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TLE SOPUISTICATEP
EDITORIAL'-

triumph to somebody who could understand how

I suppose the question of 
why comes up. Why did I choof 
to “publish the. ninth B/NSHEE 
as s special Bob Tucker issue . 
to benefit the Tucker fund?

Various reasons, none of 
them really sufficient in it-, 
self. I haven’t had very mud 
contact with Bob; g: letter or* 
two, one article he wrote for 
me, g; copy of IE ZOMBIE 66 
which he kindly sent me. So ' 
I eg n’t say I know him well 
gt all, even though I do have 
g; definite impression of his 
personality from reading 
nieces by and gbout him.

Perhaps one of the reasons 
is that he wg s the first fan- 
nish luminary to contribute 
words to B/NSHEE. I remember 
the day I got his article, 
"Yesterday’s kgdness" (^ZTfBHET 
/7) I wgs so ecstatic, so 
high on the essence of faan- 
ishness that the only thing 
that brought me down wgs my 
ing bility to communicate my 

;ood I felt. Getting that
girticle made me happy. It still does.

/nother reason? They say thg t Bob invented faanishness g bout twenty yeai 
before my birth. Those of you who hgve been reading my zines will hg ve 
noticed ray increasing preoccupation with fandomg nd faanishness. So I want 
to thank Bob for inventing f faanishness for me to enjoy. This is g. good 
way to do it.

When the Bob Shaw fund wg s being run, I read in /H/ZING that FOC/L POINT 
was one of a. number of fgnzines publishing snecial Shaw issues, and that 
the fund.>in general had greatly increased fandom’s interest in itself. 
The words meant nothing to me then. When the Tucker fund was ginnounced, I 
thought that the sg mjg thing would probably happen? lots of zines would 
publish special issues, and, aT"new erg- of faanishness would be born. If I 
published in /ugust, my zine would be one of the first special issues, and 
I’d get all sorts of egobop for doing it, not to mention some contributions 
that I wouldn't have gotten Otherwise.

Sadly, the Tucker Bund doesn't seem to have had nearly the effect on 
fandom that the Shaw fund did. While g few zines are donating funds re- 
cieved to the fund, none, to the best of mv knowledge, has planned c specig 
issue. I'm surprised, g-nd yes, g little bit dissappointed. j'm sure this 
issue of B/NSHEE will not be the only special Tucker issue, but I'm 
equg;lly sure that there won't be the dozen or so special publicgtions that 
there were in 1970-71. It's too bad, and I'm sure others will agree with 
me. There wg.s a -zestful.Tness end enthusiasm in Ninth fandom’s drive to , 
import g; Wheel of IF thg t seems to be lacking in 1974. Ill random doesn’t 
seem to be rallying ground with dong tions of fine old vintage fg.nzines 
for the auction. Perhaps the reason is the lack of g. FOC/L POINT to pro
vide this rg'llying point. t nd so bhoro’s e nother roc son for this issue.
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Perhaps my publishing will encourage others to do likewise. There is still 
time yet, before the Eund reaches its goal, to spark £: resurgence of faan- 
ish enthusiasm forty years after Tucker first cut a stencil.

. Maybe Terry Carr will even publish the 12th INNUENDO as a special Tucker- 
issue .

/nd so on with the show. I hope you'll enjoy this issue as much as I did 
- while putting it together--but without the pain and frustration that accom

panied me at times along the way.
/ctually, that last line was £: lie. I hope it hurts you to read this 

issue. It should, if you're a faned. Just think, sucker!, all this good 
, material going to waste in a neofan's zine when it could have been you 

publishing it, if only you had my wide-ranging initiative and indomitable 
willpower.

Now, we come to the real reason I published this special issue.
Bob is known to some as Chod (but not ?od—don't take Elmer's name in 

vain) but to most as "Smoothie" He gets his nickname from his famous 
penchant for Jim Beam, which is supposed to be smooth as silk. Personally, 
I'd_rather drink kerosene. Coes down much easier. .

I don't expect most, or even e few of you out there in Ban-Dumb to know 
this, being as how you are a.ll so unsophisticated and crude, but Jim peam, 
in addition to his regular bottles, also comes in fancy, decorative, ex
pensive, bottles. Or else it used to, which is probably even better for 
my purposes.

Most of you.don't know this of course, but Bob, being E: gentleman with 
the fine breeding inherent in the race of muskrats, does. He doesn't, 
however, have any interest in the bottles after they've been emptied, no 

i matter how beautiful or valuable they are. (/ssociating with the rest of you 
slobs has rotted his brain, you see) Nevertheless, he has quite a few of 
these bottles, none of which he bought himself.

Now I happen to have an interest in these bottles. I have a few of them, 
stolen when I was in swaddling clothes, sometime last year, from my parents 
liquor cabinet. They ere worth quite a bit of money to a: bottle collector. 
I am not a bottle collector? I am, however, a money collector. The more 
fancy Jim Beam bottles I get, the more money I'll have in my collection.

in return for ray publishing this special issue, Bob has agreed to give 
me 37 empty fancy Jim.Beam bottles at Discon.

/nd one niece of lint from his navel, set in lucite on e sterling silver 
base.

If this^issue is especially good, he might even let me kiss one of his 
unemptied Jim Beam bottles on the mouth.

While I hope that every word you road in B/NSHEE is the truth, such can'- 
always be the case, /t the moment, there is a: distinct possibility that one 
of my contributors hc.s been blatE:ntly two-faced in the writing of his art
icle presented this issue. I refer, of course/ to Terry Hughes and his 
niece "/ Nose by /ny Other Name.

I was talking to /rnie Katz on the phone e: few nights ago, and I chanced 
to mention the contents of this issue. "Oh?" he said. "What did Terrv 
write about?"

"He wrote about his nose," I replied.
"His nose9 Does he think he has E: big one, or e small one9"

• "/ big one. Does he?"
Not really? it’s average sized. Joyce," he said? she was in the same 

room = s he was, and I could overhear them talking, "do you think Terry Hughes 
1 has a big nose?" r,

"No. Why? Does he say he does?"
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"Yes. Evidently he’s up to somethin^..."
"Whet kind of nose is it, /rnie?" I queried. Perhaps Terry’s nose 

wasn't large, but it still could be distinctive, so that it would stick out 
in a crowd. It could be broken, or pointy, or flattened, or red. put it 
wa sn’t.

"Oh, it’s just an ordinary nose."
Bear this in mind when you reed Terry’s niece. Somebody hes been lying 

to me, end I suspect Terry rather then /rnie. I heve it on good euthority 
that this Hughes person is a. shedy character. Who knows whet went on during 
those long silent months in Fells Church? Not I.

/t Discon we’ll find out. /t Discon we'll find out if Terry Hughes 
really nose himself.

/ couple of notes s Terry /ustin's inside becover is a- sketch of the .h/po- 
thetica1 comic book charecter I wrote about last issue, /nd Barrv Gold, 
2471 Oe k St. Santa Honica 0/ 90405 is selling conies of TKT TNCOITIE/T 
BURBEE, third printing, for *1.25, postpaid. It's almost 100 pages of the 
best of Burbee's writing, from the fourties and the fifties and is, in ell 
honesty, worth three times or more the cover price. / must for enybody who 
likes good fanwriting.

Fans ere continue lly moaning the feet that fenzines aren't as ^ood as they 
used to be. /nd it's true, they aren.t.

I have discovered the reason why.
In 1964, W/RHOON published an attack on the N3F by John Baxter. Fanzines 

were good beck then.
In 1971, there were attacks on the N3F in the lettercol of R/TS! Fan

zines were good then, too.
In 197^, there ere no attacks being published on the H? \ Fanzines 

aren’t so good anymore.
I think you will see the obvious relationship. When fanzines and fandom 

attack the N3f, fanzines are good. When they dn't, they are bad.
This doesn't mean that I have anything against the N3'?. Some of my clos

est fa nnish friends a.re members, and there will probably be copies of at 
least B/NSHEE 7 in the N37 room at Discon. But doesn't this coincedence 
striek you as strange?

I have come up with the solution.
। The Pi3J is really the Secret plaster. When it's in control, it is able 
to keep the quality of fanzines down, so that even their nine year old mem- 
oers can understand them, /s a side effect, of course, there are no attacks 
on the N3F published. But when its grasp slips, the level of fainzine pub
lishing zooms , and fanzines are in good shape again. /nd the N3F gets 
■t tacked.

The N3F has been in control of fandom for over a: year, but its grip is 
tow weakening. If it wasn't, I would have been struck dead before p sat down 
at my typer. I hope that you will all join me in throwing off their yoke, 
and then fanzines can be good again. To get the ball rolling a: little faster 
than it a.lrea:dy is, I'll quote the immortal Seth Johnson from the lettercol 
if W/RH00N 22 8"... without something like N3F there would be literally no 
ila ce for fams to develop into fa.neds and the like." Come again? I have 
lever been in the N3F, but I seem to be doing all right, /nd so are a. lot of 
others who ha:ve been similarly deprived of the N3F*s proud traditions and 
listory.

/s an example of how I ha ve been deprived of editorial experience by vir
tue of not having joined the N3F, T present to you now the Bob Tucker Fund 
Issue of B/NSHEE.



I REMEMBER LEMURIA, 
AND BOB TUCKER, 

VAGUELY
I__

It is always a pleasure, and sometimes even a sur
prise-, to recieve s? letter from Mike Gorra. I shoul 
explain that the element of surprise is more attrib
utable to his inadvertent penchant for typographical 
errors and not to any degree of infrequency. In nis 
Is test missive, one line in particular caused me to 
throw away e perfectly good mouthful of scotch.

"Im planning on producing the 9th.issue o. A , 
August, as c special Bob Tucker issue, to bene- 
the fund."

That’s what he said. The problem, you see, is 
that Hike’s fanzine is called BANSHEE. My fanzine 

is called AWRY. Isn’t it? Yes, of course it is. Actually, I don t think 
this was a. typographical error at all. I believe that Mike was daydreaming 
a.bout the cheerleaders whom he would attempt to molest the next time.he was 
on the football field, and simply lost all track ~f what he was talking a- 
bout. It wouldn’t ha.ve surprised me had he said; "I’m planning on produ
cing the 9th CHEERLEADER, for August, in honor of Bob Tucker. Had this bee 
Mike’s actual intention, I’m sure that Bob would have considered it a fit
ting honor and given his implicit approval.

At any rate, Mike asked me to contribute to this special Bob Tucker is
sue. I consider this an appropriate choice on his part. I am 30 years 
old, and I met Bob Tucker once when I was 18. Obviously I know as much ( 
about him as anyone does.

I should mention that I have taken a break from a somewhat time-consu
ming fan project for the purpose of writing this article, and I feel as 
thought I were on s. busman's holiday. I ’ve been sorting through over 
years’ worth of Bob Tucker's fan writings for the purpose of assembling 
something which will be called THE REALLY INCOMPLEAT' BOB TUCKER.

Currently, I am up to 1956, and unless he got a.lot.better after that^ 
date I consider it a fitting proposition that we ship him off to Australia■ 
Perhaps they can teach him how to write down there (or in any other posi
tion, for that matter) and in the interim he will serve the purpose of lo
wering the overall standard of Australian fan-writing. They have too many 
good fanwriters in the bush country, and it makes us look bad here in the 
United States. The only idea better than exporting Tucker, is to export 
him to Australia.

Duo to Australia.n inport restrictions, we’re sending him down there in 
voiced as s. canned ham.

Fandom is quite smart in its efforts to honor Tucker.the Fan. .After 
all, there’s not much anyone would do for him based on his reputation as 
a professional science fiction author. I know this for £•. fact, because 
I’ve read all of his sf novels. They help me to get to sleep at night. 
(I started reading them at night ever since one put me to sleep at two o 
clock in the afternoon while I was on a crosstown bus.)

As I recall, his first sf novel was THE CITY IN THE SEA, published 



6
b?:ck in 1951 • It was blurbed as 1 compelling humc-n story of one man and 
an army of women!", and w? s me inly ? fictionalized account of one of Tuc
ker’s closed-door convention parties.

His next Science fiction novel was entitled THF LONG LOUD SILENCF, and 
it was told from the viewpoint of someone who listened attentively outside 
of Tucker’s closed-dopr convention parties, Actually it was a story about 
a wino who kept running around the country tiding to avoid catching the 
flu; and considering the title of it, the critical resnonse was quite ao- ’= 
propriate.

Some of his other science fiction novels were THE1 TIME MASTERS, a story* 
of ? man thousands of ye? rs old searching to find ?. woman his is thousands 
of years old ;• TIDE BOMB, about ’a criminal who moves through time and space . 
to murder his victims- completely and irrevocably- days before the moment 
of actual death’ (an early protest'against the posts ! service); WILD TALENT 
Bob’s own account of his participation in closed-door convention parties; 
TO THE TOMBAUGH STATION; the story of a woman who has an unusual social 
disease; THE LINCOLN HUNTERRS, the story of a man who goes into the past 
by mistake; and THE YEAR OF THE .QUIET SUN, about e: man who goes into the 
future by mistake. It is rumored that his next novel will be about a man 
who is in the present by mistake, and will be autobiographical in nature. 
If Tucker has written any science fiction novels other than the ones men
tioned here> then I don’t want to know about them.

I mentioned that I had met Bob Tucker when I was 18. I told about thai 
meeting in PFLF#7, published April 1969. I recounted every lest detail, 
including the fact that it was Lloyd Biggie who had introduced us. In the 
following issue of PELF, Lloyd wrote in to say? "I vehemently-deny having 
pointed out Bob Tucker to you. I have never met Bob Tucker." Bob Tucker 
then wrote in to say that he had never met Bob Tucker, either.

As far as' I know, I may be the only person who has met Bob Tucker.
I’ve been unlucky in other ways, too.' .
As I remember that meeting, back there f t the Chicon in 1962, Bob had 

that strange wiry crew-cut just like the photo shows on the dust jacket of 
THF LINCOLN HUNGERS. In fact, I think he had on the same shirt.

I remember going up to the Tucker, and saying: "Bob Tucker."
I heard nob’s head swivel around, way up there, and after I punched 

him in the kneecap he looked down, into my dandruff, and I said: ".Author of 
my favorite novel, THE LONG LOUD SILENCE." My second favorite novel in 
those teenage days was BONZO ON THE MUSHROOM PLANET.

After the Tucker had rubbed his throbbing kneecap, with my face, he 
replied: "Yes. I’ll send you a: bill in the morning. And then he called 
for someone to carry him back into the bar.

Having been dazzled by his ferocious wit, not to mention the pin
strip running down the'center of my face, I turned around and went away.

The conversation is true, to the best of my knowledge. Only the de
sign on my face was changed, to protcet the name of Bob’s tailor.

Anyway, Mike, I appreciate your asking me to contribute to this specia; 
Bob Tucker issue. I also appreciate your turning it into the 9th issue of 
AWRY. But look, if you’re going to publish it, don’t send me a bill in the 
morning. Send it to Tucker. He should pc. y us plenty for honoring him / 
with this fanzine.
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The Purple Pa. stures
of fanwriting. I found it in

of my favorite pieces 
QUIP'^5. QUIP was a:

edited by /rnie Katz, in combination with, 
Len Bailes, and Cindyat various times, Lon /tkins,

Van /rnam. #5 was the first annish, and was over a 
hundred pages long, full of excellent faanish wri
ting by the likes of Harry Warner, Jr. Robert Bloch, 
Greg Benford, F.M. Busby, and many others.

The piece is older than that, however. Terry 
writes that it was first published in /ugust 195$, 
"/t the height of the WSFS Inc. fooforah. (That’s 
what the ending refers to." He thinks it a .bit 
dated. I don’t, because when I first read it, I 
hadn’t even heard of that scandal, and still tho
roughly enjoyed it. I hope you'll do the ss;me.

/rnie wrote an introduction explaining some of 
the background of the niece? it appeared in QUIP#5» 
and I'll quote it here;

" The Purple Pastures', published as volume one 
of 'The Works of Carl Brandon’ is ba sed on the 
play ’Green Pastures' by Marc Connelly, published 
by Farrar and Rineha-rt, in 1929- This, in turn, 
was based on a series of southern sketches by 
Roark Bradford called '01' Man /dam /n' His 
Chillun", published the previous year.

" 'Carl Brandon' was, in this case, Terry Carr, 
who offered some corrections to the play as o- 
riginally printed, and they ha.ve been incor
porated in this edition. In return, I agreed 
not to use the original introduction, or 'for
ward'as it was actually called, except for 
"Carl's last sentence.
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" ’ ’The Purple Pastures’ carries no deep meaning 
at all, but is merely one more proof that fandom, 
looked at in a;ny other than its own terms, is 
ridiculously amusing’ "

I can’t think of anything to a:dd to that introduc
tion, except to say enjoy. But one more thing 
does come to mind... I know of no f-nnish produc
tion of the play. Has there ever been one? /nd is 
anybody ga.me to try it?

n
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ittnt I
/ corner in Negro slanshack.
Ten neos and an elderly BNF
/s the curtain rises, Mr. Deshee, the BNF, 
is reading from a fanzine. The neos are 
listening with varied degrees of atten
tion

DESHEE: "/n. Rucker stayed in fandom thutty y'ars, an begat a little neo an 
called his name Rucklet." It go on like that a bit, an den it say "/n* Lee 
Hoffwoman come on, an’ she. pub QU/NDRY, an* de days of LeeH were three y’ar 
until she come to life ag’n and was resurrected." Den a little later it 
tell about another member of de fam'ly. His name was Reisler. Maybe some 
of you know about him already. I'm gonter tell you all about him next mee
tin*. Now ho you think gonter like fandom?

FIRST NEO: I*m gone like it jes* fine, Mr. Deshee, caize fo' it's so fan- 
nish.

SECOND NEO: Who cr'ated fandom, Mr. Deshee?

DESHEE: Why, Ghu did, boy. Dat was a long time ago... before Rucker even.

SECOND F/NDOM: What fandom like befo* Ghu begin, Mr. Deshee?

DESHEE: How yo' mean what it like?

FIRST NEO : Carlisle mean who was president of N3F den.

DHSHEE: Dey wasn't nobody president den on fcPUnt d'ey wasn't any N3F. Dat 
de whole idea I jus' told yo'. Dey wasn’t any F/P/ Dey wasn't any OMP/ 
Dey wasn't any CRY OF THE NAMELESS or Y/NDRO 

s

or nothin'. Dey wasn’t nothin’ in fandom 
at all caize fo’ dey wasn’t any fandom.

THIRDE NOE: What fo’ did Ghu make fandom, 
Mr. Deshee? How did he git the idea he 
wanted it?

DESHEE: Well, nobody knows fo' certain.
We know that at one time dey wasn’t nothin 
’cept the Happy Fannin Grounds. Den one 
day Ghu got de idea he'd like to make a 
place fo* us li’l mortal fans to do our 
crifanac befo' we passed on, so he created 
fandom, /nd den he figpered ^t since he'd 
sone to all de trouble make fandom fo* 
us, he’d better git on wif it and create 
us too, so’s we could enjoy it.

SECOND NEO: What was de Happy ^annin* 
Grounds like, Mr. Deshee? Did dey have one 
shot sessions and all?

DESHEE: Sho, dey had the most fannish 
kind of one-shot sessions. Dey probl’ly 
had bheerbuslc, wid blog fo' do adults.
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Ghu gives us fans lotsa ideas about havir? fannish times. Maybe dey were 
things dey’d been doin’ Up in the Happy Fannin’ Groun’s. Yes sir, I bet 
dey had a bheerbust ev'ry. week.

cent 2
/ bheerbust in the Happy Fanning Grounds. / choir of fangels are singing
"Rise, Shine, Give Ghu the Blog"- The fg.ngels wear robes of Masterweave, 
and their nropellors spin above their beanies with no supporting rod. Ot
herwise they look and act like a group of happy fans at a bheerbust.

SLENDER F/NCEL ; I ain't seen you lately, Lily. How you been?

STOUT F/NGELs He, I'm fine. I been visitin’ my mammy, She workin’ as a 
taster at de brewery over by de throne o' ghrace.

SLENDER F/NGELs She always was purty fannish.

STOUT F/NGEL: Yes ma'am. She like it dere. I guess she like to get de 
chqnce to drink bheer all the time.

SLENDER F/.NGELs Wall, da t’s natural. I declare yo’ mammy one of de most 
fannish lady fang, s I know.

STOUT F/NGELs She claims you de most fannish one she know.

SLEDNER F/NGLE: Well, you come right down to it, I suppose we is all true 
fans .

STOUT F/NGELs Yes ma'am. Why is dat, I wonder?

SLEDNER F/NGELs I s'pose it’s caize Ghu don* 'low us ’sociatin’ wid Robert 
Bloch any mo' so dat dey cain't be no mo* fakefannin'.

STOUT F/NGEL: Po * old Bloch. Whatevah became of him?

SLEDNER FENCEDs Ghu put him someplace, I sfinose.

STOUT F/NGEL: I do a great deal of travelin', bein' as I delivers de mail, 
an’ I ain't never come »crc^s Pl^ce but de Happy Fannin' Groun’s. So if 
Ghu done kicked Bloch out of hyar jes' whereat did he go?

SLENDER F/NGELs You bettah let Ghu keep his own secrets, Lily. De way 
things is goin* now, dey ain’t been no fakefannin* since dey gave Blcoh a 
kick in de pants. Tie's leave it dat way.

STOUT FANGELs I was jes* a neofangel when Bloch lef*. . I don’t even ’member.- 
what he look like.

SLENDER FANGEL: He had an unsensitive fakefannish face.

The fangel Gabriel enters. He is bigger and has a- larger propeller on 
his beanie than the others, and he carries a. trumpet in one hand. His ap
pearance causess a flutter among the others. The choir starts to hum "oh 
Didn’t He Pub Fanzines" in a .jazz: tempo, but Gabriel shakes his head .



11

GABRIEL: No, I'm sorry, but I cain't take no solo wif you yet. I'se hyar 
to announce de lawd, Ghu!

((There is a reverent hush and Ghu enters. He is the tallest of them all, 
and he has no less than ten propellors whirling above his beanie. He looks 
down at the assemblage, noticing the many neofangels. He specks.))

GHUs Does you pub fanzines?

NEOFANGELS: Certainly, Ghu.

GHUs Does you pub fanzines?

NEOFANGELS: Certainly, Ghu.

GHUs ((with the beginning of musical notation)) Does you pub fanzines?

NEOFANGELS: ((Nov^ half-sinking) )Certainly, Ghu, certainly, certainly, cer- 
tainly, Ghu. ((They sing ^he second verse))

Does you drink lots o' bheer?
Certainly, Ghu.

Does you drink lots o' bheer?
Certainly, Ghu.

Does you drink lots o' bheer?
Certainly, Ghu, certainly, certainly, certainly, Ghu.

GHUs Let de bheerbust perceed.

((The fs-.ngels relax and resume drinking. The large Gestetner in the center 
of the stage begins to turn again. Fangels type on electric varitypers as 
they drink.))

GABRIEL: Good mo'nin’, Ghu.

GHUs Mo'nirf, Gabriel. You looking ourty spry.

GABRIEL: I cain’ complain. I been drinking some^l°£ dis mo’nin*. You 
keer for some, Ghu?

GHU: Thank you very kindly, I think I will. (A blog brewer brings Him a 
quart)) Thank you, brother. Say, why don' the choir give us one o' dem 
ol'time jump-ups.

CHOIR LEADER: Anythin' you say, Ghu. (The choir begins to sing "So High 
Last Hight you Can't Get Over the Hangover."))

G ((After chugalugging half 
of the blog.)) Hmmm. Dey's 
somethin' 'bout dis blog. ((Takes 
another drink.))

BLOG BRENER: zin’t it all .... 
right, Ghu?

GHUs It don’t seem jest right. 
You make it?
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BLOG BREWER: Yes, Ghu. We .brewed it jus* like we alius do. It’s s-’pose 
to be perfect.

GHU: Yeah ((T£:kes another drink)) I know what it is; It needs jes’ a 
little bit mo’ firmament.

BLOG BREWER: Det’s all de firmf'ment we had, Ghu. Dey ain’t a drop left 
in the de jug.

GHU: Dat’s all right. I’ll jes’ r’ar back and pass a miracle.
((Choir stops singing.)) 
Let it be some firmament 
fo’ de blog here, /n* 
when I say let it be 
some firmament, I want 
lots o’ firmament, so’s 
we won’t never have trou
ble making our blog ag- 
*in. (The stage has be
come misty until Ghu and 
his fangels are obscured, 
^s Ghu finishes the 
speech there is £" burst 
of thunder and the sound 
of a cloudburst)) Dere 
now, dot’s de way I like 
it!

much rii memcnt. The neofangels is gittin’ all

I?IRSTM/MMY F/NGET : Now 
look, Ghu, dot's too 

wet.

SECOND M/MMY F/NGEL: Yes, Ghu dey’s gone ketch cold

GHU: Well, it looks like I’m gonter have to pass anudder miracle. Lessee... 
let .dere be a place to dreen off all dis firmament. Let dere be de Earth, 
in fact.

(( The lights go up until the stage is bathed in sunlight. To the rear
of the stage there is now a wrought iron railing.))

G/BRIEL: Well, look down dere! My ghudness, dot’s right fine fannin’ kentry 
You ain’t gone let dat go to waste, is you, Ghu?

GHU: Ever ‘body quiet down now! I’m gonter pass one mo* miracle. You all
gonter help me an’ not make a soun’ caize it’s one of de most impo’tent 
miracles of all. ((The ve ritypers and Gestetner are silenced. Everyone is 
still.)) Let dere be fan: ((There is a growing roll of thunder and the 
stage grows dark. The choir bursts into”Halleghuyay!" ))
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‘ Ghu’s prirvate office in the Happy Fanning 

Si till O V Ground. There is s shining duplicator in 
the corner with the brand name "Enchanted" 

written prominently on it. The walls are filled with bookcases of fangel
zines. Gabriel is talking with Ghu.

GHU: Lessee, -now, is dere anythin’ else we’s forgettin’?,

GABRIEL: De prayers, Ghu. 
GHU
GHU: De prayers?

G/BRIEL: From fankind. You know, down on de Earth.

GHU: Oh yea, fankind. Bless my beanie, I almos forgot about dat. Been 
a long time since I been down dere. Mus* ,be ’bout third or fo th fandom 
by now. Hmm... think meebe I’ll go down dere and look .’round. I wasn’t 
too happy wid it las’ time I looked> ?11 dem mortal fans was reedin’ 
somethin’ called stf. Now you know dat got nothin’ to do with trufandom.
Gabriel.

GABRIEL: Yes, Ghu.

GHU: Well, take keer o yo’self. I’ll be back Saddy. ((He exits.))



Ghu is walking along st city street. He comes
to where a fahne is reading a copy of /M/ZING . ... _ a .
STORIES. scene4
GHU: Stop dat!

ZWB/: What’s de matter wid you? Why shouldrft I read a li'l stf if I wants ‘ 
to. I’s a fanne, ain’t I? I’s gotta read a li’l stf ever once in a while.

GHU: You ain* s’posed to read stf at all. What’s dat got to do wid fandom?

ZEB/: Why ever’thin’, of course. Dis is stfandom, ain't it?

GHU: No, it ain’t. Dis is s’posed to be trufandom and you’se s’posed to 
worship Ghu, not some silly magazine. Dat’s what Ghu cr’ated fankind fo’.. 
so’s he could get a little extra esoboo in de prayers. ((Sternly)) when war 
was de las' time you prayed to Ghu, chile9

ZEB/ ((Momentarily frightened.)) Well, I cussed at him jes* las* week, if 
dat’s what you mean. I called him a fugghead caize I didn't get a mimeo 
fo' my birfday.

GHU: What you want a mimeo fo'? /in’t you got a hekto? /in’t you had it 
fo' six months now an* never used it?

ZEB/: Yeah, but it’s too messy. I get purple all over my h^nds and then 
I get it on de prozines and dey ain't mint no mo'.

GHU: Who cares about de prozines? Chile, I'm tellirf you, stf ain't got no
thin' to do wid trufandom. You keep readin' it an’ you ain’ never gone 
make it to de Happy Fannin’ Groun’s, chile.

ZEB/: Well, if stf ain’t got nothin to do wid trufandom den maybe I don' 
even want to go dere, caize fo* I likes my stf mo' dan fanzines. Why I 
only wanted to get a mimeo so’s I could publish a checklist of all de books 
reviewed in /SF, G/L/XY and 7" SP.

GHU: Chile, you ain't never gone make it to de Happy Fannin' Groun’s.
Nossuh. ((He exits))

gtent5
GHU: Dis ain’t gettin' me nowhers. Dis here fandom here on de Earth sho’ 
ain’t much. I'd ruther have my Earth peopled wid jes* neofans dan dese 
stfans. 'I.east the neofans don' read stf.

((Rucker enters. He is dressed like an ordinary man, except that he wears 
z beanie))

RUCKER: Mo’nin’, brother.

GHU: Plo'nin brother. I declare you look like a trufan.

RUCKER: I try to be, brother. I tries to spread de word of Ghu hereabouts 
I don't think I seen you to de bhoerbust las' night.
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GHU: I jes* came to town a li’l while ago an* I been purty busy.

RUCKER: Yeh, mos ’ ever’body says dey's nurty busy dose days. Dey so busy 
reedin’ stf dey cain’t come to bheerbusts. It seems like de mo' I talk a- 
bout Ghu de more dey read stf. Is you a trufan too, brother?

GHU: Sort of, I guess, I jes’ passin * through here. Wanted to see how 
things was soin' on here.

RUCKER: Why don’ you drap in at my place fo' dinner? We got some bheer left 
over from las’ night, caize fo' dere was only my own fam'ly to drink it.

GHU: Why dat’s mighty nice of you brother. Thank you, I will.

((Ghu and Rucker enter Rucker’s slanshack. The interior boasts a much-used 
mimeo, a few bookcases of fanzines, and a few prozines.))

GHU: I declar, what's dese stfmags doin’ here. I thought you was a trufan, 
brother.

RUCKER: Well, I is, but I'm tryin* to write stf so's I can make some mo’ mo
ney to pub my fanzines. Dese yere is my reference material.

GHU: Why, dat’s a good enough reason fo’ me. ((They settle back comfortably 
for a moment)) Brother, what would you say would be- de only thin? would 
stop these fen from readirf stf.

RUCKER: Well, I’d say it’d hafta be a catastrophe or a war or sumpthin'.

GHU: You don’t know who I is, do you?

RUCKER: It’s purty hard to tell one sensitive fannish face from another. 
((Ghu stands un majestically and is bathed in purple light. Rucker falls 
on his knees)) I should have known you. I was won’drin’ 'bout ten pro- 
pell ors without nothin' to hold 'em up.

GHU: Dat's all right. You prob'ly thought it was just the effects of a 
hangover from de bheerbust las' night made you see dat.

RUCKER: Dat I did, Ghu. Dat I did.

GHU: I's gone destroy dis here 
tho. I's gone cause de nonfans 
fight in dat war, and only you an 
Wid all de stfans in de army, dey

fandom 
to

Rucker. I ain' gone destroy you, 
start p. way, and de fans gone have to 
a few other fen is gone keep out of it. 

won’t be able to read stf. ((Takes a 
sheet of paper from his pocket and begin 
begins to type on Rucker’s typer.)) Now, 
Rucker, I want you to publish a fanzine. 
I want you to call it DE ZOMBIE, and I 
want you to nrint only trufan material, 
like dis I's writin* for you now. Now, 
I’m gone write your material fo’ you, 
an’ it’ll all be trufan stuff an' I 
want you to send DE ZOMBIE to all de 
stfans in de army so’s dey’ll become 
trufans.
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RUCKER: ((Reeding the piece that Ghu is writing over His shoulder)) Yes,suh, 
dis seems to be de trufannish sort of thing dat'll convert ’em. ’Specially1, 
when you is writ it yourself, Ghu, even it if will be under my name.

GHU: Dat is why I’s writin* ae stuff fo’ you • ■/'side from de ego-boo I’ll 
get, I mean.

RUCKER: Lessee now, if I’s gonter put out a trufanzine, I'se gonter need a 
little bheer, don’t you think, Ghu?

GHU: You kin have ten cases of bheer.

RUCKER: Hmm, yes suh, my typers been givin’ me trouble lately. Don’t know 
where I’m gonter get de energy to type all dem stencils. Maybe I oughter 
have twenty cases of bheer.

GHU: No, I think ten will be enough. Don’t want you gittin’ drunk like s 
common ordinary neofan, and throwin’ de cans out de window.

RUCKER: Yes, Ghu, but you see my tyoer's been givin’ me--

GHU: Ten cases, I say!

RUCKER: Yes, Ghu. Ten cases.

Stnu6
Rucker is standing outside his house, peering down the street through bin
oculars. He frowns, sighs, and puts the binoculars down. Hrs. Rucker errttars

MRS. RUCKER: What you doin’ wid de binoculars.

RUCKER: I’se lookin’ fo’ de mailman. 'Pears to me dat enough time has passe 
for de stfans to be gettin’ converted ’bout now.

MRS. RUCKER. Why don’ you send out de budgerigar an* see what he brings 
back from de mailman?

RUCKER: That’s jes* what I’se gonter do. ((He sets loose the budgie))

MRS. RUCKER: You think he'll bring back some fannish mail dis time?

RUCKER: I dunno. Purty soon, I'd imagine.

((The budgerigar returns with a fanzine.))

RUCKER: ((Unstapling it.)) Wish dey wouldn’t put dese things in ’em. Dey 
gets my fingers so sore I can't manipulate a. churchkey right. ((Looking 
at fanzine now open)) Well,bless my beanie, dis looks good.

MRS. RUCKER: What is do name of it?

RUCKER: It's called SH/NGRI-L*/EF/-IRES, whatever dat means. My, but it do 
look good. ((He reads, starts to laugh)) Lookee; lookee here? read dis.
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mRS. RUCKER: Well, I’semighty vlad we ^ot somethin’ else to read den ies’ 
detective novels all de time. ((She exits))

GHU: ((.Appearing behind him)) I hopes so too. I'se purty proud of de way 
you handled de fanzinin' business, Rucker. ’

RUCKER: Was you watchirf den?

GHU: Yes,all de time. I seed you when you had de parties fo* de.Sian Shack 
ers, and when you writ de Hoy Ping Pong things. I didn't even mind parti
cular when you got to cussin’ and drinkin' all de bheer at once. I.figger 
anybody puttin' out as many issues of a .fanzine as you done got a right 
to drink a little too much maybe.

RUCKER: Thank you, Ghu. What’s de orders now°

GHU: Dat’s all fo’ now. Now we’ll j es' see what happens.

Scene 7
Ghu’s private office in the Happy Panning Grounds again. In the office are 
two woman cleaners, dusting the stardust from the furniture. There is the 
sound from outside the window of f whirr and distant faint Boom.

FIRST CLEANER: Doggone, that must a' been a big one.- Dat's de fo'ty six' 
thunde'-bolt since breakfas'.
Ghu mus ’ be mad fo' sho' dis 
mo'nin.

SECOND CLEANER:- I wonder 
where at He's pitchin' dem.

FIRST CLEANER: fly goodness, 
don’t you know? Deys bound 
fo’ de Earth, ev'y one of 
’em'. ((.Another faint whirr 
and boom)) Dere goes a- 
nother.

SECOND CLEANER: Well, bless 
me, I d in’t know dat.

FIRST CLEANER: Carrie* where you
been? Don’ you know dem mortal type fans is de new scandal? It’s been m 
de las’ thutty issues of FANGELAC.

SECOND CLEANER: I don’ know, I gets all confused wid dat fangelzine. Ger
tie, wid all. de zines dat comes wid it, an’ ever’ week, too, I gets all 
mixed up and behind in readin' it. Seems to me if it’s really ffone be. 
worthwhile newszine dey’d jes’ put it out every millenium on de millenium.

FIRST CLEANER: Now you know dat ain't de fannish way of doin' things. It 
ies’ so happens dat Ghu is riled as kin be by dem cokey li'l motal fans. 
((.Another thunderbolt is heard .) )From what I heard , dey been beggin’ fo:’ 
what dey're g ittin' . ky brother flew down to bring up a trufan and de ot
her day and he says dey is mo' stf mags down dere now dan ever befo'l 
It’s a shame. It's a she me!
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GHU: ((Appearing in the doorway.)) Good mo'nin', daughters.

FIRST CLEANER: We wss jes* finishin’. We tidied up the fengelzine collec
tion so's it's mint ag'in end dusted off de Enchanted Duplicetor dere. You, 
figger it’s ebout time you turned de crenk now?

GHU: ((Frowning.)) Daughter, you know det’s not till de Les ’De. y. You’ll 
heer Gabriel blowin* his trumpet to de rythm of de mimeo drum when de dav 
comes? don’t nobody need to worry till den.

CLEANERS: Yassah. Well, we’ll be goin* ((They exit))

GABRIEL; ((Entering, with notebook end pencil in his he.nd.)) Pawnin', Ghu. 
I'se ffot de totals here. It's eighteen thousend nine hund’ed an' sixty 
thunderbolts fo.’ de mo’nin'. Det’s includin’ de city where dey holdin’ de 
science fiction convention. We didn’ hit none of de parties, tho.

GHU: Dat’s good, det's good. But dem science fiction fans displease me.
Dey displease me greatly. ((Looking through the window)) Look at ’em dere. 
Worshippin’ de pros and payin' .«ood money at de Euction. Listen to dat auc
tioneer dere, dat Daugherty. He oughts: know he's soilin' trash.

GABRIEL: You want more thunde'bolts, Ghu?

GHU: No, no use in dat. Dey don't do de trick. It's got to be somethin? e" 
else .

GABRIEL: How would it be did you send another war, like you did wid Rucker. 
Dem was good days fo' awhile.

GHU: No, Gabe. You saw how much good dat did. Dey's worse'n ever. Dey’s 
down dere now even sayin’ dey’s better’n human, wid cosmic min's an’ broad 
mental horizons, whatever dey is. Seem to me did dey really have so much 
sense dey’d pull out of dis sti’ nonsense demseifs. Rut it’s always up to me. 
Ain't nothin' nowhere worthwhile din' cause somebody some worryin', mostly 
me. I ain't never told you de trouble I had thinkin' up fandom in de firs’ 
place. Dat’s a story in itself, but I ain’t ready to write my memoirs vet. 
I too busv tryin* to do somethin' about dem sinful mortal fans down dere.

GABRIEL: Dey really should be able to hel; 
themselfs, Ghu, like you said.

GHU: Dat's true, dat's true. ((He stops 
suddenly and cogitates)) In fact, maybe 
dat's it. Gabe, you musta noticed dat 
ever' now an’ den mortal fans turns ovt a - 
good specimen or two.

GABRIEL: Dat's de truth. Dere was Kennedy 
and Burbee, an’ Boff Perry, an’ Laney, an 
R^pp, too.

GHU((Frowning)) Yes, but ole Rapp a mis
guided soul, Gabe, and I'se sorry to see 
it. He keep talkin' 'bout some god name 
of Roscoe. I think maybe he got a little
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of de whim-whE:ms, like Ole Degler had. I ain’t never seen no Roscoe, have 
you? You been 'round de Happy Fannin' Groun's almos' long as me.

GABRIEL: No, suh, I ain't never seed him. Bit I hear he's a muskrat, so 
maybe dat have somethin' to do wid it.

GHUs Dat may be. I don't pay much 'tention to muskrats, myself, so maybe 
dat why I never noticed him. He may be 'rourf after all. Dat Rapp a purty 
good man, after all; he wouldn’t get mixed up in no real nonsense.

G/BRIiiL: ".ell, he's a mortal fan, like de rest. You cain’t spect too much 
of him. Maybe he's right, and den maybe he’s wrong.

GHUs Dat’s de way I fell. But jes' de same you keep an eye peeled for mus
krats 'round here fo’ awhile. Do he exist, I wants to meet dis Roscoefelle 

GABRIEL: Yes, Ghu. Now wha-.t about dis trouble wid de mortal fans.

GHUs Oh yes. Well, Gabe, I figger hit's about time dey did somethin' fo* 
demseifs, like I says. Now, dey got dis family down dere what looks purty 
good. Ole Rucker is de gran-pappy, I b'lieve. Den dere's Hoffwoman, and 
Shelvey, and Kiesler, and Wallis an de res'.

GABRIEL: Yes suh. But Bloch's s'pose to be in dat am’ly, 'member?

GHUs Da.t's true. Trust ole Bloch to insinuate his way into de best of cir
cles. You know, dat boy don't know it, but he's goin' to help me a lot pur 
ty soon. He been makin' some purty snide comments 'bout my boy Rucker, but 
Rucker been.taken care of hisself mighty good,too. I figger we could get 
dat feud goin' strong, only of co' e nobody will take Bloch serious. You 
see de drift, Gabe?

GABRIEL: ((Chuckling)) Deed I do, Ghu. Yassuh, I do indeed. I think you 
got it now.

GHUs An' wid Hoffwoman an' Shelvey an' de res' goin' strong at de fannin' 
business I think maybe we could git rid of dis stf nonsense, an get a real 
fandom down dere at last'. De fans what is de best ones, Gabe, is de ones 
wid de most^reg'lar fanzines. Now you look at my boy Rucker, or Burbee an’ 
SHANGRI-L'ArFAIRES, and Launey dere, or even ole Rapp. Dem boys was so busy 
fannin dey.didn't have time to pay no 'tention to stf. Dat's de formula, 
Gabe, fo' dis new.fandom I'se going" to git goin' down dere. Monthly fanzine 
goin to be de thing to do de job. ((The stage darkens. The choir sings 
"I Been Workin' on A Fanzine" till the lights go up on the next scene.))

scene 8
The scene is the Hoffwoman Hotel in Savannah, a poor but fannish home 
with stencils and correction fluid and styli all around. Hoffwom'an is 
typing stencils for the second issue of QUANDRY. Ghu enters.

GHU; Hello, chile.

HOFFWOMAN: Who is you?

GHU: I'se d© lawd, Ghu.
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HOFFWOMAN: Dat's what you say, You look purty much like an ordinary fan to . _ 
me.

GHU: Den keep you’ eyes open chile. Look at ck t quire of stencils dere. 
((The stencils begin to glow and turn completely white hot. They give off 
much heat.)) Maybe you-notice de stencils a in ’ t' burnin ' up?

HOFFWOMAN: Dat’s true. An' .stencils burns powerful easy.

GHU: Now you believe me?

HOFFWOMAN: Co’se I does. It’s wonderful

GHU: Not it ain't chile.. It’s jes’ a trick. (( He waves his hand and the 
stencils are normal again. And you gonter see lots bigger tricks dan 
dat, chile. In fac*, you gonter perfo’m dem.

HOFFWOMAN: Me? I’se gonter be a tricker? Is I goin' wid a circus? I kin 
ride horses too, you know.

GHU: De horse ridin’ comes later. Fo’ now, you is gonter lead fandom into 
fannish ways of rightousness. You and yo* fam’ly- like Shelvey here. 
((Shelvey suddenly appears in the room. He stares, about him, bewildered.))

SHELVEY: Hey, what's dis?

GHU: It's all right, boy. I’se de lawd Ghu, and I'se showin' Hoffwoman 
some tricks.

SHELVEY: Yes, I saw dat right off. But-- she's a girl!

GHU: Bless my beanie, so she is. ((He laughs,)) An* wait till you see what 
happens when Rucker finds dat out! I wish you could see into de future, 
like I kin.

HOFFWOMAN: But dat comes letter, like you says. Fo* now, whet is dese 
tricks you's showin* us?

SHELVEY: Yes, Ghu, do your tricks for us.

GHU: Yes, Ie’s get down to it, because dese tricks is things you're gonter 
do in you’ fanzines. Now Shelvey, I'se gonter show you a little tricky 
thing you can do called "Something Up Our Sle“ve." An’ den dere’s an idea 
I got fo' somethin’ called 'It’s In The Bag' Now when you does this 
tricky stuff in yo’ fanzines, it's gonter create lotta 'tention to you an*. . 
((The stage darkens • The choir begins "The Sixth Fandom Anthem," which it 
sings until the lights go up for the next scene. ))



scene 9
The Happy Fanning Grounds, /nother bheerbust, with much blog and merriment, 
and here and there couples snogging. Two fangels are serving crottled 
.gpeeps ® a picnic table •

FIRST F/NGELs I declare, dis is like de old days, befo’ Ghu got mixed up 
wid all dat trouble down on de Earth. He sho' had t, passle o’ trouble 
befo* he got it all straightened out, didn't he?

SECOND F/NGEL: Dat he did. Rut he’s been mighty spry and happy lately.

FIRST F/NGELs Yassuh, dey's gittin* on good down dere now. Did you hear 
'bout de way Ghu took care of ole Bloch? He's got him writin' a fanzine 
review columm in de prozines now, an' bringin' mo' an' mo' fans into tru- 
fandom. I declare, if dat don't beat all!

SECOND F/NGEL: Yes, and I hear tell dey's hardly any talk about science fic 
tion in de fanzines any mo'. Why, Hoffwoman married one dem professional 
editors, an' got him workin' on fanzines, hisself, dey say.

FIRST F/NGEL: Well, it suttenly is a wond'ful thing.

((Ghu arrives at the bheerbust, with Gabriel beside him. He greets the two 
fangels pleasantly, and they move to the rear of the stage.))

GHU: Well, dis is de way things should be, Gabe. No mo’ trouble fum de 
mortal fans botherin' us up here. We can git back to de job of fangellin' 
an' goddin' ag'in.
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GABRIEL: It shoo’ is E: relief, all right. I got do thund'bolts pErcked ?- 
way in mothballs foT de past couple years. We converted de thund’bolt 
factory into ’nother brewery.

GHU: Dat's fine, Gabe. If dey's anything I likes it's -- ((He stops sud- '• 
denly, cocking his head as if listening.))

GABRIEL: What's de matter.? Anything wron#?

GHU: ((Now smiling again)) It’s nothin’, Gabe.- I thought I hear somebody 
mentionin’ stf down dere on Earth, but could be I was wrong, Ain't nothin'; 
I guess, 'cept me'bbe I got a touch of Twonk's Disease.

GABRIEL: Well, now, don't you go worryin' 'bout dem mortal fans. Dey get- 
tin' 'long purty well; don't go messin' wud 'em. Let 'em worry 'bout demselfc 
like you said.

GHU: ((Sighing.)) You right, GE.be. Dey can take keer of-- ((He stops a- 
gain.)) I did hear it! Gabe, dey's talkin' and jabberin' and buzzin' all 
over down dere about stf! .

GABRIEL: But dey cain*t be, Ghu.

GHU: ((Severely)) You doubtin' my word, Gabe? I tell you, dey's chatterin' 
'bout science fiction! Dey's-- ((He listens again.)) dey's formin' a: club!

GABRIEL: Dey done dat .before.. Didn't none of ’em amount to much.

GHU: put dey're inco*poratin' dis'n, Gabe’j Grbe, it’s the worst one yit! De 
got officers and a official seal an'-- Gabe, did you hear dat? dey got some 
mess wid a lawsuit-- twenny-five thousan' dollahs, Gabe!

GABRIEL: Man oh man, won’t dey never learn? What you gonter do now, Ghu?

GHU: ((Erowning.)) Right now, Gabe, I ain' gonter do nothin’.

GABRIEL: You mean you gonter fo’get ’bout ’em, Ghu? Dat would suttenly 
make de fangels here happy.

GHU: It might be dat I’ll fo'git ’em Gabe, an’ it might be dat I won’t.
But wel’ll jes* keep an eye on 'em fo’ awhile and see what dey do. Might 
be de trufans will git rid of dis club-- I ain’t interferin’. ((He ponders 
grimly.))

GABRIEL: .Anythin’ I can do to help, Ghu?

GHU: Jes* one thing, Gabe. You keep you* trumpet nice an* shiny.



By ANDREW J. OFFUT

-------from mC andrew j offut's introduction of GoH Gordon R. Dickson at 
Kublai Kon Too in Nashville, Tennessee, Saturday night 11th Hay 197^. 
/Iso present we s Special Guest Bob Tucker. God knows why.

(Having pointed out that Dickson’s first published story was "The 
Friendly Man," in ASTOUNDING for February 1951, the toastmaster went on to 
detail Dickson’s other accomplishments);

"Also in that year 1951* Dickson 
invented the practice of including in 
his stories the names of various fans 
and other writers.

"Inasmuch as the phrase Dickson - 
isms’ sounded not only stupid but vagu
ely obscene, your GoH kindly sold the 
patended process to a Chinese film im
presario, Hoy Ping Tucker, for a life
time pass to the Bijou Theatre in 
Poingville, Illinois.

"And seventy-five cents in Indian 
head pennis, minted b Tucker's father, 
George Amrstrong Tucker.

"And a 300,000 word unfinished man
uscript, entitled CALL HIM DE LAWD— 
which Tucker had been unable to sell, 
in 1951, because it had a black pro
tagonist .

"You ever try that again, ^ob?
"In May 1966, ANALOG enhanced its 

pages with the publication of a Dickson 
story called 'Call Him Lord . '

You will note that this is simi
lar in title to the 300,000 word no
vel Gordy bought from nob Tucker in 
1951« I't had taken him 15 years, not 
to rewrite the story, but to wade 
through it. Then he eliminated all 
the obscenities and Dicksonisms--ex- 
cuse me, Tuckerisms, end it became 
a story of less than 10,000 words."
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ONE by Jodie Offut

AFTERNOON IN TORONTO
Orr*Saturday afternoon at Torcon, the boor was running low in the S?W/ 

suite. I hs.d already noticed an undercurrent of urgency throughout the ho
tel as word we s passed that beer and liquor would bo impossible to buy on 
Sunday or. Monday, Labor Day. (I don’t understand why they have a Tabor Day 
in Canada--! thought that was our holiday.) Hero and there I could detect 
pairs of eyes tinged with just the hint of panic at the thought of not be
ing allowed access to liquor stores for two days.

Being the the SFW/ treasurer, I offered to go for boor.
(Where do writers get their ideas? They crib from each other when they're 
boozed up!) This isn’t s. new thing for me; I often make booze runs at 
cons. I often run errands for the SFW?, too; I carry autographed checks 
to the bank for deposit.

But never before have I gone out for so. much, nor with two kinds of 
currency, /nd in a foreign country to boot.

I wrote down the order (12 ca.ses, assorted) and was given the money 
($70> assorted) in £; pouch. Deciding to take the car, I wont in search of 
Miko Glicksohn, Canadian Extaordinaire, thinking ho might go with me, sug- . 
gest E; guide, or give mo directions, /s it turned out, I should have talked 
to the sns.ko. Miko we;s too busy to leave tho ccnvention--busy rushing 
from one place to another. Ho did slowdown enough to snatch E: man from a: , 
passing fan, m<kr it up with lots of linos at right angles (arid one curve) 
and tell me about e; bunch of one-way streets. He also had to stop End 
think several times, which made me wonder if he’d boon in Toronto much 
longer than tho rest of us.

I thanked Mike, walked across the lobby, and on my way out the front 
door threw the map into e: passing elevator. Screw it, I thought. I'll 
take a cab. I’ve got all kinds of money--well, two kinds, anyway.

Sticking my head into e. taxi, I explained to the driver what I wanted 
to do; I E.skod him if it would cost very much. (Woll, what do I know? 
Where I live, there are no taxis, or buses, or even liquor stores!) 
He couldn't tell of course, how I should tip him or oven what the cab
fare would be. But he was very nice when he found out I knew nothing of 
Toronto (nor much of Canada) so I hopped in the front seat and off we 
went.

The man had lived in Toronto nearly all his life and gave me all sorts 
of information about the city, nationalities of the peoplo who lived 
there, where they come from and why. I forgot most of it within hours, 
but he passed on lots of fascinating history. He’d been to Kentucky on 
fishing trips and I told him e-. little bit about where I live. We enter
tained each other.

When we got the liquor store I discovered my driver to be ej gentleman 
of the old school (es supposedly Sourthorn trait) who thought a. man ought 
to take charge when in the company of s: woman. He asked how much beer I 
wanted, recommended e-. couple of brands, and he placed the order. When the 
bill was toted up, he turned to me. Opening my Peoples Bank of Morehead 
money bag, I trustingly spilled varicolored money out on the counter. 
Clerk and cabbie counted out Candian and U.S. monies to their satisfac
tion and I wes given e: few nickels,dimes End quErters (some of each coun
try) to put in my pouch.
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When he hE-d to stoop to the ground for the last ones, I < ctually feared 
he'd pop o blood' vessel

’’That’s as far es I go, l?dy," he ps:nted when the ls;st case was on the 
trolley.

"Thank y^u," I said, tight lipped and wont through the door— and stoppec 
I couldn’t do that, no matter how short he’d been with mo. I turned bE’.ck 
E:nd gave him e dollar or tw^—I don’t remember.

"Thank you," he se id, tight lipped, as I opened the door and ran up the 
stairs.

Up in the lobby— that magnificent, richly appointed lobby—my beer was 
piled up on the floor behind the bell captain’s station, /nd not a. bellhop 
in sight. /■ bottle had broken and foam was oozing across the floor toward 
the fine carpeting; the odor of warm beer overwhelmed my nostrils.

Looking frantically around, I spotted e- ' bollhop coning toward me. I 
ran to meet him.

"I’ve made c terrible mistake. I came to the front door with a whole 
lot of beer for the Science Fiction Writers’ Suite. I realize I should have 
gone to the back, but I just didn’t think. The doorman gave me s- hard way 
to go arid I feel terrible..." I babbled ons "One or maybe two bottles broke 
and it’s all over the floor..."

He surveyed, the mess, then got e. dolly and began stE.eking the.boor on it 
"Well, the management doesn’t think much of it when you buy liquor out

side the hotel and bring it in since they sell it here, but we’ll take it 
upstairs for you." He also made some unkind gesture toward the dqprman and 
gave ne an understanding and sympathetic smile.

.God love you, I thought
He could hardly tip up the dolly, once all the beer was on it. I fol

lowed him across that huge lobby to the freight elevator and asked if I coulr 
ride with him. Ho said sure. I told him E; little bit about the con. He 
was from Scotland and had a. lovely accent; he and his son had driven through 
Kentucky on their way to Florida, several times.

By the time we’d gotten to our destination, the grouchy doorman had be
st temporarily) in the face of this nice 
man and the taxi driver.

Just the same., when I walked into thfi: 
room and andv looked up E;nd said, "Hey,Babe 
I felt e: surge of relief, security, and ex
treme pleasure, at his nrescenco. I told 
him this ms;n had been awfully nice to me a- 
fter s. bad experience at the front door, 
andy took over, offering the man E: beer, 
talking with him while the two of them 
stocked the fridge. The bellhop finished 
his beer and COnversati:n--£.ndy and I both 
tipped him--and he left. I followed him to 
the door, thanking him one more time.

Thon, with s: huge sigh, I plopped in st 
chsir to jot down an accounting of the mo
ney I’d spent (/ll but *1.63, /morican.) 

/ couple of minutes Ie.tor, some dude came 
strolling through the door. Fresh out of t 
the shower. Crisp shirt. Trailing Brut. 
Dry. armpits.

"Hey!" he said, "did’ya. ever send some
body out after more beer?"

"Yeah, we did," I said. "Have E: 
Holton * s."



We—they--loaded the 
car, back seat and trunk, 
and we headed back to the 
Royal York, making z. quick 
stop on the way where my 
new friend picked out a 
bottle of inexpensive 
sweet wine (they had no 
Boone’s Farm) for me. Ho 
also let me know in no un
certain terms that I 
should be drinking good 
Scotch instead -of wasting 
my time on cheap wino.

We pulled up in front 
of the Roys. 1 York. The 
canopied sidewalk. The 
military-looking, brass- 
buttoned doorman.

Just as wo rolled to 
a. stop, a faint thought 
flitted across the back 
of my mind: should wo 
maybe have gone to the 
backdoor with all this 
beer? Before I could cry- 
stallize the thought, let 
alone act on it, my cabbie 
had hopped out, opened 
the trunk, and commenced 
sta.cking cases of beor on 
the Royal York kerb.

One look st the doorma 
who was stout, poriy , pr 
his face at all this beer .being stacked a.t his feet (by this time the back 
scat was being emptied) s nd I wished with all my heart that I’d thought 
a block earlier.

Ho let me know about it, to.
"You should have made c rr: ngements to take this to the garage abound 

the block," ho admonished through pursed lips. "I may not be able to got a 
bellhop who’ll carry all this," he added haughtily.

"I know... I realize that, "ut it’s here and..." I trailed off and t 
turned back to the cab driver.

He shrugged his eyes at me, wo chatted while I paid him (I think I gave 
him a proper tip— I gave him the real stuff, our money-- ho seemed satis
fied, Wo said goodbye and gbodluck and waved at each other as he drove off

Thon I turned around to be dealt with, by the stern master of the Royal 
York portals.

The temperature was about ninety-five degress in Toronto that afternoon 
The doorman was wearing rod, tight-fitting coat, buttoned to the chin. 
Chins, /s heavy ws s he was, ho was sweating just from watching the traffic 
go by. Giving mo a withering look, ho picked up a case of beer, walked ter. 
feet across the sidewalk to z moving track. The track shuttled the beer up 
to the lobby.

Ten times that man made that ton-foot trip (I carried two myself, but 
he didn’t seem to like that—tho beer was in bottles and very heavy) Each 
time his face got a little redder and the sweat poured more profusely.
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"Stay off the r

The squat buildings of Brooklyn’s Park Slope stretched to the horizon 
as I gazed down upon them from my apartment house roof. Joyce hugged her 
flimsy jacket to her body agE inst the chill whipping in off the Fest River 
End wE.tched my deliberste advance to the edge of the roof.

," my mother alwE:ys kvetched at me. "you'll fell and 
kill yourself!" The world of Jewish mothers it tight
ly bound by unbreakable chE:ins of cause End effect. 
There we s never a question of perhE ps fElling, or 
maybe getting hurt, of possible danger. by mother 
knew. Tick E; lamp post in winter and your tongue 
will stick to it. ITs.ke E: fs;ce and it will freeze 
that way for the rest of your life. Go up on the 
roof End you'll fall and kill yourself and then, my 
son, you'll be sorry. Do. anything, and s: Jewish mot
her can guarantee that, at the very least, you'll 
poke your eye out.

Yet there I was, walking determinedly to the edge 
of the roof in utter defiance of my upbringing. What 
drove me to this extremity? It was nothing less 
than Man’s Unquenchable Yearning for Flight.

It had all begun several hours earlier, much as 
it had probably started for Orville and Wilbur, by 
seeing a. bird. Tovce and I were walking down Montague 
Street to get the Sunday Times when one of the local 
pigeons, perhaps overcome by the beauty of New York 
springtime, decided to fly.

Flying is no big trick for your ordinary bird, 
but when q New York pigeon takes off, it's an event 
of the first magnitude. The average New York pigeon 
feels the same wav about flying that the average mid
dle aged man feels about sex; once E: month or so is 
fine, but anything more is E: bother. I guess this 
particular pigeon got to thinking about flying e nd 
decided that since he’s a bird, whatthehell, he'll 
give it e. try. So he gives the ole wings e few flaps: 
sc.ils through the air for E: few yards and before he 
knows it, he's safe on the ground,. walking along with 
a head-bobbing strut.

However thrilling an adventure this we s for the 
■es t artistic success from our point of view. Its 
■eaky and the overall effect was not unlike one of

those ornithopters all the junk stores were hawking e- yesr Ego. I guess 
nothing comes easy to New York pigeons.

Watching the labored flight reminded me of my childhood brushes with 
mechanical flying things. ?11 kids Eire fascinated by flying. The idea: of 
zooming across the sky like Superman (or Peter Pan, if you swung that way) 
is irresistable to E: kid. I was no different, even if my mother's warnings 
did keep mv from emulE:ting George Reeves from the roof of my home.

Some kids take e lot of persuading before they believe their elder's 
statements that people can’t fly, but sooner or later they all acknowledge 
the fact. I guess seeing my friend Gene fall out a tree was what did it 
for me, but I hadn’t really considered it E: strong possibility before that

pigeon, it wasn’t a 
wings were S; little
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either. That’s when sublimation comes in, just as it did in mankind’s re
lationship with flying down through history. If people ca.n’t fly, why, 
we’ll just build something that can! In the Grown-up World, first you had 
crazies with metal wings, then some people with rickety wooden planes' and 
before you know it, half the world is whizzing tlong in the friendly skies 
of United crocked to the ’eyeballs on those little bottles of scotch.

In the world of kids, you get a bunch of weird little basts rds running ‘ 
down the middle of the street flapping their arms and making engine noises, 
followed soon after by intense interest in balsawood gliders.

I have no doubt that kids in some neighborhoods build beautiful powered 
gull-wing planes, lovingly sssembled and pa instakingly painted in flashy 
colors with dope, but New Hyde Park was not exactly a mecca for youthful 
artisans and'craftsmen. Oh, there were a lot of us knocking plastic models 
together, but when it came to actually seeing flight, we put our trust in 
American industy. It the dimestore you could get'something made by the 
Testor Company which vaguely looked like a plane and fit together in eight 
seconcig. Let others revel in the joys of meticulous construction, we wanted 
to see something circle overhead, launched by the awesome power developed 
in a kid’s throwing a.rm from years of trying to hit the stickball strike
zone with a spauldeen. a

Testo?s gliders were perfect for our purposes in nee.rly overy icopont. 
They were sturdy enough to survive the inevitable crashes and cheap e- 
nough--15 cents put you in the balsa glider business--that it wasn’t a fi
nancial disaster if the plane flew down a sewer.

Of course, Tester’s gliders did have one little flaws they didn't fly. 
.A kid’s first Testor plane was an unforgettable experience, a foretaste of 
the failures ofid frustrations of adult life. You slid the front wing 
through the precut slit in the body, attached the back wing and ’jaunty yel
low tail and--voila!-- you had a glider with all the aerodynamic qualities 
of a stone. Instructions printed right on the broad front wing of every 
aircraft told how to set it up for stunt or straight flying, but it never 
stayed aloft long enough to judge the accuracy of that information.

That was always the big point at issue when we flew gliders in my neigh 
borhood ; how long would your plane stay up. We'd nod appreciatively at 
banks and loops, but it was simple endurance that held our allegiance.

When little kids who’d seen our va. 
glide appeared on the street with tiny 
by an equally miniscule slingshot, the

,n attempts to make Testor's gliders 
plastic planes launched bulletlike 
purists among us knew that the gen
teel sport of glider-flying was 
building into its final decadent 
phase.

/t this juncture my mother and 
aunt decided it would be a wonderful 
treat for my brother and I if they 
shlepped us' out to Montauk Point on 
the tip of Long Island for a. vaca
tion. I don't know what Montauk is 
like now, but at that time it was a 
staging area for Forest Lawn. The 
most exciting activities there were 
staring at the lighthouse, eating 
ice cream cones at the town bakery, 
and watching static -ridden Connec- • 
ticut TV stations on the hamlet's 
television set.

I was taking the guided tour of 
Montauk’s five and ten when I no-
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ticed E: rack of gliders of t tyoe I'd never 
seen. The company, based in the state of Was
hington, had tE ken e. completely different j p- 
proach then Testor had. Instead of £: one- 
piece front wing slipped through the body, 
the winp-s of this strEnge pl'nemet the fu- 
silage at ^5 degree angles and were held in 
place by e. red plastic clip. For about 30 
cents you got three p'Ltnes held in trian
gular formation by another clip.

By the time I returned home, I’d become 
fairly proficient with the new pla.ne, 
which my friends quickly dubbed "Montauk 
flyers" after their place or original pur- 
shcase. They were far more fragile than Tes- 
tor’s products-- it W2:sn’t unusual to chip £ wing when in; orting it i^0 he 
clip-- but they actually flew!.

I enjoyed my mastery of the skies for severs.1 ds:ys, getting off on the 
rest of the kids lining up for 2 try at my discovery, but I knew the battle 
had only just been joined. I wasn’t the only enterprising youth on the 
block, and kids rightly reasoned that if I could find ej superior glider, 
they probably could, too. Pretty soon, kids were leaving the neighborhood 
in 2:11 directions to rumms.ge through obscure candy stores and dilapidated 
variety stores in quest of the Perfec Glider.

It was 2: strange assortment of bootv they lugged home to New Hyde Park. 
One found e- local source for pontauk ^lyers, while another.discovered that 
the company also produced e whole series of rubber-band driven propeller 
models. We also learned that Testor offered st deluxe 25-cont plane that 
made its regular version look like Jonathan Livingston Seagull. One dare- 
devil explorer even returned with s- balsawood biplsne glider and subsequen
tly suffered the fEte of the venturesome when our jibes that it wouldn’t e- 
ven fly as well as e. Tester’s plane proved startlingly accurate.

I wasn’t standing around with my hands in my pockets, either. In e 
hole-in-the-wE ] 1 toy store I found E: glider called the Tiger which sold 
for only 2; nickel. It assembled in the same manner as a: Tester’s plane, 
but there the resemblance ended. It was small, light and well-balanced, and 
where Tester’s plsnes cut furrows in the ground, this one soared.

I did not rush to show my fellows this new curiosity, /s the discoverer 
of the Montauk Flyer, I had a reputation to uphold, so I decided it might 
be best to put the Tiger through E: few time trials to make sure it wouldn't 
humiliate me later. . ...

Patton Boulevard was. empty as I tried E: few flights to test it s air
worthiness. The plc ne performed acceptably, banking and looping nicely.
Then it was time for the Big Test. Stepping into the middle of the road, 
I hurled it into the air with every lots of strength I possessed.

My cast had good trajectory and the wind must have taken it, because 
ten seconds later my plane was flying rlong above the tops of the two-story 
houses thEt were the prevailing design. It went strEight down the street 
at that altitude for about three houses, E: distance of 300 feet, and then 
made a lazv turn, crossed the road and came down the other side of the block 
toward me. Still maintaining its height, it circled behind me and started 
up the street again.

/Il the while, I was timing its flight with one eye on the watch and the 
other looking in every direction for someone who could servers witness to 
this record flight. For the first time in my young life, I began to wish 
that my hated nextdoor neighbor would appesir. I wanted someone, anyone, to 
see this triumph over the Iew of gravity.
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The old record for the longest flight had already been surpassed by 30 

seconds when I beg; to have the oddest feeling that.my little plane was 
going to simply fly aw; y e nd never be seen again. You know, s: little dip 
of the wing to the kid on the ground, and then it’s Europe by Wednesday.

This time the plE;ne went about 350 feet down the block before going into 
it’s turn, /s it crossed the street I could see that it was losing alti
tude, This was not the precipitous drop of a. 'ostor’s plE.ne, however, but , 
£: smooth descent toward the ground. jt was about halfway back tow r d me 
when it plowed into s: front lawn.

When I ran to retrieve it, I quickly sew that this glider would never 
skim through the air ag'.in. The impact had done in the front wing and 
the metal noseweight had been dislodged.

Naturally, once the flight was over, the street filled with people. 
"Hey, guess what just happened," I said to my glider-flying buddies, and 
described whathad just taken place. They laughed . I tried again. They 
jeered. I picked up the remnants of the Tiger glider and slunk back to my 
house to ponder the meaning of achievement.

"I believe you," Joyce delcared when I finshed my story. Tears shone 
in her eyes for the young /rnie Katz so cruelly treated by the hands of fate

I walked along in silence for E: few moments, that epic flight unreeling 
in my mind, /h, yes, it had been a. wonderful thing, I mused.

We res.ched the drugstore where we buy our Times and there, next to 
the cashier, was e rack of Montauk flyers. I jingled the change in mv noc- 
ket as my veneer of sophistication peeled away like Ie yers of an onion. 
"Those are the Montauk Flyers.." I whispered to Joyce.

"You’ve got to buy one," she said. "We can go up to the roof and fly 
it." I didn’t need much encouragement. / few minute later we were stroll
ing back the way we’d come with our Sunday Times and e- couple of Montauk 
Flyers.

I walked to the edge of the roof with the samll plane cradled in my hand 
I brushed my wind-blown hair out of my eyes End took my stance. The great 
ones never forget, I thought, as I reared b;ck with perfect glider-launching 
form.

My arm was £ blur of motion and the slider hurtled through the air. 
Would it reach fe r distant /tla.ntic /venue, I wondered as the plane 
flew out over the street.

/s I watched the plane turned nose-down and plummeted to the asphalt 
below. I looked down E: t it lying there in the middle of the road, one wing
half fluttering away. "Too much wind," I said as I turned from the ledge 
and walked to the staircase door. There would be other planes.



by TERRY HUGHES

Noses run in fandom. Well they.do. /Imost every fan lean think of hr 
r nose, and I would imagine each he s ?rown quite attached to his or her own. 
Just E:s fe ns come in all shapes and sizes, so do noses'. The many types in
cludes the large nose, the sms 11 nose, the button nose, the red nose, the 
blue nose, E nd the shadow nose . Some of you ree ding this may he ve Et nose 
of your very own.

In an er? when bigotry is being slowly eradicated, prejudice against 
certEtin noses still exists? in feet it is rampant. I know for I hsve e 
large nose. I don’t think that it is thE-t big, but nevertheless, my nose 
ha'.s become the butt of e . number of jokes fif you’ll excuse the absurdity of 
that anatomical metstphor). While I we s in Columbis., Missouri for ths t 
Is st summer (1972) I suffered s great deal of abuse as Chris Couch and 
Cls.udis: p. h both took turns impugning my nose. Ifter a spell on the 
west co? st during which-. I could hold my nose high without fear of immature 
a.ffronts, I moved to Virginjr where, before too long, cruel jests were be
ing ms.de, Colleen Brown would say things on the order of "Terras nose al
ways enters the room before he does." Then rich brown would defend me by 
saying: "It’s not fair to make fun of someone’s afflictions." I think I 
prefer the insult to the defense. I ca.n’t help but feel ths t this abuse 
is but s; reflection of our corrupt society, /rnong a; group of Eskimos I 
would be t. regular Valentino, yet in this society I am "Hey you with the 
nose!" ^sigh-

Noses plE.y an importE.nt ps.rt in legends however. Why, take Rudolph the 
Red-Nosed Reindeer for example. /t first he too watS ridiculed because of 
his nose, yet in the end his nose saved the situs tion s nd he became E: hero. 
So in e- sense I a^m like Rudolph. No, I don’t hEtve horns, end no, I didn’t 
save SentE and his reindeer, but my nose did have E: special power.

The house I lived in e-.s e child had one room with a: very high ceiling. 
prom that ceiling dangled e. long electric cord E;nd socket which held at sin
gle ns:ked light bulb. My bed was positioned directly under this light. I 
don’t know what made me decide to try to grab hold of th?t cord? perhaps 
I hE:d seen too ma ny Errol ^lynn movies thtat week. Whatever the reason, I 
decided to try. Although I wes but z small boy Et the time, I found that 
by standing on the metal foot of the bed E:nd stretching upwards with my arm 
I could res ch the lightbulb. The bulb was not screwed in a s tightly E:s it 
should have been as I found out when I touched the exposed metal part of 
the end of the light bulb where it fitted into the socket. The next thing 
I new I w£:s lying flat on my back on the other end of the bted < Forget a- 
bout Ben Fra.nxlin, the-1 moment wa.s when I truly becaime a.ware of the power 
of electricity.

ms.de


It was also then that I discovered the ’power’ of my nose, its secret 
ability. Upon coming into contact with the electrical current my nose began 
to pulsate, giving off different colors of the light spectrum. From the mo
ment I -touched the bulb until the moment I crashed into the mr ttress ftrav
elled through different dimensions, alien worlds, and other time periods, 
or perhaps it was a place that combined ell three. Whereever end whenever 
it was, it was not this world and not this time. It was a. piece where skies 
were soft purple, w^ere the suns were electric blue, where the re;in tasted 
like coca-cola, end where the wenlfops glibbed. Although I never could have . 
made this analogy then, it was like a psychedelic experience on the t natur
al drug electricity. The flow of electrice.1 energy into my body activated 
this previously unknown ability of my nose. /s my nose pulse ted, my being 
traversed a piece that we s totally other. When my body crashed into the 
bed, I ca me crashing beck into this reality as well.

Having once tested such an experience, I of course hungered for more. 
On subsequent de.ys as I climbed up to the lightbulb age:in end again to re- 
lease my Electric Personality my technique became more refined. I developec 
a do-it-yourself Kama; Sutra. of electrice;! shocks in an effort to prolong th( 
length of my trips. I even placed a pillow for me to lend on as I ’crashed.’ 
/soften as I could I journeyed .to- the t other place.

You probably have noticed that I have been speaking of my ability to 
travel via; my nose in the past tense. This is because I ca n no longer do 
this fea/t. /s has happened to many fans, I burnt myself out. Literally. 
It happened on a winter day when I was plagued by a; bad heed cold. Desoite 
my congested condition I decided to go ahead with my pienned excursion. 
It may have been due to an electrical overload or due to my cold; either 
way, as I touched the metal part of the light bulb, it happened . I blew 
my nose.

Today I no longer ha.ve that secret power residing in my nose. While I 
am proud of it and what it once could do, mine is now an ordinary large 
nose, /s my Brother Craig saids "Terry, you’re just a nose in the crowd.”
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& SORT OF CON REPORT
IZg^Xhe-rincisci To^1£CrS!!< Bob Silverberg to me there in room 
morntw hours rf tXT ln Golet! ’ Celifornie in the eerlymorning nours oi duly IO?*],. Th-s wes Westercon 27.

he We.s implanting this Ides’ into mp hor'^nao !•
ker on my chest it saids "Carles Burbee #2 " * there on my name stic-
Honored K P™ Guest of
nonor c.no jl Wc.s oqCc-usg J. -vpa thp Kt+- i -in i ,me on thet score, .or tried to “n GoK' but Bob ««duHly disabused 

Dick had 
draw.

The word 
Burbee #1.

So there 
created for 
words.

crapped out on the». He'd pleaded illness, beating me to the 

got -.round thgt he ve.s actually shooting craps in Cucamonga? with 

LrsX?tir^ Wbee #2’ " simulacrum especiallythis .estercon, with Xiit-in wisecracks, ad libs, and naughty

While Pob set there talking to ne- slyly tethering information to hit me 
with ot the Banquet-- T wc.s guzzlinj Coors beer and gradually he gave me the 
ic< e^ he was a This ‘xpression came End went.
. He We: s sue ye end sophisticated ano urbane and witty E.nd wordly and charm- 
mg end utterly winning-- these were xKe times he looked Wee* beer can.

He d been sent there to. inform me I vas E: simulacrum. They knewhecould 
MTg’S&XiJ?* the aiscourse 1 «<«*« him

I expendeble. '1 b W rpm record chsnger from c 1932 VrHtX SebX CBnt6r’
I thought th£:t WE;S E good gE:g until T , un P fpw hnurc; V -Po1 +

thet juke box mechanism jE.mming up while trying to chsnge e record However
thet scrunchy feeling went E;wey after I had two breakfa ste - nd ’of orange .juice. How, I wondered, would one get ^n there to changt a nlld- 
le? Well, who needs to change a needle on ^n expendable machine??!

Why was I there at all? i seldom go to Cons ev®n 
own back yard. Why would I drive three hours up thp 
attend one?

when they're in my 
California, coast to

Well, Bruce Pelz had a kod me twoyears before and I, in a moment of weak-

O&T1M ECU KITE
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ness brought on by Bruce’s subtle praise-- "You’ve earned it, Burb. You’re 
due."-- I said OK.

/s the months wore on I more or less forgot the whole thing. But as the 
actual crucial date, drew nearer I began to experience cold feet. The thought 
of being up there in a large room talking to more ths n forty people scared 
me,

The last time I’d talked to s. group of fifty people we s at £: Union meet
ing. Result was that we lost the election and I lost my lob. If I spoke to 
a lot more people at e. Westercon what would be the pencity? would I be 
drummed out of fandom?

/nd spend four days at a'Con? My record of attendance before, had been a- 
bout 2^ hours. Mostly it was less than that-- one evening, nerhaps.

/bout two months before the Con I wrote Pelz e letter, resigning. He 
didn’t answer.

"That’s a dirty trick,
"V/hat’s dirty about it? 

instantly."
"But they wanted you."
"Maybe they’ve used up ;

said Cora, my wife, "after you promised."
They can ask for fifty volunteers and get them

go, 
WE: S

;11 the localites.
But then Core, asked me to 

persons;! favor to her . The t 
the clinching, argument.

"You want me to go?
"Yes."
"You? Really?
She nodded.
I thought about it 

for a minute. Iv girl 
really wanted me to go.

"OK," I said. "I’ll 
go, but I won’t make s 
speech. The mere thought 
of making, a speech scares 
the hell out of me. If 
they’ll take me on those 
terms. I’ll go."

I got both verbal and 
written agreement.

"Just wave your hand and 
sit down again when we in
troduce you," wrote Bred 
Patten, Westercon Chairman.

Soon as I got this con
firmation, I started taking 
notes for a. small speech. 
Shucks, I said to myself, if 
they’re going io give us s. 
suite and meals, it is only 
fair that I say a. few words.
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I figured if I talked slowly I could ls:st three minutes, which should be 

a cce ptable. Core: SE:ys I went nearly fifteen minutes.

For awhile there I thought I wouldn’t have to go, and for a legitimate 
reason. I began to get sharp pains in my left side. I had to be helped out 
of bed one morning. The pains went away for E: day, then returned, even 
worse.

Here was e: solid excuse to skip the Con, I said.
I went.to the doctor. You'd like my doctor. / little /rabian , four 

j.eet two inches tell. I knew she was /rabian because she ce me in on E; fly
ing carpet.

She examined me. "Do you drink, sir?"
"Enormous quantities of beer."
"I knew.you drank. You couldn't fool me."
"I wasn't trying to fool you. I just hope yoq. don't think I'm .kidding." 
"You have an enlsrged liver."
"I know. I sit s:round most Sundays enlsrgening it."
She diagnosed my ps:in s:s nothing but a pulled muscle. Eighteen dollars t 

to find out I had c. pulled muscle. I'd been expecting at leE;st sn acute 
kidney infection.

Well, you can't win them all.
Dammit, I’d. even been composing s: telegram in my head? "Dear Fred Patten, 

Convention Chairman. Sorry to crap out on you like this at the last minute, 
but I am des;thly ill. See enclosed Polaroid for proof."

I don't know how to transmit a Polaroid by wire, but thst's way mv tele
gram read.

I'd gotten e. Polaroid taken of me clutching my side with e look of aa-ony 
on my face.

when i looked at the picture with an objective attitude I realized 
that that expression could essily be mistaken for rs:pture.

.Is Fred . Pe; tten s. philosopher? I wondered. Did he know ths. t pleE sure and 
pain are divided by the thinnest of lines? la.st time I’d seen Fred he was 
E: teenager lustily pumping, away at my player piano... "py Isle of Golden 
Dreams' ... "Farney Poogle".., "Home Spun RE:a".,.
. OJ1 well. Pry last chance gone, I showed up at the Con. Bob Silverberg, 
in the introductory stuff, used up all the sex jokes and Pill Rotlser used 
up E:ll the gibberish, so I was left with very little to work on.

. Hy hands were shaking from nerves so badly that I couldn't read mv ad 
libs. I had to mEke them up.
here W?S S° nervous 1 forSot to insult Silverberg. I apologize for that

I got along fairly well. Afterward I thought of a lot of lines I 
should've said. - .
.. 1 h£:\n, t°lc1 them how 1 copyrighted the English language back in
the old days. -That was the sort of thing you could do in the Twenties. It 
cost me twenty-five cents and a. s elf-addressed stamped envelope.

For the same.price.I could have bought a Conquer the World kit. I could 
have been the first kic.on my block to conquer the world. But, being a non- 
vi°i?n reading type, the kind that reads thst crazy Buck Rogers
stuii, I opted lor the lE.nguE ge copyright.

The copyright was good only for the continental United Ststes. They 
could go right on talking English in .England for all I cared.

1 ^on't know why I copyrighted the language. I never used the
power! d.bought. It said right there in the copyright that I could step 
anything in the^.S. from wrkin? or reading or writing or even listening 
to the language. r

The only fun T got for my stinky silver quarter was reading the copyright 



itself— on legal length paper, small print. I read it so many times I al
most memorized it. It started out: "Dear Sir; With your permission we will 
print this in English."

■ But as I said, I never used this enormous: power, or even had the slight
est desire to invoke this giant dominion over the language until Saturday 
night, when I met Randall Garrett.

But then I restrained myself, /fter all, he'd done a nice thing for me. 
He'd invited me to his Dirty Word Seminary and I learned .two new dirty words.

I did tell them about FJ/ckerman being a figment of my imagination. / 
flawed figment, to be sure, but you must remember I figmented him up out 
of an adolescent mind.

Host figments, when you get tired of them, go sway.
I got tired of him right off, but he wouldn't go away.
I shoulda ssid that, it was hard sometimes to keep up an image. People 

read my stuff and think I am a comedian. It isn't true. But they have 
that image of me s nd when they meet me they expect me to say something com
ic in the first thirty seconds.

Rotlser has the most difficult time of us all. He's fandom's sex symbol. 
Imagine keeping up with an image like that.

Let us all nope fervently that he can keep his image up.
/ckerman has the easiest time of all. 

He doesn't have to say anything or even 
move. He just sits or stand looking 
/ckermannish...uh... /ckermanly? /cker- 
manic? I wish I hadn’t started this.

We had S; limerick creating session 
in our room sometime in the early Sunday 
.AM hours. Present were four fine gentle
men, two pretty ladies, end Finer Perdue.

:tnv shining limericks were fashioned 
in that room. Ill are now lost forever. 
We had no scribe.

We didn't tape the session. Who 
wants to listen to three hours of drunk 
talk.

/ few hours later we all showed up 
at the Banquet. /Il of the others had 
their brains shorted out as a result 
of having created those limericks.

I was the only one who had a manua
lly operated brain and thus was not 
shorted out.

They appeared in the banquet hall 
operating on auxiliary brains supplied 
by the management. Fairly inexpen
sive brains --fifty cents deposit and 
five cents an hour rents! fee. I 
reminded all six that the five cent 
usage charge applied whether they used 
the brains or not, so they might as 
well go ahead and use them.

^ifty cents deposit and five cents 
an hour doesn't seem like much, but 
they were that sort of brain.



39
I think we spent shout thirty-six hours s.t the Con, from Saturday at 
till Sunday 4 P . Cora had wanted to pet there Wednesday hut I’d have 

missed out on holiday pay so I w'cTked Friday s.nd when I pot home some time 
after midnight she made me do a quick wash-up and change and in minutes we 
were off for Goleta. We got to the suite,. 129 and 131 and I was tryinp to 
fit the key into the lock end wondering if the serrated part went up or 
down when from the open door of the room across the hall came s- loud clear 
voice above the noises of the party. "Who goes there?" It was the loud 
clear voice of Karen /nderson.

"The Burbees" Cora. called back. Too loudly I thought, becs;use they heard 
her. I’d wanted to get some shuteye, having been up for about twenty hours. 
But it was Phs.se Two of the Golds’ party. Pretty soon Timer showed up-- 
Elmer Perdue-- and he and I, in* concert, told the Keyer story It is a 
dumb story but has s. sms 11 historical significance because it explains why 
Elmer and I and /rnie I.s.tz call everybody "Heyer."

It took ne three days to wind down from the 'on. I woke Cors up st 4/M 
onds y morning’at home*, laughing. I was dteaming I ws s ad libbing new 

lines in y speech s.nd I broke up at the. new lines.
When I woke up I said to myself: "Dammit, why didn’t I think of those 

lines when I was standing up there trying to last three minutes?"
It’s too late for the speech, so I’m giving them to you now.



Rock stars hE ve groupies. Movie’ stars have groupies. Even m? jara -j ihas 
groupies. Shouldn't Fannish legends have groupies too?

Bob Tucker thinks so. /nd I'm one of them.
Before I met Tucker, I knew of his Fabulous tannishness. Bob Tucker;eo- 

fan. Publisher of LE ZOhBIF, which began in end hrs been.making fere- 
well appearances since the first Torcon. Hoy Ping, Pong, humorist, founder 
of the Society for the Prevention of Wire Staples in Scientifiction Magpy 
zines, /rchitect, recipient of numerous bricks for that fannish convention 
centre, the Tucker Hotel. Perpetrator of the "Rosebud" incident, /s ?: very 
goshwow neofan, I heard that story from Wait Liebscher himself. What.im
pressed me most was Ws It's obvious delight in the whole embarrasing episode, 
and his equally obvious warm friendship for the man who plotted it, years 
before. Later on, working on the TORCON 2 committee, I could occasionally 
persuade John i ill? rd to reminisce about First Fandom. He'd often have som< 
story about Tucker , perhaps a ilidwestcon, E: girl and maybe some booze, all 
told in that same tone Liebscher used— a kind of gleeful chuckle about the 
exploits of E: friend he e dmired.

/nd then there was Wilson Tucker, the Filthy Pro. The man who put 
"Tuckerize" into the fannish lexicon.

/nd finally there was Tucker the Living legend. Hugo winner at Heicop; 
Best ^anwriter of 1969. when I was still just discovering what fandom couli 
be, he was finally being honoured for having shaped it for over taree de- 
cades. Hugo nominee at Noreascon for YE/R OF THE QUIET SUN, a novel whose 
subtleties bear some quiet re-reading. Tucker, prolific fsnwriter of the 
seventies, author of a ste?dy stream of witty, well-written articles... 
and ?: steady supply of good mystery novels, too.

The man Impressed me.
I was beginning to develop a Grounie Mentality. I worshipped the legend 

from afar, as it were.
I actually got to see Tucker at the 1972 Midwestcon. For a. legend, he 

looked remarkabley alive. For an eofan, he looked remarkably young. Tall, 
silverhaired, distinguished and slightly sozzled, there he wes. But I'm. 
shy about approaching Legends, and he was busy, laughing with friends, with 
a. drink in one hand and his arm around the prettiest lady in the room. Wha- 
did I, a mere Sweet Young Thing, have to say to the Fabulous Tucker?

By the next Midwestcon, I had plenty I wanted to say. John Millais' had 
put me in charge of the /Il Our Yesterdays Room, the fanhistory display. 
I'd been sifting through Seventh Fandom, Sixth Fandom, and all the layers 
down to eofannish bedrock, which seemed to consist largely of people like 
Harry Warner, Jr. Walt Liebshcer, and, you guessed it, Fob Tucker. I'd got 
ten interested in fandom, in fanhistory, 'in fantraditions. I was getting 
that room ready, in part, for the three eofen I mentioned, plus John Mil
lard, to give them back a little bit of their past in return for the fandom 
they'd given me.

Idolotrous? Maybe. I told vou I wes developing E Groupie Mentality. 
Given my choice of e pro party or e- First Fandom gathering at any con, 
I'll take the fen, anytime.
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Besides, I re? lly wa nted to hear more Tucker stories, preferably the 

ones Harry Werner left out of /.LL OUR YESTERD/YS.
I didn’t pet to talk to Tucker at the 1973 Didwestcon, either. I did, 

however, talk to the Marvellous Jodie Offut, end I think some of my groupie 
spirit rubbed off. / week or so before the worldcon, she mailed me a brick 
that said "Haldeman" on it, for the Tucker Hotel. I squealed at the Very 
Confused mailman, who was used to the Rotsler and Kirk artwork I showed 
him, but not to heavy parcels whose customs declarations said? "Contents: 
one brick." (Come to think of it, I wonder what the Customs officials 
thought?)

I also relaxed. The spirit of fandom seemed alive and brushmp off its 
propeller beanie for TORCO^ 2.

/ couple of days later ,* th at* spirit walked into the /Il Qir Yesterdays 
Room.

Tucker Himsilf.
I pointed out the 1948 Tor con edition of LE ZOIIBIE, loaned by Harry 

Warner, and the 1973 TORCON edition of his NEOF/N’S GUIDE, reprinted by 
Lindas Bushyager E:nd Lounsbury. Tucker smiled. I pointed out the water 
pistols. Tucker nodded, approvingly. I pointed out the floorplan for the 
Tucker Hotel, and the growing pile of bricks surrounding Jodie’s psjrcel. 
Tucker grinned! /nd he produced an envelope full of Fabulous Fannish 
Photos for the display. Scon we were chatting away about fannish matters.

TORCON is e huge blur for me 5 sometimes I don’t believe it ever ha opened. 
But I do remember Bob Tucker, leaning on a. display case in the /OY Room, 
wearing a propeller beanie and a huge grin, talking to fans, /utopraphmg 
books. Going "remember when" over the fanzines and photos with his cro
nies. Snapping stories with Walt Liebscher. Talking to reporters from the 

cal ^ners, and completely charming an attractive young blond from the 
Toronto ST/R. Talking to me!

/nd saving: "I haven't had so much fun since the first Torcon. /Il this 
attention! I feel like a star! How’d you like to be a Tuckersroupie9"

/nd me saying: "Yeah! What do I have to do?"
/nd Tucker grinning and saying: "Weill...."
Just then someone called me from the far end of the room, and someone 

called Tucker from the hall, and when I turned around, he was deer> in con
versation with Phyllis Eisenstein— who was laughing, End nodding. Learning 
to be E; Tuckergroupie, no doubt.

In the fannish fog that was my TORCON, I kept bumping into Bob Tucker,, 
but somehow never had E: chance to talk. I wanted to find out what my duties 
as a Tuckergroupie involved-- apart from collecting bricks, or was it rose
buds? I sew him vanishing into the bar, with Liebscher and Jodie Offut, 
whose brick certainly qualified her to become e: Tuckergroupie. She we s 
laughing and nodding... sure looked like fun.

I saw Tucker at the First Fandom party on Sunday night. He and Dave 
Kyle made me an honorary First Fandomite. I was proud. /Iso tired, /t 
that point, I had no energy left to become E: Tuckergroupie. Besides, he 
was involved in conversation with the prettiest femmefE:n in the room, who 
was laughing, and nodding, End...

The next morning, I sadly dismantled the /OY Room. The Legendary.pob 
Tucker, who had proved to be a remarkably nice human being, dropped in to 
collect his photos and stayed to chat. He autographed a copy of YE/R OF 
THE QUIET SUN for me-- and Expropriate star action, /nd he finally began 
to explain my duties.

"The first requirement of Tuckergroupies and Honorary First Fandomites 
io bhrt. t.ticy Krwil fe-e-t of eofen. . . "
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So I did, So did Jerry Kc:ufman, who was helping me dismantle the 

Room. Jerry was a Tuckergroupie?
"The second requirement," Tucker continued... but someone called me a- 

way to claim their fanzines, and someone called to Tucker, and when I 
looked around he was walking off, deep in conversation with /nn Passovoy.

So here I am, a poor, ignorant Tuckeraroupie. When i/ike Gorra wrote to 
me asking for material, I thought; Great! I’ll help the Tucker ^und, and 
the Tucker Fund will pay Tucker’s planefi re to the 1975 Worldcon, and I’ll 
be on that plane too. I’m sure that, on that trip, I can find out at last 
what it really means to be a Tucker^roupie. /fter all,. I’m sure I can 
corner Tucker somewhere between L./. and Melbourne...- probably behind 
the airplane’s bar!



THE LIFE0 LEGEND 
OF WILSON FOB' TUCKED
DEM / . GRENNELL

/stho uni nitu ted reader probes into the mythos- surrounding nhe Sage of 
loomington, he or she is j;pt to be perplexed by numerous phrases nd catch

words the t hc.ve esoteric significance c:mong the cognoscenti, but rather less 
< mong the hoi polloi. Why, for but one rfndom example, should there be a 
®Pec^;1’ inz<roup relevance to things such as Seeded Shoulders, Rosebud, or 
the Ten of clubs'? What sinister ning lies behind such ancient references 
to iitc-sburg. What is the fine distinction between smooth and 
Schmoooooooth!"?
... Is Tucker actu? lly a reincarnation of Gilgamesh, or is he the original 
mcCoy. If the latter, what is the connection between Bloch and Enkidu? 
whoo knows what weevil lurks in the Cotton Bowl?

When I first encountered Tucker as an allegedly living entity, he made 
his carksome lair out of -ox 702, in Bloomington, Illinois. This was so ' 
long ago that the zipcode was but z gleam in Arthur Summerfield’s eve. When 
I made my initial pilgrimage to osmote wisdom at the feet of the Master (r.at 
her lice 1 imhall I mnison racking his first run to /risis ), he continued to 
reside in loomington? not in a P0 box, but in a house not far from an empo
rium of euphoria that sold Gluek’s Stite, among other goodly wares. I re
member it well, that sultry night in July of 1955- We put out a one-shot

1 being the custom of the distant era, calling it LE GRUESOME 
ZOMBIE.

day, jfter swearing me to secrecy on z. scored relic (one of Bloch’s 
ref Uy must know) Tucker took me some fourteen miles or 

so south of.Bloomington end revealed to me his future abode, then still in 
the iinal ministrations of carpenters and the like. It was located on Z‘ 
street pleasantly yclept Dingley Dell (later changed to z. name so prosaic 
I ye forgotten it), within the city limits of z- bucolic hamlet that re
joiced in the name of Heyworth, Illinois.

cor rec-sons heavily reduntant to an we so rash as to have maintained a 
known street adress in midwest fandom of the midfifties. Tucker had a: fierce 
feunch to cloack his whereabouts from the ken of the nomadic fan-horde, 
■'earing once they marauded as far as the Heyworth city limits, they
might be able to track him down by zdroit investigation, it was decreed that 
the very name of Heyworth was not to be uttered in the hearing of anv not 
of the innermost circle.

/long throughtne later ’30s end early *^0s there had been a film actress 
oi some notoriety, known by the professional name or Rita H yworth (nde Car- 
m®n -^^-yde Cansino or a similar monicker, if memory serves). She went on to 

rjnee /ly he n, plus' z-. host of others, being little mentioned in these 
c. r c.ys. (In c 11 ic.irness, so far as I know, she married them one st a

divorcing each before the next, causing some to mutter, "To hell with 
the F/P/ waiting list? how do I get on that one?")
.. ^ate, ^e^-PPy. coincidence of near-congruent spelling provided
the euphemism by which the Chosen were wont to refer to Tucker's rural ey- 
rie„'. © CcjHed it Ritasburg and let the fuggheads (to use the archaic term)
stre-.m their eyes in vain to locate it in the Illinois road maps.



■ I have small, smug recol
lections of be ins awakend in 
the. wee sma ' hours of E: long- 
ago evening by the insistent 
burring of the phone bell. 
Re eLing,. shambling, barking 
.my shins through the darkened 
house to clutch the noisy 
instrument, I made vague mum
blings into the earphone, re
versing it when I found I 
could not hear anything fror

• - the mouthpiece .
The'vcTtce at the other ent- 

identified itself in slurred tones as a fan then making s: name for himself 
E:s a fugghead of Probdingnagian stature in a state mostly noted for its oil- 
wells and, in those days, for its burgeoning crop of fuggheE:ds.

'Can you tell me Tucker’s phone number?" the voice wanted to know.
"Sure I can; be.h?:ppy to. nut I don’t have it right on the tin of my 

tongue. Got it written down here. Somewhere, Hold the phone, huh?"
^s long as a person is once up E'nd E:bout at that ungodly hour, there are 

things that can be attendee to to maximize creature comfort. I closed the 
door, to keep the sound-effects from betrs:ying me over the long distance 
wires. If ter a leisurely while, I sEiuntered forth, refreshed End with a 
lambent gleam of the eye thfi:t illuminated the phone on its t£:ble, though 
faintly.

"/re you still there?" I asked.
"Yup. Have you got Tucker’s phone number?"
"hey look, I'm awfully sorry. I’ve got it here some place. I had it 

just the other day. Just e- mE tter of finding my adress book. Give me a: 
little time to find it. Can you hold?"

"Yeah, I’ll hold on, but make it snappy, willya?"
I laid the phone down, with z- sinister curl of the lip, unhes:rable to my 

distant gadfly. I softfooted back to bed, settled in, drew up the covers 
and fell into one of the most blissful, deepest sleeps I hEve yet to enjoy. 
In the morning, when the alarm went off, I went out to the ts:ble that held 
the.phone and found that the lad had given up along the way. The phone was 
making that irritable little sound-effect that phones ms.ke when thev’ve been 
neglected unduly. I hung it up, wondering how long he’d held out.

Some years later, when Tucker- for reasons best known to him- came out 
and flatly announced td all the gibbering world that he- lived in Heyworth, 
Illnois,! found that for e- long while afterwaip& I had trouble in actually 
calling it that, instead of Ritr sburg. Old habits die hard, they sav, and 
they’re right.

Though it may sound unlikely in this enlightened modern age, long after 
Hugh f^rston Hefner h£:S discovered pubic hair, there once was an unsophisti
cated time when enterprising entrepreneurs enjoyed s: good thing by marketing 
decks of cards that featured s. different- to borrow Willie Rotsler’s expres
sion- nekkid lady on each different card. In that long-faded era, Tucker 
hetd purchased or otherwise gained possession and control of a deck of cards 
thusly emblE-.zoned and had t£:ken said deck to a Hid we sic on, where it was 
used in the furtherance of a g: e of chance.

baiyete, by the way, can be defined as playing cards with Tuck© while 
referring to it as a game of chance, but that is another story for which- 
as Watson used to SEy- the world is not yet preps;red.

Suffice to say, along the way, some low-life conniver was heart smitten 
by the uneTncumbei?ed ckmosel whose lovingly engineered fusilage graced the
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Ten of Clubs and the slip of pEsteboard was spirited awry, never to be seen 
again by the deck’s more or less rightful owner. Some ay the guilty cul
prit (and guilty culprits, as Modern Medical Science nows Today, ere the 
worst kind) was Dr. Dwight /simov; others prefer to pin their suspicions on 
Calvin "Biff" Collidge. History gets hazy, that far back.

/las, the world has not as yet gained sufficient maturity for the full 
facts to be revealed in re Seeded Shoulders. The only thing that can be 
revealed about thfi; matter at this point in time is that it is very myster
ious .

However, at hand, is a priceless relic, an aurochic artifact, in the 
shape of a F/P/zine entitled CH/PTER PL/Y Number One, for the F/P/ mailing 
that went out in Hay, 1953» from the aforesaid infestor of Box 702, Bl com
ington, Illinois. It bubbles with revealed vicess wallpaper with grinning 
octopi and good jass like that-there.

It even sheds a. bit of luminance upon the Seeded Shoulders legend, no
ting that it had assumed cosmic significance while Tucker was hauling one 
Shirley Relle.Hoffmsn home from the ChiCon of 1952. It mourns the book 
Tucker was going to write on notable place names of American Geography, 
/nd grits its teeth thEt others had trod the ground earlier.

"But I will not be so easily put to rout on a: similar matter," it con
tinues. /nd we will continue in the voice of the Master, regretting that 
we cannot set it down in the sans-serif of His ancient Royal typer.

"It all began when Orson welles mad?, movie entitled ’Citizen Kane’ and 
caused a dying man to whisper ’Rosebud’ in the first re. el. Old hands among 
my audience will immediately guess what is coming. Orson Welles mayw^ 
famous among the latter-day fans for his radio program, but with me his 
reputation rests with that single picture, a. very fine and preced ent" 
shattering movie which won no awards, didn’t make a fortune, and was seen 
by comparitively few people thanks to William Randolph Herst. ’Citizen 
Kane’was whispered to be the biogrE:phy of this character Herst; a highly 
fictitious biogrsiphy to be sure, but solidly bE;sed on ms.ny startling facts 
of the old.man’s life, /s e result it was always fought End falsely damned 
in every city where e Herst pc per was published; in many esses they refused 
to accept E.dvertising for it and movie was practically strangled to death, 
I seem to recall too that in some cities the Herst papers brought out the 
American Tegion to picket those theaters showing it, and of course their 
own film reviewers were unanimous in condemning it-- if they mentioned it 
at all. .So I became eware of Orson Welles, budding genius.

"/s might be expected, this lovely word ((Rosebud)) found quick entry 
into fandom. In a Doc Lowndes story, ’Trigger 'Tslk at Green Guna" an old 
character mutters the word and dies. The Fancyclopedia attributes to me 
the popularization of the word in everyday fandom, but at this late date 
I’m not at all sure of the accuracy of this, despite the fact that I helped 
check the Fancyclopedia for accuracy before publication, /t any rate, Walt 
Leibshcer visited Bloomington one fine summer day and I took him on e- 
tour of the town; we ended up late at night on a deserted picnic ground a 
few miles from town-- he and his date had one picnic tE'ble to themselves 
while I and mine had snother. One or the other of us red-blooded /merican 
Boys rose up sometime later to hurl a challenge into the night skys "Rose
bud!" Like maybe Tarzan after making a kill. Thereafter, Liebscher being 
Liebscher, and Tucker being his modest self, fandom was badgered and 
plagued with the word on every hand . For almost E: year there was a fan
zine by that name, /nd now, patient reader, I’m at 1'st coming to the 
subject I started several paragraphs ago--- I began a postcard collection, 
or more precisely, a postmark collection. I mailed blank postcards to the
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postmasters of every town in America (that I could locate) named Rosebud, 
and shortly had an astonishing collection of Rosebud postmarks. So 
there now, I’ve finally gotten a piece on place-names off my chest."

So now you know; more or less.
Didn’t you really like it better, the way it wasn’t?



MIKE GLICKSOHN (1^-1 High P£;rk /ve, 
Toronto, Ont. TioP 2S3 C/N/D/) You’ve 
every right to be proud of B/NSHEE, e- 
ven though John Berry is correct in 
saying that as far as appearances go 
you've still got quite a. bit to les:rn. 
But for enjoys;ble content BANSHEE is 
right up there in the forefront of 
current f£;nzines End is e. remarkable 
achievement for a single year's pub
lishing. You've gotten some of the 
better writers in fs.ndom who've been, 
silent far too long to come out . of hi
ding End I hope you can keep doing so.

The covers Ere mcej nothing spec — 
tacular, but the coloured ink is an ef
fective touch. The interior artwork 
tends to lag behind the quality of the 
written work. Sheryl's critturs are

very cute, though, and Grant's cartoons are good 5 not his best, but easily 
good enough to stand out in the issue, while I applaud the idea; of having 
Eric Mayer illustrate the "Degler" niece, his artwork doesn't particularly 
appeal to me. He's competent, but E: bit too cluttered in places.

Of Bill Kunkel's nifty litle title illos, the only one that doesn't 
work is the one for Cy's columm which is practically unreadable. It wasn’t 
until I started reading the article, recognized the style, looked back at 
the toe, and confirmed my suspicion that I was able to decipher the words 
Cy Chauvin in the picture. ((Bill didn’t like that particular cartoon 
very much, but for some reason I fell in love with it, and used it.))

I liked the way you started your editorial. I guess th£;t’s because I. 
recognized both quotations and that let me feel sill smug and superior (whic. 
isn't my natural states most of the time I'm all curled up sucking my X/pXl. 
XXXXXX thumb.)

I reverently stand down and hand in my title es writer of the most hum- 
orous article you've yet published in B/NSHEE. Dave Locke, that.paragon of 
fsnnish virtue, that non-pcriel among fannish humorists, that boil on the 
scrotum of fandom ((I think I'm about the only person in the world that 
hasn't read that article..........)) has clearly established his write to the 
title. This fanzine review columm is brilliant, completely belies Dave s 
concluding remark, and would be an outstanding candidate for "Article of 
the Year" as proposed by some idiot later on in the lettercolumm.. In fact, 
this one piece will shortly inspire me to do what I've been.planning on 
doing for some time, and that is to go back through the fanzines I've gotten 
this year and note the exceptional pieces in case Bowers and I ever do put 
out the anthology we've bandied s;bout E; bit. Dsve is an exceptionally tal
ented writer, and even though one is tempted to wonder about the mar its. 1 
status of the parents of any man who'd pollute Chivas with sods water,.one 
cannot deny his very real contribution to fannish humour. This is easily 
the best piece in the issue, and one of the best pieces to appear this 
year.

One a more sober note (although that word is ill-chosen when Dave and. 
I are the fans concerned) I will no longer be showing uo at conventions wit 
a giant snake around my neck since Larson E, that Bos: Wonder of fandom, is, 
alas, deceased. He was an admirable creature, and I will miss him.

Surely if you're going to judge E; fanzine, you have to judge.it as a 
consumer, not as E; producer? Or at the very least as a. combination of 
both? Cy may be correct that the mere act of putting, out an illegible

judge.it
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crud zine full of rotten material ss-.tisfies every need of the editor, but if 
said editor actually mails the thing out, then he's asking for your reac- 
tions as E; consumer, E;nd he must be expected to accept your own personal 
standards or criteria. These will differ from one fan to the next, but that 
hardly invalidates an individual answer to Peter's question. (Peter ((Jo- 
hansen)) was an OttawE' fringe fen, by the way, being Susan Wood's boyfriend 
for four.years before I met Susan. He helped run off and collate E: couple 
of Canadian fanzines as I recall, so he had a bit of the background as 
far as knowledge of fandom is concerned.) It might even be possible to i- 
solate a few basic absolute criteria, for that matter, such as legibility, 
grammatical correctness in the writing, and so forth. It's on matters of 
content ths:t the real ^subjectivity of fanzines comes to the fore.

I won't argue witli D*ve again over the best fan article thingee. He 
writes most persuasively but I'm still not convinced that the move would 
be.possible or even advisable. He's write about the overlap in fanzine? 
mailing lists,but I was talking as much about the voting as about the nom
inating. I think we're beating a stillborn horse, though, since I don't 
see.anyone attempting to put the change into effect. Perhaps Dave will 
spring e. surprise motion on the DISCON business meeting, which should liven 
things up a bit. But all in all I can't bring myself to argue with someone 
who compared something I wrote to a glass of ten wrr old scotch...

BEN INDICK (423 SsgE.more /ve Teaneck 
Njf 07666) In re PGWodehouse, it 
was long, years before your birth 
when I first read End loved his 
Jeeves books. They are still ep- 
pearing End I'm glad a. new gener
ation is enjoying them. You may 
be interested in knowing -that PGW 
has also been e. distinguished- 
writer of stage comedy. Only 
recently I saw s. revival of a: 
1919 musical he did with Guy 
Bolton and a young composer 
named Jerome Kern. The play 
a charming and still comical 
period piece, OH L/DY L/DY.
Since you like PGW, I also 
recommend to you the books
of Thorne Smith
in tone 
funny, 
well.

also
., very 1930ish 
but brash and

and fantasy as 
Of his, my favorite

was always R/IN IN THE 
DOORW/Y. But it's E: long 
time ago, Mike...

((Wodehouse is the 
author of a book entitled 
AUTHORUUTHOR which con
sists of his correspondance 
with another writer about

MOBOPY
locxep!

writing. Very funny and 
interesting. It has quite 
a bit about his stage career 
in it. /Iso the price that the 
S/TEVEPOST paid for E; serial, 
which w s incredible...))



P/UT. DOCHERTY (18 StellErton Rd. Scarborough, Toronto Ontario MIT, 309) 
'Claude Degler ’ was very ententeining- someone should put together a. col
lection of such pieces / including perhaps things like '/ Waiy of Life' and 
’The Enchanted Duplicator'. ((/nd "The Purple Pastures"?)) However, aside 
from the fact that such a collection would probably be rather unprofitable, 
there is the danger tha t somebody might ta.ke it seriously. I can see.it 
nows Vest conspiracy uncovered! F/Na.tics bent on overthrowing established 
order...our blood might run in the streets. The Salem fan burnings?.

/lost of the ert you're printing seems to be largely of a. cartoonish na 
ture, and here a; few names struck me. I really enjoyed Sheryl Birkhead’s 
illos for Loren ■ k.cGregor *s columm- they complimented the writing style per
fectly. Canfield, Rotsler, and Kinney are keeping up their high standards, 
in each of their various-dine madnesses. Eric Meyer's ba.cover has a: simpli
city of dynamics that ba ttles with his clustered shading techniques and 
weakens the drawing'. The effect is tha t of a. lack of control over the 
spa ce vadues. The idea.s are there but I'm afraid tha t the execution needs 
a bit of ordering. 1fare Schirmeister demonstrates a. clean control of the 
cartoon style that is very satisfying and his subjects a;re always amusing. 
But then, what do I know? They kicked me out of the University.of Toronto 
fine art department for ca.lling a department meeting E; 'collection of no- 
ta lent assholes' (also for not doing what I'm told, but that's smother 
story)

J/Y KINNEY (160 Caselli, San Francisco C/ 9^11^) #8 wa.s snazzy and. 
looking good. Eric Ma;yer is a find. His ba ckcover is one of the weirdest 
I've seen in years and reminds me of some vintage 50's fanzine art. The 
ant on white sheets with 3/^ pa;ges before worked really well, though neit
her piece quite deserved such extravagant display.

Locke's fanzine reviews succeeded a.t both parodying such columns and 
actually being good irreverent reviews. In contrast to his attitude though, 
there are many times when I'd rather read at good fanzine review tha.n the 
actual fanzine. . ■ 4.

I just read "®y Life in Tibet" by Claude Degler and stand in awe of its 
sp endid prose and blithe spirits. It b.’roight to mind the rate enclosed 
wash drawing which I've had in my posession for several years, passed on 
by a; tired old fan long since ga flatted. It is not reproducible in simple^ 
mimeo and so I trust that you will simply treasure it in private and perhaps 

the honorable author of the Tibet article. ((Thinks, Jay.
The drawing is on its wa y to the piece's author, who n'mn c ■ now.be-re
vealed. -"fly life in Ti^eV1 wee written by ^he pioce-'s illus
trator, Eric -yer.

JODIE OFFUT (Funny Farm Ha ldeman NY ^-0329) I like Toe Pearson's cover 
because it makes me want to get out my water colors or crayons. Sheryl's, 
dra wings ha.ve the sa.me 'ffect on me, and her’s matke me latugh. Jay Kinney's 
is funny. Larry G. Brommer's cries for a; pencil ((How many of you readers 
actually tried the maze? How ma ny of you a ctua lly took pen or pencil to 
it?)) and the back cover bears studying. In fact, there isn't any art this 
time that I don't like.

The columms by John Berry and Gy both had a melancholic feel Ebout them 
Berry seemed to reminiscing a.t a. leisurely pace; he seemed subdued. Cy's 
columm is thoughtful, the questionaires interesting, and he raises some 
fascinating questions about the world of fandom.

Loren ha.s an easy, personal way of writing. Believe the bootlegger 
story. Believe any bootlegger story. They are seldom exaggerated--they 
don't need to be-- and nearly always true.

Dave Locke’s fanzine reviews a.re terrific! That man writes so funny. 
Although I a lmost skipped it-- anybody who mi ®s Chiva s Rega l with club
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sods: lacks proper respect End u'pringing. Bet he puts cs.tsup End mustE:rd 
on his hE.mburgers. /nywE.y the whole thing is good; I pa rticulr rly like 
the cleverness of the TITLE review.

."This is Not Fiction" is very funny. Different.
■'Busby’s tE le is interesting, s.lthough I liked it leE st of anything in 

the issue. I suppose because, being e. writer’s wife, stories of that kind 
E.re old hat End nothing new to me.

JERRY K/UFil/N (622 W. ll^th Street New York NY 10025) . I ws:nt to praise yoi 
for the material you have forced out of severE 1 fine writers, John Berry 
E nd Loren ir cGregor. -Tohn has one of the fine minds of fandom, and he 
uses it so infrequently. PerhE ps I should rephrEse thEt. John writes 
thoughtful, s nE lytic articles, and I enjoy them. Loren is the best s-nec- 
dotai writer in fandom (he is e.Iso the best teller of anecdotes we 
hE.ve) /nd neither of them is overexposed. ((I can't say whether or not 
Loren is the best teller of Enecdotes in fandom or not; I haven't spoekn 
to that mEny fE.ns. But I hE.ve spoken to Loren on the phone, twice, and 
he is very good at it.

John Berry points out thE t Calvin Demmon is hiding out in Edmonton. 1 
suppose thE t the f e nnish fE.ns will shortly begin moving there. It will 
be an awesome sight, I'm sure, since they will hE.ve quite a. care van from 
Falling Church. I suppose Ted White won't want to leE.ve his house behind, 
so it will be set on wheels. End since the Falling Church Anoclfsts jre 
anything but rich (except for rich brown) Dan Steffan and John will hE.ve 
to pull it. They have my full moral support.

Loren loves to tell anecdotes so much that... well/ at arcon, Loren 
scratched his comes by leaving his contact lens in his eye too long, £ 
wes in tremendous pain Sunday morning, /nd told hospitE 1 snecootes c-.s e 
was being taken to the hospital. (Loren is fine now... he just wrote me 
s letter to say so, end told this anecdote about losing his wallet in in 
neaplolis. He mentioned going back to Seattle with 43?- md getting crunc 
in the bus enroute. Bazzfszz didn't elaborate.) . . _

Welcome back to Claude Degler. In these times of d isorgE n ised anc . 
fragmented fandom, Degler will be just the thing we need as s' f oce 1 point. 
Degler will join us and make us great. He will make us one fandom with 
one goal, just as he did in the forties. The goal may be the same.

Dave Locke's reviews are just the 
sort I’ve E lwEys we nted to write, 
but haven’t hE d the guts to. I al- 
ways figured that to scy exactly whE 
I though, would require me to be e: 
hermit. Even in the praising dep- 
artment. I. even Ie ughed sometimes, 
especiaily at the lines on Lou- 
Sts.this. "Lou Sts this" is really 
pen name for Richard Heitzer.

LORFN' W/CGR^-OR (Box 636, Seattle 
^8111) ■Ruz' article was good, 
I’m surprised thE t I reed it through 
with fascination. Why? Well, I’ve 
heard bits End pieces of it before, 
Et Nameless meetings, End in general 
conversation with Buz, so I thought 
to mycelf "I've her rd this before, " 
end went into the with thrt
in mind.



I shouldn’t hsve? it ws s good. /Iso, hs.ving it here in print gives me 
E: chc.nce to look it up whenever I feel like it, end Buz tends to get nnts.g- 
onistic when cell him up st three in the morning.

"My Life In Tibet" we s greet, end I find the nigglings of somebody’s 
style creeping in there someplace ... but I’m not sure. ((Who, prey tell?)) 
Eri drs.wings were gree t.

I underspend the t Ds ve Locke publishes e- fs.nzine, whose peine I kinds; 
forget (it hes the t quslity) end which is me.king ne me for-itself (though 
I forget why) I notice hd didn’t review it, which is probe:bly s good thing, 
bees use then I would know its ns:me, e nd would therefore he ve nothing wha t
ever to sey5 instee d I he ve this f sscins. ting fe nnish pe re greph.

Johnny Berry sounds Old end Tired in his column? I hope future issues 
of B/NSHEE return his youthfulness, (The only problem e.t the moment being 
the t when. I met him I thought he we s younger the n I, end the t’s got me 
worried., )

/L SIROIS (233 County Street, New He ven CT) Wodehouse! eh, mervelous. I'm 
e. Betre;m Wooster fen from ws.y bs.ck, e good eight yee.rs e.go now. The British 
type of dry humor he s e lwe.ys been-e. fe.vorite of mine, ss exemplified by 
Wodehouse. Probe.bly my fe.vorite Wodehouse che.re cter is Jeeves. You me de 
no mention of it in your editorie l, but Wodehouse wrote e.t lee st one book 
in s weird sort of fs:nte sy vein? it’s shout e. be sic Wodehousie.n'herd 
who goes to the dentist for some sort of routine work, is put to sleep.by 
ge.s, e nd e we.kens to find his hrs.in transferred into the body of d psrticu- 
lerly ns sty six-yes r old. /nd vice-verss., of course. I've forgotten the 
title, but it we.s one hell of S; book.

Busby's s.rticle I found extremely interesting, from the s tend point of s- 
new sf writer. I've recently been lee.rning quite e bit shout the e ctus.l 
business end of the process, ss distinct from the cres;tive end. Eor in- 
stsnee, I’ve discovered ths t if I expect to be sn setive member of SEW/, 
s ws re of the ins end outs of publishing itself ss well s s writing, I hs;ve 
to truck to regionel meetsing end the like, meet end get to know editors 
snd publishers, like Elwood, Noskowitz ((Wh<:t does he edit these dsys?)) 
Wellheim, etc. Listening to these gentlemen spes.k shout their experience 
in the field is sn enlightening experience. Thus, for my own purposes of 
dets. gs:thering, Busby's srticle wes res.d by me cs refully, more ths n once.

The columns by Berry s:nd NscGregor left me rs ther cold. Nothing defi
nite I cs.n pin down s hout them except perhsps e. ls:ck of direction s nd 
purpose. Inecdotsl rsmblings don’t res.lly do much for me, unless they 
serve s. purpose.

I liked Chsuvin's piece bees use it adheres to my fre.mework for critiques
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of fe.nnish writings listed ebove. Cy hrs e definite terget in mind, rnd is 
e feirly rrticulcte person. I me y not rlwrys e.gree with whet someone hes 
to soy, but he sure es hell better he e.ble to se y it fc.irly well if he ex
pects me to listen to him. I listen to Cy, for the most port.

TERRY HUGHES (866 N. Frederick St. Arlington V/ 22205) You ree lly need to 
be more selective in choosing your e.rtwork. With just e. few exceptions most 
of the ort in this issue we s bod. Your fonzine deserves better fore them 
this. I would he ve preferred more text or even blnnk spoce to some of those 
illos, ond thet does include the covers.

» The text itself wes uneven end generelly quite week. Busby we s the , 
. strongest of the pieces this time out. Vqu he d one of the wee kest Dove Locke 

pieces I've seen, ond it bored me throughout which is somethin^ he usually 
doesn’t do. Another unusua l thing in this issue we s the feet thot John ^er- 
ry hod e weok column for you. I om e big fen of John's writing ((Me too. 
He seems to be one of the best writers of mood pieces in fendom— I lovo 
l good mood piece!!)) but this column seemed very rushed end sloppily thrown 
together. But since it is o column I om sure he will turn in his usue 1 high 
quolity moteriol in future instruments ond I eegerly look forward to them. 
Who wrote the Degler bit? It we s kind of omusing ond brought out some 
chuckles from me os Did Loren IkcGregor's piece. The rest were week ':nd 
forge tte Lie.

The whole tone this loc seems down end I regret thot. I did enloy 
the zine... just netting o fonni’sh zine ogoin is e; treot in itself. ((Couldrft 
o.gree with you more. If I don't get e. single thing else, it's e.lwoys o good 
moil dey if I get o zine like SWOON or XFNIUM.)) I om sfroid I suffer from 
the seme feelings of being cut off from general fendom ■ s John mentions end 
for the some reasons. But I hone to pull out of it e.nd become involved once 
more. I did enjoy your editoriel end you seem en interesting writer even | 
if you do buy ell the Me rvel comics.

ERIC MAYER (RD 1 Box 1^7 Fe:lls PA 18615) Its difficult to comment on the 
erts you heve such e big selection this time. I e Iwe ys enjoy Terry Jeeves' 
stuff. It he s the t e ure of fe.e.nishness the. t I usue lly e-.ssocie te with Rot- 
sler. Gre nt Benfield's cer toons this time e.re slick, well done, but rether 
uninteresting. I e.dmire technice.l competence, but mere technice 1 competence 
isrft sufficient. (I feel e bit uncomforteble criticizing eny fenentists' 
drewings, since the gless of my own house is not exectly heevy duty sefety 
pie te type, but I do like feedbeck, preise, criticism, so I offer se;me.)

Interesting, how you le.id out my illos for the Degler erticle. The;t's 
precisely how I would’ve done it.

As for Cy Cheuvin's column... why is it thet the people who eMtempt to 
investige te fe.ndom e re never fens? They ce.n't help but come up with'e su- 
perficiel view of Fendom. I've only been e.round Fendom for 8 or 9 months-- 
but I'll bet thet none of the folks conducting these 'studies' intend to do 
R or 9 months intensive reseerch. (Werthem meybe) Besides, you CE:n't 
ree lly see whet goes on in ^endom from the outside. You he ve to perticipete 
to some extent, write Iocs, erticles, do ertwork, publish, ettend cons, or 
whe tever, to ree lly understend fendom. I don't see how enyone, unfemilier 
with fe.ndom, cm even begin to select e represente tive semple popule tion to 
send question' ires to, let e lone discover e nything of ve lue e.bout fe ns.

Sure. Anything e fen does is feienish. Host feenish writing is simply 
e recounting of mundane events. (Look e.t Susen Glicksohn's articles, or 
Arnie KeMz') Whet mskes the events fe nnish i^thets fen sees fit to write e- - 
bout them for e fanzine. It is E: misconception ths.t this type of writing is 
limited to fe ndom. On th© contrci y, it is the str pie of mmy loc? 1 newspe:- 



per columns. The difference is thEt most Iocs 1 columns I’ve seen aren't as 
well done.

CY CH/UVIN (17^29 Peters, Roseville HI 43066) The most hrilliEnt end orig
ins! item in this issue is Dave Locke's humorous fenzine column. I don't 
think anyone's ever done one before, and Dave does E: great job. T really 
wish you could convince him to do more. His one on TITLE in particulEr was 
gree:t; I think Dave should stick to exaggerating the peculiar characterist
ics of c zine,.and not worry about doing a fair/accurate review (tho I doubt 
he worried much about.that in the first place.)

ihe second most brillaint item was John Perry’s column— onlv I don’t 
know why it is brilliant. I guess it's just that it's written with more 
style than most fannish pieces nowadays.

In my column, I said.something like the only "essential" thing in a p-oozl 
fanzine was a strong editorial personality. When talking to Chris Sherman, 
we cE.me up with two or three others; one was obvious, good repro, but the 
other two aie worth. thinking about: regular (preferably frequent) appear
ance, and a good, lively lettered. I know how reluctant I am to write a 
letter to a zine if I don’t know when it's coming out again; with e. zine 
that s frequent, you don't forget it exists, and you build up your expectE:- 
tions for it--an, FOC/L POINT should arrive tomorrow, at 11:00! You also 
don't forget what the people in the lettercoil were talking s^bout as easily. 
That brings me to my second point? a good lettered. It's nice to have good 
feedback in a zine. ThEt was one of the weak points about the Katz' zines-- 
their lettercols were alwE:ys pretty poor. On the other hand, the lettercols 
in ENERGUITN and SF COR'IENT/RY were and are generE:lly the best written part 
of those zines, and better the n most of their competitors.

((W/H?s Don /yres, Joe Sen
ders, John D. Perry, F.F. 
^usby, ^rank Palazs, Hike 
dyer, Sheryl Pirkhead, 
Terry /ustin, rrett Cox, 
Dave Sell, Susan Wood 
Glicksohn, Norm Hoch
berg, Joe Pearson, Rill 
Rreiding, Ed Connor, 
Teah /. Zeldes, Dave 
Locke, Richard Stook- 
er, Dick Patten, Tom 
Reamy, mike carIson, 
Eli Cohen, Brad Parks, 
Lee Hoffman, and Ed 
Slavinsky.))



I expected that the ninth B/NSHEE would be my best issue yet. But when 
I first forumlated plans for it, I didn’t dream that it would be the great 
sucess that I feel it is. I honed that I’d be able to present top-quality 
material, but I didn’t realistically think ( oh, I dreamed, I dreamed) that 
I’d be printing articles by Burbee and Grennell. People I’d never heard, 
from before, but whose work I had admired, came through with great contri
butions. Putting this issue together has been lots of work, and it will 
continue to be lots of work until the last envelope is closed, but.it’s 
all been, made worthwhile by virtue of the ma terial I had to work with.

Dany of you know tha t this, the best B/NSHEE, as a lso going to be the 
last B/NSHEE. I'm not gafiating-- far from it. Instead, I'll be publis
hing a new fanzine. Something a little bit more relaxed, informal, more 
contents-oriented, ra ther tha n art-oriented, and hopefully a. little bit 
friendlier, /nd perhaps cheaper as well.

Tt’s to be called R/NDOM, and it will be published monthly. It.won’t 
be a: large fanzine; twenty four pages at most, so that I can mail it for a: 
d ime .

But I can't publish R/NDOM with a: mailing list of the size I have now. 
R/NSHEE's circulation is a^bout 150s End both the cost and the drugework 
would be prohibitive, I'm a student, with a very limited income.during the 
winter, and there are no fans in the area to help me with collating anr 
stapling. R/ND0M*s circulation has got to stay below 100. it's - hard de
cision to make, but I hope that I’ll be able to do it without hurting any
body's feelings too badly. If this box /__ J is blank, your name ha'S^al- 
ready been engraved in my gold-plated addressbook. If there's an "X" 
there, you have to send me something, that you can convince me is worth 
printing to get R/ND0I1. / nice, substantial loc on B/NSHEE.could turn 
the trick; I will be publishing Iocs on this issue in the first few 
R/NDOMs. /nd finally, the zine will not be available for money.

The first issue will be published on the heels of this one, and will 
ha ve its initia l distribution at Discon. If your box. is blank, don't 
hesitate to come up and ask me for a copy of it; it will give me a chance 
to meet some of you fascinating people whom I might miss otherwise. I'll 
be wearing a football jersey, white with a* blue "77" on it, and my last 
name on the back. R/iTDOH’s first issue will have columns from John.D. 
Berry, Michael Carlson and Toren MacGregor, and a reprint of Walt Wil*
lis' classic piece on fandom s form of sexual sublimation. 

See you then,
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