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By John D. Berry

first met Terry Hughes at the first
Noreascon, the 1971 worldcon in

Boston. In fact, I slept on his
floor, along with Chris Couch and Alice
Sanvito. I had known Chris already for at
least a couple of years, so I hold him respon-
sible for my meeting both Terry and Alice.

When I arrived at that con, I was
coming straight from six months of study at
Stanford’s overseas campus in France. In
fact, instead of taking the charter flight back
to California that most of the students did, I
left a week early so I could fly direct to Boston
for the worldcon. This got me there, but it
didn’t prepare me all that well for diving into
the milieu; I was severely jet-lagged the first
day, so that at just about the hour when the
parties were getting started, 1 was crashing
out. (I remember turning down an invitation
from Alexei Panshin to join a dinner expe-
dition to Cambridge, that first night, because
as we sat by the sixth-floor pool in the twi-
light, I felt as though my whole body was
vibrating. Somewhat later, after Alex & co.
had gone off to eat, I realized that it wasn’t
me after all; the building was vibrating. It
was simply the thrumming of the air-condi-
tioning system through the walls and floors.)

On the floor of Terry’s room, I
stretched out on the small Turkish rug that
I had brought back from Istanbul, just the
way I had used it to sleep on the roof of an
overcrowded hostel in Athens. Then we all
laughed and talked for hours, continuing
one friendship (with Chris) and beginning
two others (with Terrv and Alice).




hen I went back to California after Nor-

eascon, 1 ended up getting an apartment
in San Francisco. 1 was done with my college
studies; the six months in France had been my
last undergraduate term. Not long before that,
Calvin Demmon had moved back to the Bay
Area, and in a spirit of fannish foolishness we
decided to publish a weekly fanzine. Calvin had
already done this once before, when he and
Andy Main published Flying Frog in the early
‘60s; I had always admired Frog, and leapt at
the chance to co-edit with Calvin.

Besides, I was doing nothing else cre-
ative (unless you count having Big Thoughts
about life, the universe, and everything, which I
had in abundance). So we started up Hot Shit,
which like Flying Frog was a four-pager, with
pages 1 & 3 written by one of us and pages 2 & 4
by the other. We got it copied for free by cur
Secret Friend, whom we identified in its pages
as simply our Staff Printing Person, and we beg-

ged our friends for stamps to mail out the issues.

The mailing list was very small, but lively.

On the mailing list, of course, was my
new friend Terry Hughes. When he first wrote
us a letter in response to Hot Shit, I pulled
quotes from it under the rubric “Terry Hughes
Sez”; very quickly this became a regular feature
of the fanzine. Terry not only supplied some of
our funniest material, he became an integral
part of Hot Shit’s personality, a member of the
ensemble cast you might say. (This was a prece-
dent that would serve me well, and caught Terry
in my nefarious editorial net. Years later, when
I started publishing another small fanzine, Wing
Window, I turned a letter of Terry’s into the first
installment of a column — calleg, of course,
"Terry Hughes Sez”.)

*

erry was living in the college town of Colum-

bia, Missouri, along with several other fans,
including Chris Couch. On one of my cross-
couniry peregrinations, I stopped off there (I re-
member it was a hot Midwestern summer) and
stayed with Terry and Chris. What I remember
more vividly than anything we said or did during
my stay was their tale of a bit of guerrilla theater
they had played at the hospital where they were
all working, in menial jobs. The hospital had

three elevators, side by side. It was possible, if
no one else was using the elevators and you
planned it just right, to get them all to open on
the same floor at the same time. Chris and Terry
and a third friend who was working as a janitor at
the hospital took this as a challenge. Achieving
this feat of elevator coordination, the three of
them all came out of their respective elevators at
the same time, twirling brooms and dancing a
three-man soft-shoe.

Nobody told me whether there was anyone
there to applaud.

*

here was a lot of herbal enhancement to

social gatheringsin those days. It's not
impossible that this vision of Busby Berkeley
performance art was actually something they just
thought about doing, imagining it in fervent
detail. But1 like to stick to my recollection that
they actually pulled it off.

*

G ood-natured laughter is one of the main
things 1 remember about Terry, and in early
1973 he brought that laughter to Falls Church,
Virginia, where I was living at the time. Over the
course of that spring, he and I and Colleen
Brown, all of us with time on our hands and
energy to spare, began exploring the byways and
crannies of Northern Virginia in search of adven-
ture and fun. We called ourselves the Laughing
22-Year-0lds Good-Time Order, since we were
all approximately the same age.

I can remember getting quite stoned one
warm night and playing like kindergarteners on
the swings and slides of a playground in a park in
Falls Church (this wasn’t just us; it was the whole
crew of Fabulous Falls Church Fandom, includ-
ing Ted & Robin White and rich brown and
probably a couple of others).

I recall the three of us driving one day to
Harpers Ferry, an hour narthwest of Falls Church
at the confluence of the Potomac and the Shen-
andoah. That must have been earlier in the
spring, since 1 remember it heing sunny but cold;
we huddled for warmth on the hillside overlook-
ing the rivers, as we admired the view and imag-
ined the little town’s history.

That summer, Terry and I moved into a




place together, an apartment tacked onto the side
of a farmhouse out in Great Falls, a rural enclave
that was fast turning into a DC suburb. Across
the road from Duck-Shit Farm, which we named
for the fowl that our landlords kept in the yard,
were gigantic new houses stuck out in enormous
expanses of manicured lawn, like Monopoly
houses blown up a little beyond life size. (In later
years they'd be nicknamed McMansions.) Yet the
two-lane road that we lived on was stiil a country
lane, which in Northern Virginia meant that it cut
into the rolling countryside with no shoulders
at all; it might feel bucolic now and then, but
try to take a stroll or ride a bicycle down that
narrow road and you'd find yourself dodging
oncoming trucks with nowhere to jump. Terry
did not drive, though 1 did, and I had an old
VW van. Rich & Colleen had a car, which
Colleen would often use to come out to visit us.
But the country was surprisingly unfriendly to
walking.

We called our abode the William O.
Douglas Country Apartment, in honor of the
Supreme Court justice we most admired. (We
didn’t want to call it “Memorial,” since at that
point Douglas was still alive and serving on the
Caourt.) As it turned out, we were only there for
a few months: in the fall, we hoth moved into
other places, and began the next phase of our
Falls Church adventures.

I lived in a non-fannish group house for
most of the next year, then after another
season of travel moved into DC, where I shared
a house near Dupont Circle and got a regular
job. The following spring, in June 1975, |
finally left the East Coast and headed back to
the West, settling that fall where I've been
almost ever since: Seattle. Terry stayed in
Northern Virginia, living in Arlington with his
brother Craig and later by himself. As we all
know, Terry rose to become an eminence grise
in the shady world of international finance,
commanding the black helicopters to whisk
him around the world on convert missions of
fun. Well, that’s what we imagined, anyway.

[ still think 1 ought to be getting
another installment of “Terry Hughes Sez” in
the mail any day now. O

—John DO. Berry, July 2014

Calleen, Craig, Terry & Alicia Brown drawn by Joe Staton,
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KANSAS WASN’T

FLATTENED IN A DAY
The Geography of a Fan Career

By Dan Steffan

“I do dig Mota a lot — in a sea of serconism, of zines dedicated to higher criticism
and semi-pro market reports and even the printing of amateur fiction, Mota
shines as a pristine isle of fannish joy.” —F.M. Busby, Mota 20, December 1976

Buz wrote those words, Mota was at its peak.

It was coming out with alarming regularity,
eight issues in the preceding 13 months, and 1t was
publishing what were arguably some of the best arti-
cles and cartoons in fandom. Mota’s contributors
crossed both generational and geographic gaps,
bringing together fandom’s great Sequoias and its
young saplings for the amusement of its readers and
its editor, Terry Hughes (1950-2001).

While decidedly fannish in nature and
appeal, Mota was never pushy about its preference
for publishing the chronicles of fandom, rather than
auctorial shop talk and incendiary book reviews.
There were plenty of other places to read such things
in the Seventies, but the heyday of fannish discourse
was at a low ebb. Terry wanted to do something
about that. Though that decade is often thought of
as a great bastion of fannish insurgency, the truth of
it was that every Hugo Award for best fanzine in that
decade, save one, was won by either Richard Geis or
Charlie Brown, the great bookends of modern sf
criticism and journalism.

Maybe that’s why Mota was a shining light
to Busby, or maybe it was because it was a down to
Earth, unpretentious and friendly fanzine, much like
its editor? Having been privileged to have been
Terry’s friend for most of that time, and for years
afterwards, I can attest that it was a generous mix-
ture of the two that made it all work so well. Mota
never fought any great battles or mounted any great
crusades, but it always had a strong enthusiasm for
what had come before it and a great sense of humeor
that helped to remind readers just how enjoyable a
fanzine could be.

Interest in science fiction was growing expo-
nentially in the Seventies. During the previous
decade hippies and college students had begun to dis-
cover fandom in the back pages of prozines, comic
books, and college newspapers and it was their

F rom Busby’s lips to your ears. By the time

hunger for more of the same that created a whole
new audience for fanzines of all kinds.

There were fanzines being published all over
the world in every size and shape. There were news-
zines and reviewzines and clubzines and apazines
and genzines. There were weekly fanzines, monthly
fanzines, quarterly fanzines and annuals. They were
dittoed, mimeoed, lithoed, and offset printed. There
were fanzines devoted to science fiction, comic
books, horror movies, television shows, folk musie
and rock & roll.

Nevertheless, science fiction remained the
dominant fanzine form, even though there were
many variations in that niche, as well: weird fiction,
horror fiction, hard sf and new wave, fantasy and
sword & sorcery, conventioneering, women'’s rights,
masquerades, semi-pro journals for amateur fiction
and essays, fanzines for bibliophiles and collectors
and, of course, the ones that were devoted to the
culture of fandom itself — they called those fanzines
Jfannish to differentiate them from all the others.

Of course, ten years earlier it had all just
been a part of fandom at large. The science fiction
tent was smaller then, but there was room enough
for everybody’s interests. That little pond was a
place where most of the fish received or at least saw
many of the fanzines of the day, no matter what their
general slant might have been. Those fanzines were
fandom’s currency, a common denominator that
enabled fans to share, if they chose to, the totality of
fandom, no matter what their own specialty was.

But once the wave of Baby Boomers found
their way into fandom’s ranks things began to change
as the numbers began to swell. Fandom began to
fragment. The 1967 worldcon, for instance, had
1500 attendees, which was nearly double the size of
the previous year’s numbers. Up until that time
fandom had been able to act like a big dysfunctional
family, with the worldeon as their annual reunion
cookout. Sometimes it got unruly — like when some




of the uncles wanted to ban their weird cousin Walter

from serving hotdogs to the kids — but most things
managed to stay in the family. However, as more
people found their way into fandom, the peace got a
lot harder to keep.

By the time the 1969 St. Louiscon rolled
arcound, the generation gap was becoming as preva-
lent in fandom as it was in the rest of Nixon’s
America. Lines had been clearly drawn at the pre-
vious year’s worldcon in Oakland, California, where
the counterculture and fandom’s old guard came to
loggerheads over matters of politics and lifestyle,
pitting bidding parties against a psychedelic light
show and bottles of Scotch against tabs of LSD.

As a reaction to this schism — which some

would say had actually begun with cousin Walter and

the hotdogs — fandom began to reconfigure itself.
Some folks withdrew into safe hideaways like LASFS
or The Little Men, or into the pages of FAPA or ex-
clusive private apas. Others grouped themsehes
with likeminded souls and created new social circles
centered around their own idea of how a fan meri-
tocracy was supposed to work. Before long the
family began to split into different tribes, each with
their own different goals, attitudes, and heroes,

The competition between groups and fac-
tions brought forth a tsunami of fanzines until there
were dozens of titles dropping through the mail slot
every year. Of course, the more fanzines there were,
the tougher the competition was for good material to
publish. Many older fans were still contributing to
fanzines, but there was no way they could begin to
keep up with the demand for their articles or draw-
ings (except for Rotsler, of course). Fortunately
there was a wealth of younger fans coming into fan-
dom who were quite able to fill those countless pages
with their own reviews, essays, interviews, articles,
editorials, memoirs, comic strips and artwork, as
they were needed.

It was a time when new and talented people
from all over the world seemed to be making their
marks in the pages of fanzines and their enthusiasms
ranged far beyond being interested in the literature
of science fiction. There were outstanding writers
and editors like John Foyster and John Bangsund in
Australia, Peter Roberts and Greg Pickersgill in the
UK, the Glicksohns in Canada, and Americans like
Gary Hubbard, Arnie Katz, John D. Berry, and
dozens of others who were putting everything they
had into fandom. For them and others like them, it
was finally possible for fandom to be a way of life.
The slogan was becoming a reality.

But while the new talent and the new readers

coming into fandom meant greater increases in
circulation and convention attendance, it also meant

that fandom was getting large enough to support
isolated pockets of enthusiasts who felt, with the
passage of time, that mainstream fandom no longer
suited their ambitions. They became less interested in
intermingling with fans who didn’t share their ideas
and attitudes. They found sympathetic audiences for
their points of view among fandom’s new recruits,
which allowed them to go off by themselves and create
their own ponds, tents and fandoms.

Because of these new fannish cliques, fandom
at large became much more polarized and, for the first
time, developed into an Us vs, Them dynamic. Con-
vention fans pulled back from fanzine fans, semi-
prozines pushed away from their amateur roots, and
serious constructive fans began rejecting their fannish
kin for being frivolous, elitist, and stoned. (Which
they were, though that was besides the point.)

*

T erry Hughes was part of the wave of hippies
and young bohemians who discovered fandom
during that time. Inthe fall of 1968 he’d gone off to
the University of Missouri on a scholarship and
soon afterwards stumbled on a flyer for the univer-
sity’s science fiction club on a bulletin board in the
library. He'd been an avid sf reader since junior
high school so he decided to take a chance and go
to one of their meetings. That’s where he came
face-to-face with another science fiction fan for the
first time.

That fan’s name was Hank Luttrell. Hank
had organized the club a year earlier after trans-
ferring to Columbia from another in-state school.
“The Columbia campus,” he once wrote, “was a
large one, with lots of students — over 20,000 —
and I thought that was probably big enough to start
a science fiction club.” He hoped it might make
him some new friends and give him an excuse to
avoid studying. “Anything that did that was
certainly worthwhile,” he recalled.

Hank had been the one who'd posted the
flver in the library in hopes of boosting the club’s
membership. “I saw the notice and that caused me
to go to a meeting of the college science fiction club
and meet all those strange people,” Terry once re-
membered. Hank recalled that first encounter, as
well. “I asked a crowd of new MoSFA recruits
(freshmen all) if any of them knew anything about
fandom. Terry jumped up and said, ‘T read
Trumpet!”

Though that meeting was Terry’s formal
introduction to organized fandom, he had already
managed to find his way into the world of fanzines
on his own. “I got my first fanzine in late 1961 or
early 1962 when I was 11,” Terry wrote in 1972, “It




was a comics zine, and 1 hung around comics fan-
doin for several vears, buying subs and writing the
occasional letter. I got a copy of Amra 30 when it
came out [September 1664], but unfortunately 1
hadn’t read any REH at that time and I was quite
lost.”

His first sf fanzine had been a copy of Tom
Reamy’s Trumpet 3 [December 1965], which he
bought for George Barr's “Broken Sword” comic
strip. “The sf fandom talk seemed to be fun, but a lot
of it went past me,” he wrote. But now, thanks to
Hank Luttrell, Terry found the missing context that
he’'d been looking for and a lot of that stuff that had
previously passed him by began to make sense.

The same freshman class that had brought
Terry to O’ Mizzou had also brought Hank’s girl-
friend and co-editor, Lesleigh Couch, to town.
Lesleigh was from a very active fan family — her
mother Leigh and her brother Chris were also fan-
zine publishers — and she and Hank had been a
couple for more than a vear before she’d moved to
Columbia. Prior 1o her arrival the club had consisted
primarily of Hank, two other semi-active fans,
Creath Thorne and Jim Turner, and Roger Vanous,
an economices teacher from Kansas, hut the MoSFA’s
sophomore year changed that. Besides Lesleigh and
Terry, the new recruits alse included a few other like-
minded freshmen like Doug Carroll and Claudia
Parrish. (Chris Couch and Rick Stooker would
eventually join their ranks, too, though not for a
while vet.)

It seems safe to say that Hank was already a
hyper-active fan by the time Terry met him. Besides
publishing a regular fanzine with Lesleigh — Starling
13, puhlished in January 1969, was his 123rd fanzine
— he was also one of the founders of OSFA, the Ozark
Seience Fiction Association, which was sponsoring
that year’s worldcon in St. Louis, He was an active
member of that committee, an avid apa-hack, a book
and record collector, a budding hucksier, a student,
and a soon-to-be married man. If that doesn'’t de-
fine fannish hyper-activity, T don’t know what does?

St. Louiscon took place August 28th through
September 1st, 1069. Jack Gaughan was the pro and
the fan Guest of Honor (it’s a long story...) and the
program featured folks like Bob Silverberg, Terry
Carr, Bloch and Tucker, and Harlan Ellison, who is
remermbered more for having torn an expensive
movie screen than for his accomplished toastmaster
duties. They played movies all night long and pre-
sented rock bands in the evenings (it had been one of
Hank and Lesleigh’s johs on the committee to audi-
tion the bands), and one Terry Alan Hughes was
listed as member #525 in the program book.

After the con was over, St. Louis fandom

pretty much fell apart and most of the fanzines that
had been published by St. Louis locals stopped
coming out after the convention, as well. Ray
Fisher's monumental Odd 20 was its last, Jovce
Fisher's What About Us Grils? folded after its second
issue (as did their marriage), and Bob Schoenfeld's
slick comics fanzine Gosh Wow! never made it past
its third issue. Chris and Lesleigh had given up their
co-production, Quark, and their mom, Leigh, had
stopped publishing her fanzine, Sirruish, which left
behind only the local elubzine, Osfan, and that didn’t
last much longer, either.

The implosion of St. Louis fandom left be-
hind a crater where a thriving fannish hive once
stood. Of all the local fanzines that were published
before St. Louiscon, Starling was the only one to
survive it, Though Hank had been one of the foun-
ders of OSFA, 1 don’t think anybody at the time
thought that he and his hippy pals in Columbia
would be the ones to step in and fill the gap — espe-

|y W i
Hippy Hank serves refreshments at St. Louiscon, 1868,

Hank and Lesleigh got married in the wake
of the worldecon, just before their return to Columbia
in the fall of 1969. Though their union had been
much anticipated, and proved to be the catalyst for a
lot of things both in and out of their lives in fandom.
They were the hearl of Columbia Fandom. Faced
with the responsibility of being a newlywed, Hank
decided to drop out of school — even though he was
only a year shy of his degree — and take a full-time
job as a dishwasher at the city's fourth largest
employer, the Boone County Hospital.

Fellow MoSFAn Jim Turner, who had been




working at the hospital since he'd quit school a year
earlier and he helped Hank get hired when his job
search had initially proven fruitless. It was a menial
job that required, in Turner’s words, “an intellect
equal to that required for the Vice Presidency,” but
Hank had little choice but to take the it.

“I'm a hippy and have long hair and I can’t
get any other type of work,” he explained in Starling
14. 1t must have been a bitter pill to swallow, espe-
cially in light of what he had to give up to take the
Jjob. He made the best of it that he could, little real-
izing that he was actually setting a fannish employ-
ment precedent that would later include many other
Columbia fans.

Starling 14 came out in May 1970. It was the
first issue in more than a year and the first one to be
printed on Mr. and Mrs. Luttrell's new mimeograph,
nicknamed “Big Huge” by Hank. Starling 15 came
out two months after that and included Terry’s first
mention in print, that I know of, as part of an edito-
rial thank you. The issue also featured Jim Turner’s
third appearance in Starling. Turner, a man of enor-
mous appetites and great cynicism, was a natural
born raconteur and it came as no surpnse to his
friends — though it may have been to him —that he
was also a very entertaining writer. He eventually
published a couple of issues of his own fanzine,
Godfrey Daniels, and ended up contributing to all of
the Columbia fanzines, including Mota.

One of the other original MoSFA members,
Creath Thorne, popped up in that fifieenth issue, too,
with a critique of Hunter Davies’ 1968 book about
the Beatles, The Beatles. The review, a mixture of
wanting and dissatisfaction, reflected his disappoint-
ment that the book’s authorized status didn't equal
much in the way of true insight. Thorne was a confi-
dent writer who'd published two issues of his own
fanzine, Ennui, and went on to be a regular contribu-
tor to Starling and Mota before eventually finding
his way into FAPA, where he hung out for ten years.

In the fall of 1970, Lesleigh’s brother Chris
left for Columbia University and Columbia Fandom
returned to MofU. Terry, however, didn't stay in
classes for very long. After just seven days back at
school, he was forced to drop out. A poor grade in
his German class had negated the scholarship he'd
been given and since he could not assume the cost of
continuing on his own, he had no choice but to quit.
But just because he had to leave school didn't mean
he had to leave Columbia. No, he enjoyed the com-
pany of his fannish friends too much and he had no
intention of going anywhere.

Instead, Terry went to the Boone County
Hospital and joined up with Hank, Jim Turner, and
Jake Schumacher (a noterious prankster and fake

fan) as part of the kitchen staff. It meant thankless
hours of drudgery and the indignity of a hairnet, but
it really wasn't all that bad, as Jim Turner explained
in his tongue-in-cheek article for Starling called,
“Life is a Dishroom.”

“I gain an enormous feeling of power from
my job,” he wrote, “I frequently part the canvas
curtains in front of my machine and dig on the
sight of the scalding jets of water, boiling with
lethal suds, exuding mighty streams of rinse deter-
gent, seething with action. It really perks you up to
slaughter millions of bacteria every pay period.

Just think of their silent screams.” On another
occasion his defense of s job was more to the
point. He washed dishes for a living, he wrote,
“because I associate with a better class of people on
this job.”

And, in a real sense, he meant it. Once Terry
had joined them, they became a sudsy band of broth-
ers. They called themselves Columbia Dishwashing
Fandom, and over the next two years they spent
most of their waking time together — they worked
together, they partied together, and they published
fanzines together, Lots of fanzines.

*

olumbia Fandom unleashed an avalanche of

fanzines in 1971. Starting in January with
Starling 17 and ending with the first issue of
Creath Thorne's FAPAzine, Hog On Ice in Decem-
ber, MoSFA members published mare than 25 gen-
zines and apazines that year, including four issues
of Starling, the first issue of Doug Carroll's Cowboy
Angel, Turner’s Godfrey Daniels, and the first three
issues of Terry's new fanzine, Mota. In addition to
all of those, there were also five issues of Chris
Couch’s Cipher published that year, and while he
was not physically living in Missouri at that time,
he was and is indelibly linked to Columbia Fandom
and so were his fanzines (so they deserve to be a
footnote here®).

Earlier in the year Terry and Jim Turner had
discussed the prospect of co-editing a fanzine to-
gether, but abandoned the idea when they realized
that their creative engines ran on different types of
fuel — Terry drank Coke and Jim drank everything
else. Terry hesitated to go on alone at first. He
wasn't sure what kind of a fanzine he wanted to pub-
lish or what he wanted to say, but he instinctively
moved ahead with his plans, which were inspired in
no small part by Chris Couch’s decision to put out
Cipher from his dorm room in New York. Terry had
always loved Starling’s genzine approach, but he had
watched the Luttrells toiling over a hot mimeograph

*Chiis Couch published 8 issues of Cipherin 1971/72.




on too many occasions to follow in their footsteps
right away. He wanted to start out with something a
little more humble,

He liked Chris’s DIY approach. Cipher was
short and personal, like the fannish fanzines from
the Brooklyn Insurgents. It was unpretentious and
didn’t set the bar too high for Terry to follow. When
the first issue of Mota was finally published in July
1971 — coincidentally, a month after I published my
first fanzine — it was indeed just what Terry had
wanted, a humble beginning.

The first issue of Mota was very unassum-
ing. Printed on pale blue paper, the electrostenciled
cover art by Terry’s younger brother Craig was as
naive and unpretentious as the contents found on
the pages inside. Other than the handful of Craig’s
interior decorations, Mota was entirely the work of
its editor. This fooled some of the issue’s recipients
into thinking that Mota was a personalzine, but that
just proved that they hadn’t been paying attention. If
they'd actually read the issue, they’'d have known
better. In his editorial Terry wrote, “I wanted this
one to be solely my work, that being a good way to
begin a new publication. Ididn’t request any
contributions other than art from my brother, since
I'm such a mediocre artist, but that policy was only
for the first issue and I’'m now actively seeking
contributions.” So, despite appearances, Mota was
going to be a genzine after all, though Terry was just
going to sort of ease his way into it.

The contents of the first Mota was nothing to
shake the bushes about, and I suspect Terry was
none too happy with his debut as an essayist. Never-
theless, it did seem to have gotten his creative juices
flowing. Even if Mota was going to be a genzine, he
still needed to hone his own writing skills, so he
started writing LoCs to some of the fanzines he’d
been receiving. He enjoyed writing letters of com-
ment because they allowed him to step outside him-
self and offer up opinions he might not have prof-
fered in person. And though his early writing was
sometimes awkward, his sense of humor always
seemed to bleed through the stilted words.

It was that affinity for humor that really
helped Terry find his own fannish style. Ever since
he’d come to Columbia, Terry had been soaking up
inspiration wherever he could find it. Books, music,
fanzines, comics, and movies flooded his unsullied
sensibilities and filled him up with a nearly constant
overload of stimulation. Creath Thorne opened his
fanzine collection to him and exposed him for the
first time to writers like Walt Willis and Charles Bur-
bee and Bob Leman and he’d identified with them
all immediately.

Burbee and Willis’ writing had celebrated

close friendships and witty repartee which struck
Terry as remarkably similar to Columbia Fandom’s
own playful sense of camaraderie. Leman’s work
taught him that there was humor in observation and
in the skilled use of language. Reading their articles
gave him an appreciation for the style of personal
journalistn and memoir that is unique to fanzines,
that mixture of conversational humor and tongue-in-
cheek myth building that had been the foundation of
so-called fannishness since the days of Bob Tucker,
Don Wollheim, and Bruce Yerke. With their help,
Terry began to figure out what kind of a fanzine he
wanted Mota to be,

“I really enjoy the fannish school of zines,”
he wrote in a letter to Focal Point 32 [August 1g71].
“Pun packed pages pouring forth humor is such a
great relief from seriousness. Fannish writings are
great to read, but they are not so easy to produce.
You and Terry Cart and those crazy Irishmen con-
sistently pull it off, turning out delightful master-
pieces. Unsuccessful attempts are very painful
reading.”

Bearing that in mind, I think it is safe to say
that there are no memorable pieces of fan writing in
the first Mota, but there's no pain, either. The con-
tents were all pretty straight forward and a bit on the
earnest side, with a discussion about that year’s
Hugo nominations, a few pages about movies, and a
couple of book reviews. Though it was all suitably
neo-ish, it was also apparent that Terry was pretty
good at putting together a sentence and he had the
added talent of being able to spell. That alone set
him above some others who also published their first
fanzines around the same time. (As anyone who has
ever seen my own Lizard Inn can attest.)

His first stand-alone article, “But It’s the
Fannish Thing to Do,” was about to be published in
Starling 20 [October 1971] and while no one reading
it today would mistake it for an article by a veteran
like Charles Burbee, they wouldn’t think it a first
attempt, either. In fact, it was honest and funny —
thanks in part to a bunch of quotes from Firesign
Theatre — and quite successful at exposing the
inherent silliness of Terry and his friends. Though
still the work of a novice, it showed a big jump in
context. He was no longer sounding like an outsider.

At the end of that August, Terry and St. Louis
fan Alice Sanvito hitched a ride te Boston for that
vear’s worldcon. He shared his hotel room with
Alice, Chris Couch, and a new friend, John D. Berry,
who met Terry for the first time at the con. Chris
was eager to introduce Terry to the Brooklyn Insur-
gents, who included the Katzes, Jay Kinney, Bill
Kunkel and Charlene Komar, and Frank Lunney.

On their first meeting, Arnie Katz surprised Terry by




presenting him with an unsclicited manuscript for
Mota. He was flubbergasted. He had never imag-
ined he would get such a welcome and, despite his
relative newness to all these folks, he ended up
making many lifelong friendships that weekend.

Terry was the only member of Columbia
Fandom to make the trip to Noreascon and upon his
return to Missouri there was, as Hank Luttrell wrote
in the next Starling, “a special meeting of local fans
with the program to be Terry’s in-depth report on
the convention. Terry entertained us mightily with
tales of splendidly fannish parties, humorous anec-
dotes, personality sketches of fans and pros we
haven't met. Particularly amusing was Terry's
demonstration of the now famous foot-behind-the-
head routine. Terry had been planning the report
for some time, I'm sure, the choreography was quite
perfect; he must have known we would expect it of
him.”
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Terry feeling a bit fuzzy at Nereascon, 1971,

His “Genuine Non-report of the Boston
Worldeon,” in the second Mota, filled in soine more
of the details from the weekend: “There were
several tmportant fannish happenings I saw at the
con, like a reenactmenl of Fanoclast fannishness.
First Joe Staton put his foot behind his head while
sitting down. Then Bhob Stewart put his foot be-
hind his head while standing. And 1 saw it. Bhob
also held the heel of one of his feet with one hand
and jumped over it with his other foot. Unfortu-
nately, no one had any French fries, or my life would
have been complete.”

Terry’s enthusiasm contlinued unabated after
his return to Columbia. Having absorbed as much

fannishness as he could at the worldcon, he tried to
once &gain channel it in his own writing. His editor-
ial in the second Mota [October 1971] was a bit more
adventurous than his first one had been. He tried his
hand at the fannish style and included a piece about
reading Creath Thorne’s file of Hyphen and another
about a less than lucid co-worker who spoke in non
sequiturs, which left little doubt that Terry was
beginning to get a handle on what good fanwriting
was supposed to be about.

The second Mota was the first to included
outside contributions — the article Amnie had given
him at Noreascon and the first installment of a new
column, “The Captain’s Tower,” by Creath Thorne.
With the addition of a lettercolumn, Mota was finally
starting to resemble a proper fanzine. The cover was
drawn once again by his brother, but the inside pages
were decorated with cartoons from Jay Kinney, Bill
Rotsler and Doug Lovenstein, a talented young car-
toonist who Terry had gotten to know through his
St. Louis connections.

The fanzine’s name confounded many of his
earliest readers. Was it simply the word atom
spelled backwards, some wondered? Or was it some-
thing more mysterious? Some fans, like Mike
Glicksohn, couldn’t help but be curious about the
name. “My razor sharp mind was easily able to de-
duce that Mota is simply “atom” spelt backwards,
but apart from vour liking of backward atoms, that
didn’t really tell me anything. Reluctanily I was
compelled to actually read vour fanzine, in the hope
that the secret would be revealed therein. 1f it was, it
slipped right past me.”

It had. His premise had been coufirmed by
three unobtrusive interlineations that Terry used in
the first issue, all of which featured palindromes.
(“Tums spelled backwards is smut!” was one.} Al-
though he had never intended tc play games with the
title, he liked that his readers weren't too sure about
its meaning and decided not to enlighten any further.
He preferred to let them dangle.

Although he had been a member in good
standing of Columbia Fandom for quite a while,
Terry’s letters and fanzines began to attract attention
from fans outside of Missouri. He had impressed
many at the Boston worldecen with his quiet humor
and good company and before long his name had
started popping up in 