for a few full-page 
inserts in some volumes. Honesty compels me to confess to having 
been addicted to the Bobbsey Twins series. I owed a couple dozen 
copies of those books, and I must have remained faithful to Bert 
and Nan, Flossie and Freddie for quite a few years, because the 
last time I purchased one, the clerk scolded me on the grounds that 
a boy as big as. I was should have other literary interests. I had 
no brothers or sisters, but otherwise the characters in the books 
were familiar ones, quite similar to the people in Hagerstown.
It’s a shame that the series lias become a synonym for bad children’s 
writing- in recent years. Maybe someday people will begin to read 
them before imitating other people in scoffing at them sight un
seen. They had well constructed stories, strong characterization, 
and a plain but adequate narrative style. All this refers, of 
course, to- the original books in the series; I know nothing of the 
additional titles published long after Laura Lee Hope had created 
the true canon. ■

But the books that were my real favorites were those in the 
Andy Lane series by Eustace Adams, which I must have discovered, 
when I'was eight or nine years old. I had a platonic interest in 
aviation,' and this series of-novels about a daring young aviator 
fitted it perfectly. I read every novel in the series over and ov
er. . Often I accompanied the reading with a little.electric motor 
which was hooked up to the rheostat from my electric train, so I 
could cause it to race and howl during the most exciting moments 
of Andy’s flights. The Burroughs novels were available in the 
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sane 500 editions as the Bobbsey Twins and Andy Lane boois, and an 
ancle who was a few years older than me acquired a few of the Tar
zan series, made vail attempts to interest me in reading them, and 
failed miserably. I just wasn’t interested, although curiously I 
liked fairly well several books in the Bomba series, a shameless 
imitation of ERB’s liie. I’ve revised many literary prejudices 
since then but I still find Burroughs almost unreadable, and every 
four or five years I dutifully read a Burroughs novel to see if I 
have gained whatever is necessary to enjoy them as much as so many 

"people do. .
I don’t think I began to read public library books until lat

er than might have been expected. Bor one thing, the library 
didn’t have the kind of books I liked best. Bor another thing, it 
didn’t have many books of any kind in its children’s section at 
that time, and most items in its scanty collection were quite old, 
thereby failing automatically to come up to my requirements for 
relevance in my reading. Worst of all, I was scared of the li
brary building. It looks something like an 'unusually ornate tomb
stone, and the discrimination which reigned in Hagerstown.of my 
boyhood made it impossible to take a deep breath, gather up as 
much courage as could be mustered, and march up those wide, steps 
and in the big lobby. Kids were required to use a side entrance, 
up a claustrophobic little alley, then through a weighty side door 
and up a dark, musty flight of steep Stairs to the second.floor 
children’s room. The women at the desk behaved the opposite'from 
tha’t Bobbsey Twins clerk: they usually shook their heads disap
provingly when they saw the books I checked out, implying that., 
they were too difficult for me. The best things I found in the li
brary while confined to the children’s room were the books of Cor
nelia Meigs, a magnificent writer who is inexplicably neglected to
day, although I recently checked the catalog of the children’s de
partment at the library and found a half-dozen of her hovels still 
in circulation. It’s almost impossible to find the Meigs books in 
second-hand condition, but I happened across one a couple years 
ago and enjoyed it even more on mature reading at that time than I 
had when I’d read it repeatedly long ago. There were.a .few other 
books I can remember fondly enough from the old days in the child
ren’s room to hope I’ll own them someday: a couple of books on 
baseball that are probably very expensive collectors’ items by now 
.since baseball fandom involves high prices for old books; a couple 
of amusing novels about a lively girl which must have dated back 
almost as far as the Louisa Mae Alcott era, although I can’t re
member the author’s name: What K'ty Did and What Katy Did Next; 
and Nellie’s Gold Mine, my first horror story in a sense, because 
of the sweet terror that overcame me every time I re-read a page 
about the heroine’s father. He had lung disease and was forced to 
Sleep sitting up in a chair. This struck me as a mor© awful fate 
than anything I’ve seen since on the late late show.

Surprisingly, I didn’t encounter much trouble with my peers 
over my bookworm tendencies. The children in my neighborhood 
couldn’t understand why I spent part of my time reading, but they 
seem to have accepted it as a phenomenon of nature wnich wasn’t 
worth the trouble it would take to try to altariu. None of the 
children I played with had any interest in books or magazines, so 
I was spared the loss of them through lending. The.neighborhood 
children were understanding when they found me.reading on the. 
■porch swing, and didn’t try to persuade me to join a game until I 
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had gotten my fill of reading for a while. The family doctor some
times didn’t behave with that decency, fearing bad effects on eyes 
or nerves from so much reading. During one illness, I was limited 
to five minutes’ reading per day, and I really, didn’t think I would 
survive the torture. Eventually the doctor gave up his efforts to 
keep reading down to a sensible level. Maybe his stethoscope re
vealed alarming physical consequences from his temporary regula
tions.

So many fans have complai led about parental interference in 
their reading matter. Mine never tried to discourage me from read
ing anything I got my hands on. The only exception I can remember 
was the day my parents threw away the newspaper before I had seen 
it. I later discovered that they were trying to shield me from the 
first screaming headlines about the Lindbergh kidnaping. Even that 
probably wasn’t meant as a real effort to censor my reading, be
cause they must have known that a story of that magnitude would be 
in the headlines for many days to come. Maybe they were so shocked 
themselves that they didn’t want to see the newspaper any more that 
day, either. One aunt kept criticizing the books that I wanted, 
and raised a particular rumpus one Christmas day when I showed her 
the. collection of Poe fiction that was among my gifts. She was 
right when she claimed it was too grown-up fiction for me to be 
reading, as I discovered a few days later, but-I plowed through 
every page, even though I didn’t understand much of what was going 
on, just to spite her. This lack of restraint about my reading 
from my parents caused me to feel no interest in the under-the- 
counter literature which friends occasionally acquired; knowing I 
could look at it if I wanted to took away any incentive to do so.

I have neither the time nor the patience to undergo a psychi
atric-investigation of how my reading interests changed and sudden
ly caused me to be i it erested in fantastic things again. Some years 
ago I described at length in Horizons my discovery of science fic
tion, so there’s no sense ii going into full details again. Brief
ly, my first tastes of the field came in one of the Andy Lane books 
which dealt with a rocket airplane, a Little Blue Book abridgment 
of a Verne story, then a Verne omnibus which my father borrowed for 
me from the library, since this writer was apparently too modem to 
be admitted to the children’s collection. Then one evening when I 
was downtown with my father, we saw a copy of the large-size Wonder 
Stories at a newsstand. I had at that instant a curious sensation 
which has recurred perhaps a half-dozen times at crucial moments in 
my life: a sense of familiarity, a calm acceptance that the foreor
dained had occurred, as if .1 were a time traveler revisiting my past 
and leaking my thoughts about these things to my younger self. I 
was completely hooked on science fiction before I’d finished reading 
that issue, although I had trouble adjusting to the science in some 
of the stories. Astronomy was the only field of science that had 
ever had t he slightest interest for me, and elementary schools paid 
much less attention to the basics of biology and’geology and such 
in my youth than they do today.

. Just as I can’t conceive of how it was before the universe be
gan, so I can’t imagine what it’s like to discover science fiction 
and find- it available in unlimited- quantities. This is how it is 
today. But- imagine my situation in the middle of 1933. I could 
find only Wonder and Amazing Stories on the newsstands at first, 
although I discovered the revived Astounding a few months later. 
There were no paperbacks. I couldn’t have afforded to buy quality 
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hardcover books, which cost all of $2.50 and $3.00 apiece. There 
was little available in the cheap hare'cover lines like Grosset & 
Dunlap and Cuppies & Leon, aside from some borderline stuff, ERB, 
and three superb Carl Claudy novels ostensibly meant for boys but 
worth reprinting today for adults. The public library offered no
thing. Hagerstown had a couple of two cent per day lending libra
ries but I never saw any science fiction titles on their shelves. 
There was a fair amount of science fiction appearing in Argosy, 
Blue Book, and some other mundane pulps, but I wasn’t aware of it 
for several years and I was already thrifty enough to have ques
tioned the wisdom of buying an entire magazine for the sake of one 
science fiction story, if I’d been aware of its lonely presence in 
a wilderness of mundane fiction. Hagerstown had no second-hand 
stores carrying printed matter as yet and garage sales hadn’t been 
invented. Except for an occasional lucky accident, my only source 
of science fiction was the prozines. So I re-read all of them in
cessantly, almost memorized the editors’ remarks, faithfully.went 
through the microscopic type of the letter section without think
ing that I had as much right as anyone to write such letters, and 
even' looked at the illustrations with only a trace of sneer on my 
face. Somehow, I began to prefer reading the prozines outdoors. 
The front or back porch, a small tent, that stood in the back yard 
during fair weather, all were favorite places. A large chunk, of 
ice with a rag with which to hold it supplied nourishment during 
those long reading sessions. There’s no use trying to recapture 
the pleasure I felt in those pastoral settings, because the glare 

.is’too rough on my enfeebled optics for me to revert to childhood 
in such a manner.

Curiously, while I was able to cope with the prozine fiction, 
which at least in theory was written fo r mature people, I contin- 
u .d to enjoy magazines aimed for small fry. By now I. had graduat
ed to such sophisticated periodicals as American Boy, Boys Life, 
and Open Road for Boys. There wasn’t much .to choose among them, 

■because all were meant for approximately the same audience, although 
Boys Life made me a trifle nervous with its boy scout orientation. 
I sensed that I wasn’t fit material for .knot-tying, campfire
starting, and related heroics, and I must have felt a primitive, 
confusion between cause and effect: if boy scouts read this offi
cial publication of their organization, maybe reading -it trans
formed an individual into a scout. American Boy ran a fair amount 
of science fiction, some of it quite good, and I suspect that al
most none of this lode has been mined by anthologists as yet.

Up to this point, I had little or no acquaintance with, what 
the experts rank as real literature. I’d memorized a few good po
ems for school assignments, and had gained some fondness for poetry 
through a little collection of 100 great poems that we had at home. 
Many years later, I typed out one of the poems from this collection 
for a Horizons cover, and nobody in EAPA at the time seemed to have 
ever heard of it, nor have I ever found it in any other anthology, 
so there must have been a brother-in-law or other relative influ
encing that old collection. I spent quite a bit of time at my 
Grandmother Klipp’s home, and while there I sometimes looked, at a 
heavy volume in her old set of Dickens. Her father had presented 
the books to her as a graduation present, causing vast disappoint
ment because she had expected jewelry. Someone had borrowed David 
Copperfield and never returned it, but the set was otherwise com
plete. It was the general understanding that the' set would be mine 
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upon her death, so I tried to get interested in them, but these 
novels were too slow in getting started to suit me at the time. 
(Eventually I bought a nice set of Dickens at the Union Rescue 
Mission store, and it ’ s a good thing I did, because my grandmoth
er lived forty years or so after the bequest was arranged and be
cause an aunt grabbed the books and ran in the end.) Tom Sawyer 
and Huckleberry Finn were dearly loved old friends, but Poe as I 
mentioned was still beyond me and even a collection of Robert Lou
is Stevenson’s' writ ing for boy audiences didn’t impress me as it 
should have.

Unless tricks of memory are simplifying a complex reality, I 
believe that ole book gave me entree into the vast world of the 
classics, literature, great authors, or whatever you want to call 
them. 'I must have been just entering my teens and was by now en
rolled in the nub lie school system when the English class involved 
a Collection of good writing as a textbook. It must have been the 
right book at the right time, because suddenly I was wildly curi
ous to read more by the writers who were represented by extracts 
or complete short works. This volume also provided my first ex
posure to Shakespeare, because it contained A Midsummer Night’s 
Dream, complete as I remember it. This was probably the first 
writing that attracted me because it was different, from the 
straightforward narration in the fiction I knew up to then. It 
didn’t occur to me to try reading it out loud, but even when heard 
in silent imagination, those wild and weird combinations of words 
fami 1 isr and unknown had their will with my imagination.

Something else quite wonderful happened around this same time, 
or perhaps a year or two later. I began to find sources of second
hand reading matter. This permitted a dime or a quarter to bring 
much more than it could command at the newsstand and it enabled me 
to find things which had previously been out of range. First there 
was the tiny hole in the wall where the only man in Hagerstown who 
bragged about being a communist operated a music store. From some
where he acquired a formidable quantity of old magazines and a pre
vious generation’s paperbacks, the innumerable series which Street 
& Smith published on the cheapest paper ever produced early in the 
century. Frank Merriwell and Nick Carter didn’t interest me, but 
I found ny first back issue prozines there, a couple of Amazings. 
They couldn’t have been more than three or four years, old when I 
bought them, but they seemed almost prehistoric, and in fact they 
did originate at a point almost halfway back to the start of my 
conscious life. But the real prodigy occurred a little later. 
Hagerstown acquired its first store dealing solely in second-hand 
books and magazines. The exclusive character of the trade may 
•have been such only in theory, because I think there v.ras a whore 

. behind the heavy curtain which hung over the door to the back room. 
But that was irrelevant to me, as was the fact that the enterprise 
was situated in one of the toughest blocks of Hagerstown. The 
proprietor was J. Russell Golden, a dead ringer in character and 
not too dissimilar in appearance from W. C. Fields. Th© first 
major miracle to emanate from this shop was an entire year of . 
Amazing from 1927-28, a dozen consecutive issues- in- perfect condi
tion, which I acquired at approximately weekly intervals. .Golden 
made the procedure sound like a dangerous smuggling operation, but 
I gather that someone had subscribed to the magazine for a. year, 
saved the copies, someone else lad found ohem and was reading them 
before getting a nickel a cony from Golder, who then took advantage 
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of my willingness to pay almost any price by putting.a 100^ markup 
on each copy for sale to me. But there wasn’t enough science fic
tion in the Golden store to absorb all my money, slice I often had 
a quarter a week to splurge there. So I began picking up cheap 
copies of very good books. It was there that I had my first inti
mations of the riches to be found in literature written in lan
guages other than English. A little volume of translations of a 
half-dozen Russian short stories exercised the magic that somehow 
survives even prosaic translations of Chekhov, Tolstoi, and the 
other big names of Russian fiction, eventually leading me to the

-- great novels from that nation. A copy of one of Daudet’s Tartarin 
stories :in the original French kept me going in my determination 
to laarn that language, causing me.to realize that the tongue has 
a fascination when the reader gets beyond instruction books. But 
the most lasting acquisitions in the Golden store were an assort
ment of volumes of the collected works of this and that great Eng
lish language poet. I still keep most of them in my bedroom, al
though the miseries-of the late 1950*s and early 1960’s which be
gan with the death of my parents, continued with the two broken 
hips, and culminated in the deterioration of my job left me in no 
mood for poetry and it still hasn’t regained the power it once 
held over me. I still haven’t read everything in those volumes, 
and if I don’t hurry maybe I never will, because most of them have 
type that is approaching the limits of visibility for my aging 
eyes. If I’d known then what I know now, I might have income from 
another ^20,000 or so arriving every time interest in the banks is 
credited, because Golden had an annex in which he stored thousands 
of old pulps, in excellent condition, dating back to the 1910* s and 
1920’s. He sold them for next to nothing to anyone who would buy 
them in large quantities. Willis Conover came through Hagerstown 
one evening on his way to Cumberland where he’d just found his 
first job in radio and'celebrated by buying a ton or two of old . 
Argosys and Adventures and such. Willis seems to be reestablishing 
occasional contacts with fandom and I’ll have to write him some day 
soon, asking what ever happened to that acquisition while he was 
rising to fame in the jazz world. ■

The shed in which we pawed through those stacks of pulps by a 
kerosene lamp’s illumination is gone for the sake of a parking lot. 
So are some other local landmarks sacred to my reading memories. 
The hobby shop where I finally found Weird Tales, which was too 
weird for the remainder of Hagerstown’s magazine outlets, is an of
fice supply store. The newsstand in the passenger station of the 
Western Meryl and Railway staggered me one day by offering the first 
large size prozine to be published in years, the first issue of. 
Fantastic Adventures; it was long ago converted to railroad office 
purposes, now is being vacated altogether, and might become the new 
police station. Tie downtown news agency where I received, an even 
greater shock, the unheralded first issue of Famous Fantastic Mys
teries, was razed years ago for a new drug store. The public li
brary itself underwent three successive degradations of increasing 
seriousness: when a new library was built, it first was converted 
into headquarters for Hagerstown’s biggest slum landlord, then it 
became the target of a firebug, and as the crowning blow, it has 
been partially occupied by newspaper company employes squeezed out 
of their own building by space requirements for a larger staff.and 
changed composing room procedures. Somehow surviving is one his
toric monument whose significance dates from a later time, the in

-2900-



describable Cromer’s on the fringe of downtown, which had the most 
complete display of prozines during the boom years, where I fell 
into the babit of buying issues containing my own fiction during 

-the brief period when I was selling fiction.
.. Horizons also conveyed some years ago a detailed account of 

the nativity of paperbacks. Everyone in the nation under middle 
age takes paperbacks for granted today, and that’s a pity, because 
the delicious memory of the exultant way we felt about the arrival 
of this new literary resource shouldn't be available only to the 
old folk.' Like the Munsey reprint magazine, paperbacks snuck up 
on me without advance warning. I saw the first few Pocket Book re
leases in a dime store, and bought one or two immediately: Lost 
Horizon may have been my first, or maybe it was Topper. Hardly 
anyone remembers today how the publishers spurred interest in their 
novelty. You could get on the mailing list and every month four 
new paperbacks arrived in a neat little carton. You chose as many 
as you wanted, put the coins ’ for t hem and the unwanted volumes back 
into the box, and mailed it to the publishers. Handling costs must 
have consumed all the small profit on those 25^ books and the sys
tem was soon dropped but it got many of us into the 1 abit of buying 
regularly the newest releases. Little recognition goes today to 
one of the first competing lines, but it was Avon Books that really 
opened new worlds to me. Avon paperbacks weren’t as pretty as the 
original line, lacking the washable covers and having a dingy ap
pearance, somehow. But the Avon people drew on less publicized 
material for reprinting. There was a wonderful series of short 
story collections, each volume featuring one author like Stein
beck, Lewis or Saroyan, once Avon released an enormous Pierre 
Louys omnibus that shook my adolescent self up thoroughly, and 
this paperback line' provided me with my first big batch of ghost 
stories in another extra-large volume. The ultimate paperback 
reading experience followed somewhat later: the Ballantine sci
ence fiction series. A world con committee should consider the 
Ballantines for a Hugo before it’s too late for them to accept it 
in person. Until they took the step, it had never occurred to any 
of us that paperbacks would offer science fiction titles other 
than an occasional token offering. I think the Ballantine innova
tion may have been coupled with the last effort at mail order mer
chandizing of paperbacks, because you could send the publisher $3 
or so and then sit back and'wait for each new science fiction 
paperback in that line to arrive, until your money ran out.

By the time all these new horizons were opening up for small 
town, lew income readers, I had a job and could spend a bit more 
for reading'ratter, although illness at home made it necessary to 
spend with extreme caution. Thus, I had acquired by now my first 
■complete set of anyone’s writings. This was a Mark Twain promo
tion sponsored by the Philadelphia Record. Clipping coupons from 
each day’s editions and adding some money to them brought you 26 

■ volumes of Tvrain in a quite nice edition for $6. It seemed like 
an awful lot to spend, but I got so much pleasure out of all those 
thousands of pages that the extravagance seemed justified. I 
didn’t even mind when I gradually became aware that there can’t be 
such a thing as a complete edition of Twain until some millenium 
when microfiche might make available copies of everything in his 
literary leavings. The number of prozines had b-egun to increase 
and I’d. started to buy Argosy at the prompting of a correspondent. 
This provided my introduction to the Hornblower stories, which 

-2901-



somehow failed to attain magazine publication in the United States 
in one of the top-paying markets. Argosy also gave me my first 
real exposure to mystery fiction, although I had read an Elleny 
Queen novel or t’o in early paperbacks. A correspondent kept 
pressing me to read the Van Dine puzzlers, but I thought the very 
modest degree of quality in Argosy’s mystery fiction 'Was typical 
of the art form and so it wasn’t until many years later that I be
gan to discover the delights in the books of the really fine mys
tery writers. There was a late ERB story or'two in Argosy after I 

■started reading it, and my opinion of his artistry didn’t change 
when I had finally experienced it firsthand. Much more to my 
taste were the fascinating, hard-to-describe stories of Ted Roscoe 
which I never see included in nostalgia pieces about the pulps. I 
hope to dig out the box containing my Argosy collection some day 
and explore again the Roscoe fiction, to see how it holds up after 
all these years. The curious thing about my liking for it is my 
total inability to remember today any specific details about any 
of the stories except the fact that a key to one of them was an 
old song of which I’d never heard, bearing the remarkable title of 
It Ain’t No Sin To Take Off Your Skin and Walk Around in Your 
Bones. •

" ' My book library was also growing incher in hardcovers by now. 
I acquired some science fiction books from England through trade 
arrangements. From the Golden emporium, I occasionally splurged on 
former lending library volumes, which had the merit of retaining 
•their dust jackets. There were a few surprises, like the then un- 
publioized Arthurian novels of T. H. White, which hadn’t yet been 
melted down physically and spiritually into one long book. A 
couple of genuine coups occurred: Weinbaum’s New Adam was remaind
ered for some' reason in a novelty store where I found it by direct 
intervention of destiny, since I never patronized the establish
ment. Christmas usually brought one or more of those fine Modem 
Library Giants, which share the place of honor in my bedroom.with 
the poetry collections today. Somehow I’d not been exposed in 
school to Silas Marner, so I plunged into the George Eliot.volume 
unprejudiced, with the happiest of results. She was the first of 
the great English novelists whom I learned to love totally,.and I 
dreamed for years of someday turning The Minl on the Floss into a 
movie or an opera, it didn’t matter which. I didn’t feel it was 
enough just to read it and admire it; I got so much pleasure from 
the novel that I felt I must do something with it as an act of. 
love. I can date the acquisition of the Lewis Carroll volume in 
the MLG series, from the crystal clear memory of coming home in 
disgust from my first and last appearance at a Herald-Mail news
paper Christmas party for staff' members. I made a beeline for 
that book and began reading in it at random, as the best way I 
knew to get my mind off drunk reporters, overdressed office girls 
"and pawing directors. " ■

The amount of time I spent reading dropped off somewhat after 
I got the newspaper job. During the first half-dozen years or so, 
I was stuck with an enoimous amount of proofreading in addition to 
my reportorial adventures, and I quickly learned the unwisdom of 
reading all morning and half the afternoon before going to the of
fice a.nd laboring over eight-point type and the Underwood for the 
next eight or nine hours. Before the 1940’s were very old, I’d 
done something that would have been inconceivable a few years ear
lier: stopped purchasing every issue of every prozine from the

-2902-



news stand as it appeared. Nowadays, many fans reach this situation 
even before they cast off the shackles of neofandom. But the new 
stage in my way of life had vast repercussions throughout my ‘osy- 
che. I felt regret for lost youth, guilt for betrayal of ideals, 
pride, for ability to do something I secretly didn’t want to do, 
and terror for fear that this would be only the first of a series 
'of decisions which would turn me into a beer-swilling, paunchy 
near-illiterate like some of my fellow-employes. Moreover, the 
sense of regret didn’t grow less searing for a long time, because 
with every passing month, I understood less and less of the mater
ial in fanzines about professional science, fiction. Today I wish 
I hadn’t paid any attention to’ the sensible reasons for cutting 
back on prozine purchases, like lack of space, time and money, be
cause I would have a virtually complete prozine collection today if 
I’d kept going, and the old love for prozines has never vanished 
completely, as I find every time I walk into a huckster room at a 
convention.

I suppose that moving to my present address eighteen years ago 
was the deciding factor in a new stage of my reading adventures. 
Finally there was plenty of space for books and magazines. I 
didn’t realize the significance of this for a while, and during the 
■first few years on Summit Avenue concentrated on expanding a com
paratively new phase of my book collecting. For a long while, I’d 
been content to .use the public library when I wanted to read books 
about music. But I’d finally exhausted the library’s resources and 
I’d become aware of the bargains available in mail order purchas
ing of remaindered books. I vowed to myself that I was going to 
expand my knowledge of.music via the printed page, and started to 
paw through catalogs from Marboro and other sources. There were 
much finer buying opportunities then than now. I acquired such 
fine things as the four-volume Newman biography of Wagner, a half
dozen Ge wan-language books about Richard Strauss, much Gilbert & 
Sullivanana, and similar things at bargain prices. ■ It was also 
possible for non-libraries to afford second-hand books about music 
at that time, so I added curious things like ah old edition of 
Schumann’s collected prose to my holdings. Sven today, most of the 
new books I buy are on musical matters, and I suspect that by now I 
have the best .collection of books about music in Hagerstown. I’ve 
read most of these books, too, except for a few particularly severe 
tomes which I promise myself I’ll venture into as soon as I retire.

. Golden finally drank himself to death and there were quite a 
few .years in which Hagerstown had no lasting second-hand book 
store. It must have been about fifteen years ago when a rescue 
mission store opened almost simultaneously with a Goodwill Indus
tries branch, and both offered corners devoted to books. Pickings 
have never been first-rate in these establishments, because the 
city’s homes are decimated of their book contents every year or two 
by the AAUW sale. But occasionally I would come across some hard
cover treasures, particularly sets. That’s how I acquired and read 
right straight through my sets of Scott, Dickens, Thackeray, Reade, 
and various other notables. Candour compels me to admit that I 
have yet to sail through two other sets, Cooper and Irving. Most 
are the cheap, serviceable large-page editions that were cheap late 
in the 19th century but I acquired some better editions, including 

_3. lovely Ibsen set from which one volume was missing until it ap
peared about three years later., and a fine edition of Wilde from 
which the missing volume retains that condition many years later.
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It’s easy to see how intimations of mortality grow stronger: there 
was a time when I wouldn’t even consider purchasing a broken set of 
books because I knew I .could wait and pick up a complete set some 
time later. Much of my current reading involves a Stevenson set 
with only one or two volumes missing; I’ve had it only six months 
so it’s too soon to start hoping that I’ll spot the other ones. 
These books might have a curious story to tell, if they could 
speak in their own voice in addition to that of Robert Louis.
They are labeled ’’Anaho Edition de Luxe” and claimed to be limited 
to a thousand numbered sets, but there’s no number in the place 
reserved for figures. They are in terrible shape outside, with the 
spines missing or damged on most volumes, severe foxing and various 
indignities evident on the shiny paper with a design like an"-Easter 
egg dyed by an overenthusiastic child on both covers. But inside 
they.are perfect, and most volumes were uncut until I started to 
read them. There is no bookplate or other .identification of the 
original owner. In one volume, The Black Pirate had its pages cut 
until a chapter or two before the end, no further. Did someone 
lose interest so close to the finish, or drop dead, or mistake the 
partial resolution of the plot at that point for the final page?
All I can imagine is that the set was originally bought as. furnish
ings for a rich man who had built a new house and didn’t like books 
but needed them to fill up the shelves in the library his wife had 
insisted on putting into the dwelling, that they sat untouched for 
years except for pawings by children or careless maids, and that 
the Stevenson books somehow got separated from all the rest and 
found their way to Hager st own. .

I don’t know why paperbacks didn’t become generally available 
at these stores for so long. Maybe it was policy not to accept 
donations of them or maybe people held onto their paperbacks for a 
long while. It can’t be more than about a decade ago that I.began 
to buy second-hand paperbacks with any frequency. But when it 
happened, I'finally reached a situation toward which I’d been mov
ing for quite a while, that of acquiring books faster than.I was 
reading, them. I’ve already expressed in Horizons the agonies of 
conscience I suffer over the metarhysics of book-accumulating, 
whether it’s fai r to buy second-hand books when I can afford to. pay 
the price of new books and thereby take them out of the possession 
of people who can’t spend much, or whether it’s better that this 
should be so because other purchasers might destroy .the books after 
reading them while I preserve them. Whatever the eternal verities 
may be on this subject, it ’ s'increasingly obvious that I’ll never 
read all the books I own by now, unless I face a long span of old 
age as an invalid with excellent eyes or somehow lose all interest 
in everything except books. The rescue mission and Goodwill stores 
couldn’t have created this situation without help. Garage sales 
came to their assistance, just a few years ago. I get the impres
sion that the things were popular in many other cities for quite a 
few years before, people began to stage them here, although there 
doesn’t seem to be a specialized history of the garage sale as yet. 
I’d never heard anyone talk about them when I saw the first adver
tisements for them on the classified pages, so I mistook them for 
offers to sell a storage place for an automobile until one ad list
ed some of the offerings and I started asking around. I still 
didn’t begin patronizing them immediately. So it was only three 
years ago when I went to my first one. I hit a jackpot there in 
the form of record, bargains, and I was hooked. At first I drove
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to virtually all the garage sales advertised in the Hagerstown ' 
newspapers. Then first the gasoline scarcity, then the rising 
cost of it made me realize that there wasn’t too much percentage 
in fifty-mile round trips which might yield nothing of interest.. 
So for the past year I’ve confined myself to garage sales in Hag
erstown and its immediate suburbs. Even so, I’ve accumulated en
tirely too.many books, mostly paperback science fiction, myster
ies, and various other items that interest me, cbut also respecta
ble quantities of hardcovers. It has been very 'difficult to re
strain myself from buying with the thought of future profit books 
that I don’t want, simply because I know they-would bring good 
figures if I ever opened a second-hand store of my own. For some 
reason., even though the area’s antique dealers descend upon every 
garage sale early in the day, they rarely buy books, even when 
someone offers stacks of mundane fiction in perfect' condition 
with dust jackets ranging back 60 years and more for a nickel or 
a dime apiece. As you might assume, I don’t have my books in any 
order and I’ve now reached the point at which I’m unsure of what 
I own in the science fiction line, aside from the first-rate nov
els and collections. If I see a batch of old Ace Doubles or some 
more La.umer. titles, I usually buy as long as the price isn’t high
er than a dime, on the theory that some day I might sort every
thing out and- trade for the duplicates.

So far, I’ve escaped one source of the literary population 
explosion. I’ve refrained from starting something I might not be 
able to stop, in the form of review copies. Hagerstown’s news
papers aren’t big enough to be on mailing lists of the big pub
lishing firms. Once in a while a review copy trickles in, some
times I get it and sometimes I don’t, and almost every publisher 
will send a review copy of a book if it has some kind of associa
tion with the Hagerstown area and a copy is requested on newspap
er stationery. Once in a while something odd happens: some years 
ago, box after box of paperbacks from various firms rained down on 
my desk for two or three days, then the phenomenon stopped as ab
ruptly as it had started. Maybe there’s a central mailing source 
for all paperback publishers’ review copies and someone in fandom 
got a temporary job there. One of the small paperback lines used 
to send me new science fiction, releasesat home, obviously in
tended for fanzine review. After a year or so, T gathered up a 
stack of them, reviewed them in Horizons, sent a copy of that is
sue to the publisher, and never got another review copy. I’ve 
carefully refused in the clearest, strongest posable language to 
accept review copies from fanzine -editors who run lots of book re
views. Something primitive in my id gets excited at the thought 
of receiving several hundred new books every year for review in 
fanzines but more civilized areas of my brain have kept things in 
control. I’m in sufficient disgrace with my consistent failure 
to respond to so many fanzines, so I can’t create another impossi
ble situation by-encouraging review copies ten tines faster than I 
can get them read and reviewed. Still', I remember how thrilled I 
was that day when I opened the box containing a review copy of The 
Cub Battery....

For obvious reasons, magazine reading has switched in modern 
times to non-fiction publications. Most of my magazine-reading 
is now concentrated on two photography magazines- and two music 
magazines. I don’t know why I should read almost every word in 
each photography magazine that arrives while I’m in a picture
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nontaking era. Maybe I sense that I’ll unlimber the camera again 
eventually and need to keep up on the changes in the field mean

.. while or maybe I do it for the same reason that some people read 
horror fiction. Of all hobbies which are undergoing over-inflation 
in costs and manipulation of consumers by industry leaders, -photog- 

. raphy must be right up there among the worst. I- managed to cut my 
music .nfegazine reading in half within recent memory. The American 
Record Guide, smallest and least advertiser-dominated in its field, 

• lost to: death its editor, publisher, and general do-everything and 
nobody seems to lave had the heart to take, up the fight he was wag
ing against the publications with heavy financial backing. I let 

- my subscription to Musical Quarterly lapse because what had been a 
slant in favor of academic avant garde music turned into total 
toadying to the university people. Of course, there’s also The 
Sporting News, which I’ve read religiously ever since boyhood. .
That adverb lost some of its faith a decade ago when a change in 
editorship caused the publication to drop its near-exclusive focus 
on baseball. But it still carries more baseball facts and figures 
than anyone could obtain by any process less complicated than sub
scribing to a daily newspaper in every major league city and some 
other journals from minor league cities, too.

In recent years, lacking the time and eyestrength to read as 
much as I’d like, I’ve tried to organize my literary nourishment 
to prevent anything from predominating. I usually am in the midst 
of three books at a time: one dealing with music, another on some 
other non-fictional topic, and the third is fiction. Instinct 
would cause me to read mostly novels and short stories, and chances 
are. I’ll eventually stop fighting the impulse to do so. But as 
long as some wisps of will power still exist, I feel I should con
tinue to gather information about this or that reality in the 
world. The resolve is laudable but it doesn’t really make, me a 
complete citizen of the world, because an alarming proportion of 
my non-fiction reading, besides the books on music, deals with 
movies, baseball, and similarly secular matters.

One question I keep asking myself is: why don’t I go out.and 
'■buy what I want at bookstores and newsstands, instead of acquiring 
so much in remaindered or used condition? I have the money to do 
so n6w and no obligations to anyone other than myself, once I’ve 
given my share to support killing in southeast Asia, food stamps 
for people who are fitter to hold a regular job than I am, and so 
forth via taxes. I suppose that there are several reasons, just 
as there’s seldom only one cause for any human action. There is 
the thrill of the chase. I think it’s better for me to track down 
the hard way the reading matter I want than to satisfy the urge 
with a gun in a forest. Before the week is ended, I plan to buy 
the newly issued Cordwainer Smith novel, because that is a must- 
read item, something I daren’t wait for it to convert to second
hand accessibility, because I must read it and I might drop dead 
too soon. But I know after I’ve made the purchase I’ll feel that 
I’ve cheated, through the tameness of a simple visit to a store 
and picking a copy off a rack: no suspense before determining it 
doesn’t 1 ck a bunch of pages, no sight of another potential pur
chaser looming up toward the same unicum at the garage sale,.no 
charming discovery of a note tucked into its pages with a glimpse 
into the life of the previous owner who forgot he had used it as a 
bookmark. In the case of the prozines, part of my failure to buy 
them often from newsstands lies With their editors and publishers.
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Decade after decade, they’ve repeatedly scolded fans who dared to 
offer uncomplimentary opinions on their magazines with the remind
er that...active fans represent a minute minority of the total read
ership and. can’t be catered to. After reading the same basic 
statement a half-dozen times or so from as many people in authori
ty at the prozines, I decided that if that’s how"they feel, why ' 
should I continue to cater, .to them? It’s been nice to see how the 
editors-and publishers who most consistently acted against the ad
vice of active fans have been forced to fold their magazines, and 
the proziies which the fans have most favored have been in general 
the ones that have survived. Finally, there’s the matter of relax
ation. I’m-more comfortable with a used book or magazine than I 
am with one that I’ve just purchased. Any smudges I may leave 
won’t be not iceable'because most readers are quite careless and a 
used book almost always looks used, particularly today when the 
covers seem to have been treated with some substance that attracts 
dust-,- then hangs on tight, and when the paper approaches ever 
closer to the consistency of Kleenex. About once a month, I drop 
a book and feel as if I’ve just kicked a dog. But if the book in 
question is a used one, I don’t feel quite as much like its first 
despoiler. '

I’ve virtually-stopped reading newspapers, incidentally. The 
only time I ever give.more than the quickest of glances to a met
ropolitan daily is when I am visiting a big city and think I might 
find something going on locally which I could attend, or want to 
make sure that a volcano has not erupted in the 300 or 500 block 
of Summit Avenue, making it desirable to hurry back home. . I have 
not bought a Sunday newspaper for more than a decade. My work 
makes it necessary for me to glance at every page of every issue 
of the two Hagerstown dailies, because I don’t want to duplicate 
what some other staff member may already have put into print and I 
occasionally get an idea for a column from a neglected angle of a 
local news story. But I read carefully only the obituaries, some 
of the advertisements, and an occasional local news item that has 
a direct effect on me: a change in the garbage pickup schedule or 
the closing of a block to traffic for ditch--making, for instance. 
I don’t think I’m much the worse off for not being able to carry 
on extensive conversations about the presidential prospects for 
1976 or the up-to-date condition of Japan-China relations. Talk 
on such topics is really as futile as the kind of conversation in 
which 'everyone tells which foods he likes and which ones he hates. 
The individual is too powerless in today's world to affect most 
situations which are in the news, no matter how much he thinks and 
talks about them; he may decide to devote all his spare time or 
even his career to working his will on one situation, but that 
won’t increase his ability to intervene in any of the others. I 
went through the gungho stage of reading all the World War Two 
news day by.day, looking at the maps local store windows displayed 
with the positions of the armies marked with pins, and listening 
to Raymond Gram Swing deliver his analysis of the day’s events each 
evening. On V-J Day I suddenly understood how much time I’d wast
ed; nothing I had seen, heard, said or written had had the minutest 
effect on the way the war went or on its effects on me. I cut down 
gradually on Attention to newspapers after that.

But there’s still the matter of how I’ve been affected by all 
the other reading I’ve done through the decades. I doubt if it has 

' made me very much wiser. Ten minutes a day of carefully chosen 
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factual material would have taught me more about my environment, 
people and me than all the. hours of random reading of material for 
no reason other than my liking for it. The extreme example of this 
is science fiction, of course. Neither the G-ernsbackian claims for 
the way it imparts a knowledge, of science nor today’s recommenda
tions of science fiction as the best way of knowing about the human 
condition amount to anything. You can learn about science or about 
how men might behave in the future from the same sources that sci
ence fiction writers do, at a big saving in time.

But you won’t ,be entertained if you do it the quick way. In 
recent years I’ve swung around to the belief that all fiction and 
much non-fiction has no function other than to entertain. I used 
to read scholarly books about the symbolism of the names which 
Henry James gave , to the children in Turn of the Screw and about the 
way Balzac’s novels affected the course of 19th century history in 
France. I no longer think that such considerations matter, even if 
there’s any basis for such beliefs. I understand that the literary 
establishment provides work for a few thousand critics, reviewers, 
preface-writers, and so forth, and I doubt if it has any other 
function. Once I would have ..enjoyed following the claims and 
counterclaims of those who argued such questions as how much of 

■Dickens’ real life lay behind-David’s Dora. Now I feel that I’d be 
better advised to re-read the novel or to explore less publicized 

• .Victorian British.fiction than to observe theorists grasping for 
the unknowable iike ' literary bugs that have ■ landed on their backs- 
and are grabbing for Fxon-existent levers.

The greatest service I know from all my reading has been its 
assistance in preserving what sanity I possess. I’m a worrier and 
a coward. When something preys on my mind, I could go out, mingle 
with people, and distract myself socially. But when I take this 
course of action, I usually find the thing I’m worrying about sur
facing in conversation, and almost always, someone drops a remark 
that increases my concern. So it’s all the worse when I finally 
am alone again. If I choose the right book, I’m almost certain to 
have my mind taken off the subject that threatens to obsess it, 
without encountering a reminder of it. Sometimes I goof, but not 
often. Reading has been therapy in other ways. During the bad 
years., it was the only way I could calm down enough at bedtime to 
get to sleep; fortunately, for the past six or eight years, I’ve 
been able to dispense with the bedlamp and fall asleep almost at 
once. Whenever I became weary with the dull routine of small tom 
life, there were always books and magazines to give me a mental 
workout of other places, other times. Many books show the authors 
as people should be: consistently wi se or witty, never digressing 
into endless side remarks or descending into petty gossip. After 
an hour or a day in the company of someone I don’t particularly 
care for, the right book can restore my faith in humanity, simply 
because I know that a human wrote the delightful material I’m read
ing. When I- start to fret over ray physical and mental weaknesses, 
I’d rather pick up a novel and read about other people who are 
equally imperfect than pour out my troubles to a friend who might 
convince me that I’m much worse than anyone else in these failings.

■ If -anyone suspects that this is a longwinded saying that I 
read mostly for escapism, .1 cheerfully plead guilty. It’s too lim
ited to say that science fiction is escape literature. Literature 
is escape. It’s possible to pervert what could be a simple pleas
ure by falling back on scholastic duties when you' re majoring in
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English literature, or holding a job in the propaganda bureau of a 
national government, or reviewing scientific papers for ways to . 
build a bigger and better H-bomb., Some people clearly gain pleas
ure from such activiti es as participation in great books discus
sion groups; my limited experience with one reminded me of how. in
ferior the act of dissecting a cat is to comradeship of a pet cat.

So, except for the last lingering remnants of old good intents 
'like the habit of mingling non-fiction with fiction, I’m trying to
recapture the attitude toward reading I possessed during those 
first years after I had mastered the skill. I’m now reading what I 
please, ho matter if it has no practical use for me, even if it 
scandalizes others who think I’m wasting my time or falling into 
second childhood or boring myself. Only

my time or falling into
once in the past twenty 
something: during a long 
was the wrong time to carry 
for reading my recently

years have I taken any advice not to read 
convalescence, someone warned me tint it 
out my intention to take advantage of it _ .
acquired Scott set. A couple of years later, when I began reading 
those novels, I felt murderous toward that acquaintance.; they were 
precisely what would have suited my spare time and mood while laid 
up and I’d blown the chance irrevocably. Come to think of it, that 
experience might be one reason, for my reluctance to give the wrong * 
advice, to others, through those reviews and critiques that I haven t 
started to write. ■ ..............................

The Won st of Martin

Since it isn’t practical to attempt a printed paper for such a 
limited circulation, where quantity is ofttimes. rated above quality 
—where artistic methods of duplication are desired anyhew (like 
hectographing)—the Martin literary props have attempted to mimeo- 
'graph a paper solely for the FAPA. After daubing the bedroom from 
divers and devious explosive methods of duplication sans spending a 
nickel for proper equipment, we have been struck with a ritual util
izing the printing press for a mimeograph. Until the process ap- 
prriximates readibility we are battered from mimeograph to mimeograph 
to produce this Satyric #1.

O.ur favorite journal in our last two years of ’’reading■member
ship” has been Sweetness and Light. Months ago we sent articles 
and bits to SaL for publication (with enclosed stamped envelope) 
and have received no reply. Even SaL has disappeared.

The Reader and Collector has furnished us with merry anecdotes 
with every issue. His subtle and caustic humour is a high spot m 
every bundle. . .

The only other paper we can remember that sustained interest 
was the Phantagiaph in its old printed days. Other papers show the 
so-called ’’.pro” worth only occasionally. Every bundle has a few 
excellent papers. The editors seem to take turns. It’s fun to 

" hunt for them. . . rr
A year or so ago I enjoyed a weekend visit from Louis Ruslan, 

we talked of producing a joint format on Ye Oide Lycanthrophy 
Presse, but that was the last I saw of him although we are only 
twenty miles apart—Manchest er to Storrs College. At the time I was 
busily engaged in producing a series of plays and courtin’ a girl. 
The plays.are now produced, Martin is fired, and to.salve my dismal 
condition the girl accepted me. All of which explains why Louis 
and I digressed., .

(from Satyric, March, 1942, issue, by Edgar A. Martin)
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