





new to fandom,

told I had to meet

Bowers — in my mind a

a towering image forming.

I began my defense,

my fear that I could never
measure up to such a friend,
science fiction fan, creator
of zines, lover of cons.

dear Bill, when we met

you couldn’t know how amazed

by your strength I would be —

your strength to go on,

to be seen, to bring your star-gazer
joy to the con suite — sitting
angled in a chair, loving the
language of fandom.

the shock of it all,

a singular most encompassing
smile, the eyes in the universe of
that smile, the extended hand and
nod which said “no pretence here,
welcome, friend of Glicksohn, new
face, I am not imposing — I am glad
You are here.”

And now in your afterworld
and in ours without you, we
gather again on these pages,
with you in mind — you are back
in our spheres of influence, holding
us in orbit, accountable, then
letting us spin toward eternity.
Thank you!
—Susan A. Manchester
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LoCs & Comments:

Wm. Breiding will be publishing the Final Locs on Outworlds 71 / Afterworlds
in a final issue of InWorlds. It will be produced as a print-on-demand zine and
will go to all LoCcers/WAHFs. For completists who don't LoC, it will available for
purchase from Amazon.

There is no timeline for publication date, but Wm. says he'll likely wrap it up in
a fairly timely manner after OW?71 has been published (“maybe six months?”).
Please send your LoCs and comments to both InWorlds20@gmail.com and
outworlds2020@gmail.com.
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Post-It Notes
from Beyond

Pat Virzi

HIS VOLUME — Outworlds 71 plus Afterworlds —
has been in limbo for over fifteen years.

After Bill's funeral in 2005, Dave Locke sent me the
Outworlds 71 files he found on Bill's computer and Zip
drives. I remember some back-and-forth fanchatter
about publishing “The Final Outworlds” on the trufen
and timebinders e-lists — but in Dave’s estimation,

I think, I was the most likely candidate available who
might be able to mimic Bill's unique style and publish
OW?71: I'd known Bill since 1978 {shesaid-obliguety),
I'd been known to publish a fanzine or two in the past,
and I was (at the time) a designer/typesetter at a small
print shop equipped with a mecca-load of goshwow
toys that would be perfect for fanzine publishing and
production.

So I ended up with almost 9 megabytes of files
(.txt, .doc, and .rtf, plus some barely-usable .tif artwork
scans — with 7-characters-plus-tilde DOS filenames by

virtue of Bill's system crash and semi-recovery in 2002).

A few weeks later, Dave sent me a CD of Ditmar art
he'd also found. I printed everything out, read through
it, organized it in 3-ring binders, and... despaired.

D Gary Grady offered his help, as did Murray Moore
and others. There were sundry dwindling queries:
“Any progress?” Years passed, as did Locke, and
Glicksohn, and too many others. I looked through the
binders semiannually, and could not figure out how to
do it right.

Fastforward to late 2019: We hear rumors of a new
coronavirus popping up in China. Then, in early 2020,
there’s more and more talk of a potential pandemic.

March 2020: I'm at Corflu 37 in College Station, TX;
this year, I'm running the consuite. We're all having
a cautiously great time (and using a lot of hand sani-
tizer). But by Sunday afternoon it’s evident that Corflu
Heatwave has been the Last Hurrah for Conventions
As We Knew Them back in the 20th Century.

My Personal Mortality Alarm is going off. “You can't

put it off any longer, Pat,” it screams. “If you want to

actually

finish Outworlds 71, you

have to do it now!” A flash of inspira-

tion: I recruit Jeanne Bowman, Rich Coad, and Alan
Rosenthal for the project. Planning, delegation, and
editorial matters ensue, with bonus shenanigans and
the (inevitable) scope creep of Afterworlds.

Many, many thanks to everyone who made OW71 /
Afterworlds possible — particularly Denise Leigh, who
mentioned that she had a stack of Bill's old paper files
with artwork and “would that be helpful?” You have no
idea HOW much that helped, Denise; we couldn’t have
done it otherwise. Thanks to everyone who contributed
to Outworlds 71 and never gave up hope that the final
issue would eventually see publication. Much grati-
tude to all the Afterworlds writers and artists, and to
everyone who shared those wonderful photographs.
And finally, thanks to the invaluable online resources
provided by fanac.org and fancyclopedia.org (Joe Siclari,
Edie Stern, Mark Olson et al.) and efanzines.com (Bill
Burns).

Please send your LoCs on Outworlds 71 / After-
worlds to Wm. Breiding at InWorlds20@gmail.com
(cc: to outworlds2020@gmail.com). He will be publish-
ing the Final LoCs in a last issue of InWorlds, which
he plans to finish in about six months (June 20217?).

I'm not a mystical magical woo-woo kinda person, but
the people I love are always with me, deep in my soul.
It’s been a trip, working on this volume and “hearing”
Bill tell me how to put it together, what to include, how
it should flow, and which piece of art I should use here.
I'm afraid Bill was rather particular and quite bossy
during this process, and I hope he’s pleased with (and
not too embarrassed by) the final edition.

And yes, this one is obviously for a friend — Bill Bowers;
be happy...
Pat Virzi | October 20, 2020
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Bill Bowers

(July 20, 1943 - April 17, 2005)

ILLIAM L. BOWERS was a long-time fanzine, club and conven-
Wtion fan. He began publishing fanzines on a hectograph in
1961, attending his first con, Chicon, in 1962.

Bowers co-published Double:Bill with Bill Mallardi in the 1960s as
well as Star*Dust. In 1970, he started his genzine Outworlds, which he
continued publishing until his death.

His meticulously executed fanzines were nominated for the Hugo many
times, including the 1965 Best Fanzine Hugo for Double:Bill; and for
Outworlds, the 1971 Best Fanzine Hugo, the 1974 Best Fanzine Hugo, the
1975 Best Fanzine Hugo, the 1976 Best Fanzine Hugo, and the 1977 Best
Fanzine Hugo. Outworlds won the FAAn Award for Best Fanzine three
times (1975, 1976 and 1999).

He also published the sometimes-perzine, sometimes-genzine, some-
times-apazine Xenolith for some 50 issues beginning in 1977, and the
apazine Neither Rain, Noir Murder..., among others. He participated in
numerous apas, among them FAPA, MISHAP, FLAP and DAPA-Em. Other
fanzines included Abanico.

He was fond of making lists and addicted to ellipses. He was one of the
first faneds to move to offset printing, and enjoyed making his fanzines
look as much like slick magazines as he could.

Bowers won TAFF in 1976 in a tie with Roy Tackett, but there was only
money for one to travel, and Bill withdrew. TAFF administrators offered
Bill the opportunity to finally take his TAFF trip in 2001, on the Silver
Anniversary of his original TAFF win, but he was unable to make the trip.

He co-chaired the relaxacon SpaceCon with Rusty Hevelin through the
1980s, chaired Corflu 4 and was on the committees for Ditto 5 and Ditto 10.

Tall and lanky, Bowers had light reddish hair and a sparse beard. He
and his short, dark, hirsute friend Mike Glicksohn made such a contrast in
appearance that it became a running joke between them.

Though a quiet introvert, Bowers made friends with fans of all ages,
who jokingly nicknamed him Father William, after the Lewis Carroll poem
and its parodied source, Robert Southey's The Old Man's Comforts and
How He Gained Them.

6 = Afterworlds
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Along with fanzines, Bowers had a Kolektinbug passion for books and
videos, and was an avid con-goer in the 1970s and '80s. Meanwhile, he
kvetched so much about not having time or money to pub his ish that his
friend Leah Zeldes gave him a kitten, which she named Responsibility, so
he’d have to stay home more. That didn’t work, but he came to love the
little black cat so much that when she died, he kept her ashes to be buried
with him.

Originally from Barberton, Ohio, a small town near Cleveland, he was
the son of Clifford L. Bowers and Eva Mae Otto, and brought up in a funda-
mentalist Christian household that forbade movies and television, to which
background he attributed his later addiction to them.

Bowers became a draughtsman after high school. He served a stint in
the Air Force and then went back to his old job until 1977, when he chucked
15 years’ seniority and moved to Cincinnati to be near Paula Gold, although
she was not interested in a serious relationship with him. He had trouble
maintaining steady employment in Cincinnati, though he spent some years,
on and off, working for Hasbro and Kenner, the toy makers. However, he
became active in the CFG, and continued to publish and go to cons.

He was married twice, to Joan Bowers in the late 1960s — she co-edited
early Outworlds until they split up in 1971 — and in the late '80s, briefly but
disastrously to a mundane who fafiated him, cut him off from all his friends,
then made a false report to the police about him, and left him broke.

Bowers suffered many health problems. For many years, he took steroids
for a skin condition, and these led to osteoporosis. The pronounced slump
from bone loss affected his lung capacity; he was also a chain smoker. The
combination developed into emphysema, though up to the end he was un-
hooking his oxygen in order to have a cigarette.

Some issues of Bowers’ zines are available on fanac.org and eFanzines.com.

[from http://fancyclopedia.org/Bill_Bowers 7/24/2020]

Awards, Honors
& GoHships

1975
= FAAn Award
for Best Fanzine
Single Issue
= FAAn Award for
Best Fan Editor

1976

= ConFusion 12 GoH

= TAFF winner

= FAAn Award
for Best Fanzine
Single Issue

= FAAn Award for
Best Fan Editor

1978
= JguanaCon II (36th
Worldcon) Fan GoH

1986
= Contradiction 6
(Niagara Falls, NY)
Fan GoH

1991

= Past President of
FWA

1999
= OryCon 21 (Portland,
OR) Fan GoH
= FAAn Award for
Best Fanzine

[ photo by Skel |
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Upsetting the
Parlance of Bowers

Michael Glicksohn

(originally published in Outworlds 3.1, January 1972)

(1 D EAR,” said my beloved, “it says here that Outworlds 9 will be a
Special Anniversary Issue.” My wife had actually been reading
the latest OW which I had casually tossed on top of the open butter
dish after reading my letter there in order to peruse the newly arrived
Procrastination which I was sure contained my deathless prose in an
unedited form. The woman has perseverance and stamina you wouldn't
believe.

“How inspiring,” I replied. “Last year we celebrated the Fortieth
Anniversary of the first fanzine, and now Bowers is celebrating the
Fortieth Anniversary of his first fanac. Hectographs are probably quivering
in their jelly at the mere thought of it.”

“But, dear, it says here that Bill will be celebrating his Tenth
Anniversary.”

“WHAT!!l TENTH!! Let me see that!” And I grabbed the seasick-green
page, scraping butter and jelly to the side in the hopes that they had de-
ceived my poor wife's ailing vision. But no... it actually did say “Ten years
of fairly steady fanzine publishing on my part.” HA!

“What effrontery!” I bellowed. “The man’s an out-and-out justified
scoundrel! A rogue! We can’t let him get away with this.”

“But what's the matter, dear?”

“What's the matter? WHAT'S THE MATTER!! He’s trying to hoodwink
fandom! That cad’s been publishing for forty years if it's a day! Why, he
published Forry Ackerman’s first LoC. And I've heard it said that there
was an ad for a Bowers fanzine in that first issue of Amazing. Hell, he's
one of the Elder Imps of Fhandom.”

“But why should he try to deceive people?” My wife's touching ingenu-
ousness is a rare and wonderful thing.

“Fear,” I explained, “simple fear. He knows that today’s new younger
fandom would never trust an ancient like him. Even Jerry Kaufman, a
fan so conservative as to make Bill Buckley look like a Maoist, estimates
Bowers’ fanac at 30 years on the basis of the yearly appearance of the last
few Double:Bills. And Jerry forgot to allow for the decades it took Bowers
to speed up to that schedule. No, today's new fans are young, hip; they
can't relate to an old fogey like him. So out of sheer desperation Bowers
is trying this far-fetched scheme. Tenth Anniversary my flat-bed mimeo!
Fooey!”

“But Boy Wonder, it says right here that Bill was born in 1943. So how
could he have been publishing for forty years?”

8 = Afterworlds
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“Gosh! What fiendish Goon Show oriental cunning! What subtlety!

You can almost admire the bounder. Can’t you see the deviousness of the
scheme? Doubtless if cornered he’'d merely argue that it was a misprint,
that he’d meant to type 1913! Look here on page 256 where he's deliberate-
ly typed ‘the little olf lady’ just to set a precedent should anyone catch him.
Boy, he's thought of everything. He obviously planned the whole thing
from the start. You can bet he was cagey enough to arrange for that first
fanzine — probably four copies printed off cut up slices of raw potato and
given to his family — to appear on February 29, 1932 just so he could work
this ridiculous semantic subterfuge 40 years later. Tenth Anniversary! Oh,
he's a sly one... BUT IT WON'T WORK! I'll expose the rascal; I'll start a
Holy War; I'll form a foundation...”

“But what could he possibly hope to gain, dear?”

“Why acceptance, of course. It's probably all part of a greater scheme
to become ‘in’ with today’s fans. Old enough to be revered, but not old
enough to be ignored. He's probably letting his hair grow; and he’ll start
dropping references to pot and rock music in his editorial; and you can
bet they’'ll soon be moving out of Barberton! And have you noticed how
he never shows up at cons any more? Remember how he copped out on
Fan Fair II? Was he at Lunacon this year? Of course not! He can’t afford to
be seen; it would give the game away instantly.”

“What do you mean, Tweetie? Does he look all that old?”

“0Old! OLD! The man’s positively decrepit! He and Joan look like orig-
inals in a Rotsler cartoon! And look, he even admits he's in FAPA! How
much older could anyone be? Oh... I'm going to enjoy revealing the truth.”

“Dear, you can't start a crusade. It would shatter the carefully-nurtured
image of good-natured friendly rivalry you've set up to hide your seething
jealousy of Bill's imaginative layout and superb graphics. You explained it
to me yourself.”

“You're right. Barr George, you're right! I'll have to resort to subtlety
too. Hmmm... what to do... yes... I'VE GOT IT! That’s it! I'll write some
innocuous little piece of fannish froth for his Nefarious Number Nine,
lulling him into thinking he’s fooled me, too... then after Noreascon, when
it no longer matters to me, I'll expose the fiend! But still subtly... without
appearing to...”

“I recognize that gleam in your eye. What are you up to?”

“Oh that? Squeezed the damn tube in the middle again; don't worry
about it. Here's my brilliant scheme: remember I was planning a long
Noreascon report for Energumen telling about all the incredibly idiotic
things that are bound to happen to the nine of us sharing that suite in
Boston? In my usual urbane and witty style, of course? Well... I'll still
do it, but I'll cunningly work a devastating denunciation of Bowers right
into the article! While appearing to merely be setting forth my listing
of the petty foibles of fans, I'll actually be writing a fearless, trenchant
and outspoken expose of Bowers’ diabolical scheme! But subtly! Little
cunning additions like a listing of all the words in OW9
that also appeared in the first issue of Amazing, thereby
revealing Bowers' subconscious connection with his
neofannish days. It can’t miss! It will be my greatest piece
of fannish writing, my swan-song to fandom! And I've got
the perfect title for it!”

“You don't mean...?”

“Yes! What else... Ah, Suite Idiocy, of course!”

WHoops, SoRRY
E THOUGIAT THIS WAS

[ Outworlds 3.1 page 17: Tim Kirk ] Afterworlds = 9
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BILL BOWERS:

“I need friends... who care.”

Cy Chauvin

(originally published in the Iguanacon II program book, 1978)

FIRST SAW the name ‘Bill Bowers’ in a fanzine review column in 1970.

It was a review of Outworlds, and the reviewer called the fanzine
“pretty” but downgraded it because it “only consisted of letters and
a short editorial.” This was before there was a heavy emphasis on
graphics and artwork in fandom; when the written word was more
important than layout.

This review put me off Outworlds, so it wasn't until some time later
that I bought a subscription. I was graphically amazed, but found it a bit
confusing. Why did the fanzine begin with page 134? Why were there names
under all the illustrations? A fanzine done for my “visual entertainment”?

Outworlds, from the beginning, was known for its experimental
graphics. When I first bought the fanzine, it was mimeographed, with
offset covers. Impeccably mimeographed. There were half-page inserts
(made by folding one page lengthwise), color coordinated ink and paper,
large margins around the artwork (unheard of when he began his fanzine,
at least to me) and special art folios, which have almost disappeared again
from fanzines. In some issues, to place more emphasis on the artists’ con-
tributions to Outworlds, he typed their names underneath their artwork.
One issue, he had a special Alfred Bester tribute: a folio of artwork drawn
by Stephen Fabian, illustrating some of Bester’s stories and also the man.
Another issue Bill produced in an 8% x 14 format. Just to experiment.

Arnie Katz once wrote that if Bill Bowers were president, he'd soon have
artists out trimming the borders of the states, so that maps of the USA
would be more graphically pleasing.

Certainly, fandom’s artists have never had a better friend than William
C. Bowers.

As an editor (rather than graphic designer) Bill seems to be “looser”.
Discovering the Bowers “editorial slant” would be difficult. His editorial
policy tends to change every other issue, and usually Bill would devote
half his editorial to explaining it — often, one suspected, to clear it up in
his own mind as much as to inform the readers. He's had many conflicting
goals.

Bill seems willing to publish anything; serious criticism, humorous
anecdotes, poems, cartoon strips, fancolumns, procolumns, even some
off-beat fiction. There are two types of fan editors: those who accept what
comes in over the transom, and those that actively solicit material of a
certain kind and style. Bill has always tended to be the former; this is not

10 = Afterworlds
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to say that he'd publish your laundry list if you sent it to him (unless, say,
your name was Mike Glicksohn), just that he is unprejudiced. Anything Bill
finds entertaining I suspect he finds fit to publish in Outworlds.

What impressed me most about Outworlds, however, were neither its
graphics or the wide range of written material, but Bill's own editorials.
They seem written with an honesty and sense of personal vulnerability
that is rare in fandom, and almost unknown in the outside world. In the
last issue of Outworlds published to date (No. 28/29), he writes, “I think I
am a rather ‘open’ individual — and yet always on guard and conscious of
protecting that part of me that makes me me instead of you... I probably
will be writing more, with more candor than ever before.” (Page 1104 —
the page numbering is continuous, from one issue to the next.)

Does the editor of Time - or even Analog — write things like that?
This element of soul-searching and personal evolution is as unique BILL BOWERS: | need friends. who care.”
as the graphics in Outworlds. Bill wants to communicate himself to
his readers. (He once wrote that he was reluctant to sell Outworlds
through dealers, because he wanted to know who got each issue.)
His comments on the “status” involved in being a Big Name Fan (a
humorous appellation, originally, but now taken seriously by many)
say even more about Bill Bowers, the person:

“I won't deny that I have spent 15 years working to be accepted
and acknowledged by my peers, striving to become a Famous
and Respected fan editor/producer. But, having attained that
to such a degree that I detect envy (and, damnit, “awe”) from
some other fans, I have to ask myself... was it worth it?

“...I do sometimes wonder... if the people who spend time with

me do so because I'm me, or because I'm Bill Bowers, Big Time,
Big Deal Faneditor. The answer, of course, is that some do, some
don’t. The ‘fame’ is useful for making contact; it is a detriment

if it is the only reason for maintaining that contact... and while I've
certainly ‘used’ it, that is not what I want: What I want, what I need,
is friends who care for me in spite of the ‘image’ rather than because
of it.” ( p.1104)

One of the people who is a friend of Bill's in spite of his image is Ro
Lutz-Nagey. Bill and Ro planned to go into partnership together and
produce an sf magazine called, uh, Outworlds. The partnership dissolved.
Why? Bill wrote “I am a bastard to work with. I'm not being noble or any-

thing... but I don’t want to subject a third person to that on a continuing FRETENTIOUS SCIENCE FICTION QUARTERLY
basis... Friendship is more important than partnership.” (p. 1105) ’::.:.“:;‘:.:: ,.*:“‘:m“"":"m:& it it e e s o 1
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It wasn’'t until 1974, four years after receiving my first Outworlds, e el
that I met Bill Bowers in the flesh (I never went to cons when I first e 2 o ot Gt o St i ¢ Sl
became active in fandom). Mike Glicksohn introduced me — “You mean MICHAELWARD / P.O.BOX14% / CUPERTINO CA95014USA

you've never met Bill Bowers?” — and there before me on the floor sat
Bill, gangling, awkward, not quite seeming to fit in his clothes. He sat
quietly, not saying much, while around him Diane Drutowski was dump-
ing ice down Larry Downes’ back, Leah Zeldes was in rapture with Jeff
May, and Mike Glyer was laughing uncontrollably, while trying to write
notes on it all. Later, Downes, Drutowski and I sat on an air conditioner
and watched Deep Throat with thirty other people in a small, hot room.

[ Iguanacon Il program book: pp.48-49 | Afterworlds = 11



Bill seemed out of phase with all this, as though he wasn't really at the
con, but just observing it. The eye in a hurricane.

About six months later, I saw Bill at ConFusion in Ann Arbor, Michigan,
where he was Fan Guest of Honor. Bill was very nervous and, as he gave
his guest of honor speech, his emotions became like a vapor in the air. Bill
talked about his friends in fandom, and how much they meant to him. He
said that he might be difficult to meet because he clung to those people;
when he went to a con he wanted to see these same old friends, and he felt
selfish about absorbing all their time and his, but that was the way it was.
By the time he finished, he was in tears.

It was not the usual sort of speech one heard at a con.

I think I saw Bill next at a one-day convention we held in Detroit, at
Wayne State University; Mike Glicksohn was guest of honor. This seemed
to be a turning point for Bill and he started coming up to Detroit more and
more, for parties and picnics, or just to visit people. We kidded him, told
him Canton, Ohio (where he then lived) was just a suburb of Detroit. A
group of the women in the local sf club (Leah Zeldes, Patty Peters, Diane
Drutowski, Anne Shoup, Marge Parmenter) who all lived in the same area,
plus Larry Downes, made up their own t-shirts which read “Suburban
Femmefan” (and “Mascot”, on Larry’s). Bill was infatuated with them all,
so they made up a special shirt for him: “Suburban Femmefan Groupie”. It
was a little large, but Bill loved it. When the whole group went to Big Boy’s
one night, the waitress thought they were from a bowling league.

Leah Zeldes noticed that Bill, with all his newfound friends, was never
spending any time at home, however. Every weekend he was off to another
con or three-day party. How could he publish Outworlds or anything else if
he kept this up? Could fandom afford to lose this Publishing Jiant?

She decided he needed Responsibility: and gave it to him in the form of
a small black kitten.

It didn't help. There at the next con was Bill, with Responsibility sitting
on his hucksters’ table amid the piles of fanzines. The cat attracted more
attention than did Outworlds.

I can’t write much more than that about Bill Bowers: I'm not one of his
intimate friends. Often, I don’t know what to say to Bill when I see him,
beyond the usual pleasantries, but I've always found him kind, friendly.
Easily approachable.

I enjoy his fanzine, and his person.

He is a most deserving Fan GoH.

POSTSCRIPT June 2020

I never expected this appreciation to be in the Iguanacon II program
book; I thought it was intended to be used in one of the progress reports.
And when it didn’t appear in any of the progress reports, I thought, oh
well, so it goes... So it was a surprise to me when I talked with Bill at the
Worldcon, and he said how much he enjoyed it! Gosh, Bill, it was an honor
indeed writing it for you! (Or that’'s what I should have said, but didn't.)
One shy person introducing another. My last communications with Bill
were via an e-mailed personalzine that he sent out. I remember being very
excited because we were e-mailing back and forth to each other in real
time (a new concept to us in 2005) and *laughing* electronically at our
jokes.

— Cy Chauvin
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Welcome to
Energumen 16

Mike Glicksohn

WELCOME To Energumen 16, the Tenth Anniversary Issue
that should reach you just about twelve years after
Energumen 1 and eight-and-a-half years after Energumen 15.
But who was ever able to prove that Fans Are Slans?

It’s initially Bill Bowers’ fault.

Early in 1980, Bill first presented orally and then published — in a pale,
puny twelve-page imitation of a fanzine — the Tenth Anniversary Issue of
Outworlds. With a sense of timing uncharacteristic of fandom, he did this
ten years after (re)starting his fanzine. While he did not actually come out
and challenge us to match him, that speech/issue was liberally sprinkled
with misspelled references to Energumen. The gauntlet had been thrown.

It’s mainly Susan Wood's fault.

A little later in 1980, Susan called me from Vancouver. She'd read what
Bowers had done, noted the implicit challenge, remembered all the fun of
the “rivalry” between us and why didn't we show the bastard what a real
Tenth Anniversary Issue should look like? Her voice raced and bubbled
over the wires: we could drag the old columnists out of their cobwebs to
write again, Alicia might be persuaded to do something, Terry would prob-
ably find a good reprint, perhaps Tim would... and I was swept along on
the tidal wave of her enthusiasm. I began adding suggestions of my own
and suddenly the issue was taking shape in my head and I was feeling that
heady excitement that comes from creating something special, something
fannish. All this despite the fact that I'd bound the first fifteen NERGs
years ago and had long considered Energumen a part of fandom's history.

But my lust for egoboo didn't totally overwhelm me. Let's keep this in
the dark, I suggested somewhat later in the conversation. We'll work on it
secretly, have all the contributors keep quiet about it and then we’'ll spring
The Perfect Fanzine on a croggled fandom! (It’s that sort of thinking that
makes Bill Bowers refer to me as “Machiavellian”.)

A part of it is Alan Bostick's fault.

At this stage, wiser heads might still have prevailed. Late-night,
scotch-enhanced, long-distance enthusiasm can wilt in the cold morning
light of labour and economics. But a mere two weeks later, with only
a few desultory feelers having issued from Toronto, I read all about

|IHI|||UU|1'

[ Taral Wayne |
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JUST WHEN YOU THOUGHT
IT WAS SAFE TO BIND YOUR FANZINES

ENERGUMEN 16

Energumen 16 in an issue of Alan’s formerly frequent fannish fanzine.
Suddenly fans all over the country were talking about and writing about
NERG 16; I even got a subscription in the mail. So much for croggling fan-
dom. While my back was turned, the gauntlet had been picked up, cleaned
and pressed and mounted in fandom'’s collective scrapbook.

I guess it’s also Mike Glicksohn's fault.

Presented with this apparent fait accompli, I could still have backed
down. I could have pleaded poverty, Old-and-Tiredness, Twonk’s Disease
or even Bergeron Syndrome. I could have simply vanished, reappearing

at conventions with a haircut, shave, three-piece suit and an
appropriate alias to join in the general condemnation of cop-
out faneds. Instead, I visited Susan in July of 1980 and in the
kitchen of her Vancouver apartment we thrashed out the basic
structure of the issue. I'd have to do all the actual production
work if we decided to go through with it and it would be a lot of
work indeed. Three hundred copies of perhaps a hundred-page
fanzine: all that typing, printing, slip-sheeting, de-slipsheeting,
collating, mailing... you would have to be a fool to undertake a
task like that singlehanded. A fool, or a fanzine fan. And those
twenty-four boxes of fanzines in the storage room aren’t there
because I think they're cheaper than fibreglass insulation.

So welcome once again to Energumen 16, the fanzine that
was never supposed to be. At least now you know who to blame
for being here.

For someone who never wrote for the original Energumen,
Bill Bowers managed to be as closely associated with it as
anyone, including the editors. When #16 was conceived. Bill
was one of our “must” contributors. His piece is typical of
the recent Bowers canon: convoluted, esoteric as hell, yet
possessed of a beautifully intricate structure. Perhaps it
belongs in a personalzine but there are many good reasons
why it appears here. You won't understand it all but I think
you’ll admire the craftsmanship of the writing. It proves,
again, that Bowers isn't just another pretty caftan.

[Mike Glicksohn, Energumen 16 | September 1981]

14 = Afterworlds

[ Energumen 16 cover: art by Derek Carter ]




How I Met
Bill Bowers

Leah Zeldes Smith

B ILL BOWERS was my friend for some 30 years. He was a complex
and sometimes unfathomable man, at turns confident and diffident,
strongly opinionated and easy going.

Bill was a tall rangy redhead, a little inclined to stoop. Well past the
hippie era, he still combed his hair back with Brylcreem, as he’'d done as a
1950s teenager.

He filled his meticulously designed fanzines with lists, stunning art-
work and what he himself called “esoteric/gut-teasing/literary mastur-
bation stuff.” He was addicted to ellipses and parentheses.

We met at a Marcon in the mid-1970s. Marcon, then still in March, was
a dull Columbus, Ohio, regional nobody much liked, but everyone (for the
Midwest fandom value of “everyone”) went to because otherwise it was a
long, lonely, con-free stretch between ConFusion in January in Ann Arbor
and Minicon in Minneapolis in April, or maybe even till Midwestcon in
Cincinnati in June.

Cons in those days actually had programming about fandom, even fan-
zines, and Bill was a BNF who'd been pubbing his beautiful, much lauded
zines since the '60s, with a Hugo nomination to boot. Randy Bathurst and
some other friends of his had been roasting him, and Randy had, facetious-
ly, made up a handful of “Bill Bowers Groupie” buttons for Bill to hand out
to his admirers.

I shocked him, I think, by shyly introducing myself and asking for one.

We fell into conversation — easy, absorbing, fascinating — and, to neofan
me, immensely flattering.

Then came the tornado warning. For those you who don’t live in
tornado country, a warning means a funnel cloud has actually been
sighted. Naturally, therefore, most of the fans flouted the hotel's cautionary
directive and went up to the top floor to watch for it.

Bill, however, had been through a tornado in his youth — a real, tumul-
tuous, wind-whipping, house-tossing, witch-killing twister — and they
terrified him. He grabbed me and almost literally dragged me down to the
basement.

And we sat down there and talked. We talked about tornadoes and our
childhoods. We talked about fanzines and fandom and graphic design and
typography and anything and everything... until the all-clear came in the
wee hours of the morning.

Thus began one of the most important friendships of my life.

from Father Williams
MISHAPVentures #7,
January 1977

One reason this person is intimi-
dated by Leah is because she
leaves four-legged calling cards. ..
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from Xenolith 5, June 1978

Regarding Marcons...

| have, more than once, said that the only validity Marcons had for me was the fact that they were so damned close. (...a state-
ment that has as much validity from the South, as it did from the North.) But, just recently, I've begun to wonder if that statement is,
perhaps, just a bit too flip. | wonder...

My records say | was at a Marcon in 1972, but | don’t remember anything of that one. But | have been to the last five in a row,
and of those Marcons | do have a few memories. ..

Marcon #11 — 1976:

Ah, yes... this was the Marcon where, just before the delightful task of introducing Randy Bathurst, | publicly announced Mike
Glicksohn as The Very First “Official Bill Bowers Groupie”... in response to a dare. (Hi, Jackie!) The Groupie thingie, the “Official
Bill Bowers...” namebadges, and all that, were fun. (I’'m not saying that I've outgrown them, but there does seem to be a lull at the
moment, for a variety of reasons. We shall see.)

It was at this convention that | witnessed a miracle. | was sitting in the con suite with Gay Haldeman when a friend who had
known me for years — but who had not seen much of me since I'd managed to shed a little bit of my (previously) almost total
shyness. .. walked around the corner. Seeing what must have been to him a rather far-fetched scene, he dropped to his knees in
front of us. Gay blew him a kiss... and andy offutt blushead!

| think this was Tornado-Con | (memory fails); it certainly was the last one at the Neil House. .. which | minded less than some,
but the HoJo’s is definitely superior.

...but by far the most important aspect of this particular convention was being able to spend some time with, and start to get to
know, someone who has become one of my closest friends as well as being one of the small handful of people | can honestly say |
love... Stay happy, Leah...

from Father Williams MISHAPVentures #2, June 1976

...of course, /am one of those who has made “remarks” about Leah’s age. And yet, | should like to think that that is one topic
of discussion that we have straightened out between us... after she “called me” (and rightly so) on a statement I'd made
previously: “That is one of the beauties of fandom, the fact that age really doesn’t matter at all.”

That is a statement | honestly believe; and yet, for a variety of reasons (primarily my upbringing) it is also one | sometimes have
some difficulty in “practicing”. The Old Man of Fandom bit /s just shtick. Basically | was somewhat bemused when, at Boskone,
fannish friends (basically Genie DiModica and Ginjer Buchanan, who have known me at least 8 or 9 years) told me that | looked years
younger. Perhaps | have, at last, learned to relax a bit and let what’s going to happen... happen. Or perhaps the rest of the world is
simply catching up with me?

Leah, the age question will, in time, solve itself. In the meantime, accept the fact that people will comment; ...some out of their
own basic insecurities; some out of honest awe — but don’t let it get to you. You are what you are; everything else is nothing.
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Bill Bowers
Considered
As A Helix

William M. Breiding

A type of smooth space curve with tangent lines.

IT AMAZES ME how quickly a kid can grow up.

In 1973 an inarticulate seventeen-year-old scrawled a postcard to
Bill Bowers. From that mere request (not even a sticky quarter) Bill put me
on his permanent mailing list for Outworlds.

Four years later as a newly-turned-twenty-one-year-old I was traips-
ing cross-country with Patty Peters to set up housekeeping. We stayed at
Bill's for the night on a teeter-totter “bed”: a double mattress laid atop a
single-bed box spring.

In retrospect I think that might be a good metaphor. Not only for Bill's
mind, but Bill's entire life.

When I talked to Patty Peters about writing something about Bill, she
plaintively asked, “How can you write something that’s not about yourself,
but about Bill?”

My reply was that it was nearly impossible. One of the Bowers hall-
marks was that it was always about you, not him. To write about Bill is to
write about oneself.

Patty Peters knew Bill Bowers in the flesh. She met him as an anony-
mous man sprawled on a party couch, quietly observing. I knew Bill
Bowers as a fan who had been publishing extraordinary fanzines for more
than a decade. Yes, he was a BNF, but Bill never played that card, or if he
did it was archly, with a little nasty twist to it. He wasn’'t above fucking
with someone who took it too seriously.

How do you write about someone you actually didn’t know very well
but who gave huge texture and meaning to your life?

Bill Bowers and Mike Oldfield. Strange linking of names, eh? Not so
much. Both Oldfield and Bowers had the ability to reach down into my soul
and deeply affect me, leading to long-term effects in my life.

Bill endured the mess of my fanzines and sent me his pristine, beautiful
Outworlds. He endured the mess I called my writing and sent Post-It Notes
of encouragement that said “...And then what happened?” I'm now older
than Bill was when he died but he’s still there, in my head, encouraging me.

from Outworlds 38,
April 1984

Hearing from [Wm. Breiding], from
Larry... and getting a note (w/
photos) from Patty —

“I'm not sure why you're keeping
up this frenzied rate of publishing,
but sure am glad to hear from you
regularly.”

— can't help but give me flashbacks
to the Summers of '76, '77... even
’78: surely one of ‘the more... err...
‘intense’ periods in my life, even if
it was easy for all the rest of you...
and Those We Knew. Still, We All
not only seem to have Survived,
but to have done so with a certain
degree of Fortitude & Style none
of us would have suspected of
each other Then — even though
I’m not going to be certain of any
of this until | get a Certificate from
Leah certifying that | have passed
beyond the adolescence | so
recently entered.
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from Outworlds 66,
May 1993

[in reply to Wm. Breiding’s LoC]
Sometimes | think that Chris
[Sherman] “crafts” his words

out of his life experiences... and
Larry [Downes] “chisels” multi-
faceted-nuggets out of his. The
fact remains that both, at least in
terms of what is sent to me, are a
lot more, err, polished than you. ..
or I... will ever be. They do what
they do, and neither will ever fully
know how much — snideness put
carefully aside just this once — that
| do appreciate their words, their
caring... and their incredible
patience.

You... Young William: You write
with your life hanging out, with
the emotion of the moment, the
passions unfettered. That is a
special skill; one | “envy” more
than | might aspire to the structure
Chris and Larry bring to a piece.

Bill preferred the company of women. Ones with quicksilver minds,
emotional depth, and sharp wit. Bill was an awkward uncomfortable man
and quiet. I once visited Bill in my travels and he later wrote in his fanzine
that we had discovered that we were both rather quiet guys. But the truth
of the matter lay squarely in Patty Peters’ catalyst theory. Had she been
there Bill would have felt more comfortable to be himself.

Bill's depth of insight into people was nearly always displayed in humor
and rarely noted for what it was. This sensitivity translated directly to
his fanzines where he created puzzles of nuance that sometimes only one
or two other people fully “got” (...to use a Bill-ism); sometimes there was
section after section, with perfectly timed segues, that had this intention
and anyone with even a half-knowledge of what was going on could only
look on in wonder at what he created in Outworlds (and Xenolith). The
beauty of it was that you didn’t need to know anything about it, and could
enjoy Outworlds while being oblivious to these other levels. Xenolith was
different. Its smaller print run meant an inner crowd which necessitated
an understanding.

I don’t know anything about Bill's upbringing but I am guessing a
strained parental relation and a conservative background. Obviously he
was bookish and introverted. Through the years he learned to wield a big
stick and then to heft it through words, first verbally, then written. Bill
fused these two brilliantly with his “speeches” at various conventions,
usually while dressed in a kaftan.

Bowers once told me that had he had a different upbringing he might
have lived a life more like two other Bills — Breiding and Wolfenbarger.

Billy Ray Wolfenbarger and I lived more peripatetic lives physically and
emotionally. Bill experienced this through our writing, mine a headlong
emotional soul-baring (“gut spilling”) gush, Billy's a thoughtful, spiritual,
incantatory bohemian romantic tract — both of us risk-takers that longed for
home. Bill wrote that he felt the three of us were soul brothers. And, though
the three of us were very different from one another, it was that knack of
insight Bill developed that caused him to make that leap. And, of course, he
was right. There was a bond and Bill nurtured that bond, pursued it, even.

Bill made a lot of bad decisions financially and in relationships. He was
usually indebted up to his ass and his final marriage remains a complete
puzzlement to absolutely everyone who knew him. What this woman
tapped into that caused Bill to give up everything he loved and to totally

debase himself is as mysterious as it must have been compelling.

After his long, agonizing extrication from that marriage Bill
created a series of extraordinary fanzines, first Xenolith, and then,
finally, the magnificent final few issues of Outworlds, where

he was at the absolute perfect pitch and fulcrum of his
publishing apex.

Bill's defining aspect was his ability to love. He was

a helix, twining with others in an upward spiral.

His love allowed us to be our best selves. He

helped me to be a better man, and certainly a

better writer. When we meet again he’ll get the

payback due.
And Bill? He'll just smile and light another
cigarette.
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Catalyst

Patty Peters

cat-a-lyst
/'kad(a)last/

= g substance that increases the rate of a chemical reaction
without itself undergoing any permanent chemical change.
= g person or thing that precipitates an event.

B ILL HAD MONIKERS for many of his friends, sometimes more than one

per person. They were small in-jokes, where he labelled... recognized...

the role someone was playing in his life. Sometimes they were subtle,
sometimes not so much. One of my favorites was when he highlighted a
friend as his “Official Bill Bowers Red Herring”.

The reason these titles were so significant was, bottom line, they were
so very true. True as in the truth. True as in funny, but not hurtful. True as
in true-blue... unwavering loyalty.

One of the titles Bill bestowed on me was his “Catalyst”.

This was an in-joke on many levels... in school I loved chemistry &
HATED physics, which Bill found pretty darn amusing... wordsmith to the
max, Bill recognized *both* definitions in our relationship... it put to rest
the speculation about our relationship that annoyed us both.

Of course, the title came about after we experienced the phenomenon
more than a couple of times. What phenomenon? Friends who had said to
me in the gosh-wow-boy-0-boy tone, “You're friends with BOWERS?!” The
first friend who said this had to explain it to me.

You see, I met Bill at a party of Detroit fans and he was, in my mind,
this nice guy from the party. He'd been sitting on a couch not talking
to anybody for quite some time. As is my wont, that was the person I
approached and started to talk with. Hey, it works for me. I don’t like
being the center of attention and generally get along with others of that
ilk. If the person sitting to the side, quietly observing, is amenable to
conversation we will generally get along quite well. If they just want to be
left alone, that becomes apparent quickly and I can just move on without
offense/harm.

It was not until later that I learned Bill was a Big Name Fan. Bill was
incredibly talented. Bill had this phenomenal history of fanzine publishing.

Our conversation at the party was not about his fanzine. I certainly did
not mention it (being ignorant of it) and I do not recall if he brought it up. If
he did mention it I am sure my reaction would have been along the lines of,

“that’s nice”. Bill, being Bill, did not take offense. I later learned/confirmed

from Outworlds 62,
January 1992

.Bill ... William... ("1l try!)

whom I've seen only a handful

of times over the years; yet as
we discovered on his Cincinnati
visit a few years ago... in person,
without the Patty-catalyst, we're
two rather non-talkative guys...!
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that he actually liked becoming friends with someone without his reputa-
tion preceding him.

Time went on and our friendship grew. He lived in a different/adjoin-
ing state, but was coming up to Detroit quite often for weekends, parties,
small conventions, etc. Friends showed me their copies of his fanzines. Bill
added me to his distribution list. I'd write snarky LoCs that would tickle
him, sometimes earning more than a WAHF.

But I still had friends who had never gotten to know him beyond the
reputation. I'd be hanging out with said friend and Bill would mosey over.
Conversation happened. After initial introductions and conversation among
all three of us, it would evolve to me becoming a quiet listener/observer.
I'd fill in awkward silences, but little else. Things going well, I'd eventu-
ally need to excuse myself to go to my hotel room to get another drink or
use the john or whatever. On more than one occasion Bill would say, “We’ll
walk with you.”

The conversation would continue away from the large party/con group. I
mostly listened, still filling any awkward silences. Sometimes for hours. I
loved it. So did Bill. Any friends who commented after-the-fact were really
happy to have a chance to meet the person and not just the BNF. A few
went on to life-long friendships of their own.

For quite a few I was a precipitant of events, just by Bill moseying over
to say, “Hello.” For some I increased the interaction rate/intensity between
them, but my friendship with Bill did not undergo any permanent change
as a result.

cat-a-lyst /’kad(s)last/

N.B. I leave it to the “Official Patty Peters Surrogate” to self-identify.
Perhaps a LoC!

Patty Peters & Bill Bowers, early 1977 [printed in Outworlds 51]
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The Voice
in the Dark

Larry Downes

I MET BILL BOWERS in the mid-1970’s, just as he was winding down (or
“killing,” as he said) one of the most spectacular runs of Outworlds,
the issues numbered in the mid to late 20s. As a teenager churning out
crappy dittoed fanzines (crappy in every sense of the word), I, like every-
one else, envied Bill's professionalism, attention to detail, and editorial
restraint. Outworlds was beautiful to look at, and always interesting to
read. Bill was in a league of his own.

The details of that first meeting are fuzzy. I remember introducing my-
self to Bill, who was standing behind a dealer’s table. I said hello, bought
some copies of Outworlds, and went my way, starstruck. It must have been
Midwestcon, or some other convention drivable from Detroit, in 1975 or
maybe 1976.

Our subsequent friendship, which lasted roughly thirty years, was an
unlikely one. For one thing, Bill was considerably older. And I was pretty
immature, even for an adolescent. I struggled with the usual teen angst,
exacerbated by a toxic home environment and unresolved sexual identity
issues.

In my fan life, which only lasted a few years, that translated to pretty
obnoxious behavior, a string of painful crushes, and a lot of acting out.
Being surrounded by so many other social misfits did not bring out the
best in me. I pretended to feud with all of the people I liked and admired
most. Many of them, including Bill, saw right through it, and indulged me,
I now see, with astonishing kindness.

My 1976 LoC on Outworlds 27, which Bill published twenty years
later in Outworlds 29.5, says it all, unfortunately. “Since you went to
such lengths as to print my name in your zine,” it begins, “I actually read
the thing for a change and now I suppose you'll be wanting a letter of
comment or something.” It's downhill from there, mostly cracks about
Bill’s age, his height, and his mostly-benign publishing rivalry with Mike
Glicksohn. I'm not entirely sure what embarrasses me more — reading it
now, forty-five years later, or that fact that I can’t help chuckling at one or
two of the attempted zingers.

At the time, Bill was experiencing an awakening of his own, signaled
by his shift away from Outworlds and to Xenolith, which was much more
personal if not always intimate. Since I didn't know him before his emer-
gence, I'm not sure how long he'd been in his cocoon, or what had sparked
the sudden metamorphosis. I arrived just as it was happening.

from Father Williams
MISHAPVentures #2,
June 1976

[You know Larry Downes, don’t
you... The Semi-Official Bill
Bowers Proto-Groupie”...]

[ Sheryl Birkhead ]
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from Father Williams
MISHAPVentures #2,
June 1976

I might have figured that if anyone
could come up with a line like
“Someday you'll be a fossil, too”, it
would be Patty... and | just hope
she remembers it the next time
Larry [Downes] says “Bill Bowers
likes my fanzine!” (which is, of
course, an outright lie...)!

Bill's transformation manifested largely through relentless con-
vention-going. According to Fancyclopedia (http:/fancyclopedia.org/
Outworlds), Bill didn't publish a single issue of Outworlds between 1976
and 1983. I'm not surprised, given the frantic pace of his travels. Some of
Bill's friends, who might have known, were concerned that he was risk-
ing financial ruin. At one point, Leah Zeldes, with whom I went to high
school and who was my introduction to fandom, got him a cat, on the
theory that he would have to stay home to take care of it. He named the cat
Responsibility, and then just brought it with him wherever he went.

I went to many, though not all, of the same conventions as Bill, some-
times traveling with him. We hung with many of the same people — a
younger crowd of relatively new fans. That cohort, most in our late teens
and early twenties, remained important touchstones for him for the rest
of his life. We had witnessed something, even if, at least in my case, we
weren't entirely aware of what it was.

That was the period when I knew Bill best, though I can’t honestly
say that I ever knew him that well. In person, we had the kind of jokey
insult-trading relationship that was popular in the late 1970’s, in and out
of fandom. He was quick to laugh, happy to be surrounded by people who
valued him.

Not so when he was alone. Bill would often call me late at night, or ask
that I call him, for long talks. (I was by no means the only one.) Bill was
amazed — and grateful — that at 16 I was paying for my own phone line,
mostly for self-preservation. He mentions it frequently, even decades later,
replying to letters from me that he printed. (Outworlds 55, March, 1988:

“... just the way you used to answer, Larry... back in the days when you
‘had your own phone’!”)

Back then, long distance actually cost money — money neither of us had
much of — but the calls would often go on for over an hour. My recollection
is that Bill did most of the talking, mostly about his love life, which was,
to put it mildly, disappointing, and his job as an engineering draftsman,
which bored him. He would often become morose and fatalistic.

Even though I couldn’t see him, I could easily imagine him sitting alone
in the dark, smoking cigarettes and sipping from whatever bottle he had
handy. There were often long silences, when neither of us said anything.

But what did we really talk about? What was his personal history?
What was his daily life really like? I can’t seem to remember any of the
specifics. Maybe I lacked the context to understand Bill's struggles, which
were of course the problems of an adult. Maybe now that I'm over 60 my-
self, I've simply forgotten.

Or maybe I just wasn't listening all that carefully; Bill's quiet voice, which
nearly disappeared as he went on, drowned out by the background noise in
my own head, about homework, or relationships, or my own family drama.

Why he felt comfortable confiding in me I'm not entirely sure. It occurs
to me now that I never asked him. Perhaps he admired my own style of
letting it all hang out in my fanzine writing at the time. Though it was a
formative time in my life, with many happy memories, plenty happened that
I don't like to think about. It's not a time I understand much, if I ever did.

So perhaps it’s for the best that I don't remember details — including
for Bill's sake. Still, those phone calls feel central to saying something
meaningful here. They were where the real Bill came closest to revealing
himself.

I will have to look elsewhere, and to less obvious clues. It won't help
that I saw and heard from Bill only rarely once the calls ended. I didn't
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last long in fandom — I was more-or-less done by the time I left for college.
I took with me a very few of the friends I made, and they have stuck with
me for life, although with plenty of gaps along the way for some.

There wasn't really a place in the pantheon in which I could easily
slot Bill, to be honest. But he refused to let me go. That, I think, was his
most endearing trait; certainly the thing about him that I miss most,

fifteen years after his death. He never stopped writing to me. He sent
me everything he published until the end, often with post-it notes
attached letting me know some tidbit of news about old, mutual friends,
or himself. He was always ready for it to be 1977 again. Perhaps for Bill
it always was.

I have a single storage tub of mostly random fanzines I've carted
around for fifty years, and going through them now for the first time in
decades, I see that they are mostly my own sorry productions as well as
a subset of Bill's.

My sense of my post-fandom interactions with Bill was that they were
all one-way, from him to me. But rereading the small stack of Outworlds

and Xenoliths I've kept, I'm surprised to find how often I'd sent detailed
LoCs, letters that Bill always printed. I am even more surprised to see
that he published two articles I wrote, in 1992 and 1998 respectively. How
did he manage that, and how had I forgotten? The answers, whatever they
are, are more a testament to Bill's persistence than my own engagement.

The first article reprinted something I wrote for the local Chicago arts
paper about enjoying but not really understanding a series of lectures on
language and meaning by the French philosopher Jacques Derrida, which
I attended while in law school in my early thirties. The second was an
overly-long selection of diary entries I made during a trip to Burma, which
I'd originally written as preparation for an article on Burmese Internet use
(in 1998) that was commissioned but ultimately never published by Wired.

The letters, like the articles, reflect my own aging. I hardly ever pick
fights, make mock fun of Bill's age, or snark gratuitously. Mostly I just go
on about myself — travels, career changes, publishing — with the occasional
reappraisal of my brief time in fandom.

Ithink I thought that’s what Bill wanted from me, and maybe he was
satisfied with what I gave him. In any case it was all I had time to offer
(always so busy in those days, almost all of it pointless). But the more I wrote,
the better-crafted the letters became, and the more impersonal they read.
Despite the pretense of updating Bill on my life, they don’t mention anything
especially important. They do a great job of appearing to be intimate. But I
see now that their true aim is to say nothing, or nothing of substance.

Yet in doing so, they somehow betray everything that was so meticulously
not being said. The omitted truths are all there, revealed by the carefully-
chosen details meant to direct the reader elsewhere. Exactly, come to think
of it, the point of those Derrida lectures.

Consider this non-comment from Xenolith 45 in 2001, my letter regard-
ing an earlier issue, which, like many of Bill's final publications, detailed
in a detached but clearly distressed voice Bill's increasing health, personal,
and financial troubles:

I suppose as long as you can still muster the energy to describe your
difficulties with this much elegance things aren’t all bad. Your body
is obviously suffering, but your spirit remains unbroken; I dare say
you haven’t changed — thank goodness — in over 25 years I've had the
pleasure to know you.

from Outworlds 54,
January 1988

| dunno; | probably never will

get completely beyond the “little
magazine” syndrome. “Putting
together” a fanzine is the fun part
for me, and | do have fun with
convoluted layouts/titles/whatever.
But | don’t deliberately set out

to make it inaccessible for my
readers; not really...: the feedback,
the continued contributions, is the
incentive, the only “reward” for the
considerable effort and expense |
do put into this. | may try to tweak
and irk to get your attention, but |
don’t want to deliberately “exclude”
anyone.

[ Ay Chingar! cover: art by Phil Foglio |
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from Xenolith 3,
January 27, 1978

...well, | had a chance to get back
in AZAPA, and | was in APA-50
(briefly), but I've dropped both. |
don’t know... I've been in several
apas over the years, but while |
can appreciate the lure they hold
for many, I've never really been
comfortable in one. (Part of the
problem is that half the people |
want to talk to aren’t in a particular
apa, and that involves over-runs,
etc.)

At one time | speculated on
forming My Very Own Private Apa —
but that was a bit too egotistical,
even for me. Still, | suppose that in
its own way Xenolith is a variation
of that “private apa” idea; only |
set all the rules, in an arbitrary and
thoroughly capricious manner...

If you meet my activity rules,
you’re in!

I'm ashamed of that paragraph, especially its pretext at empathy. Bill
increasingly used his publications to reach out for human connection.
Instead, I gave him a cookie.

More clues. Rereading the back issues, I'm also reminded how endlessly
fascinated Bill was with the cohort of contributors who made up APA-50
in the 1970’s. Like all APAs, I suppose, APA-50 began as a place for fans
of similar age to share thoughts about science fiction or fandom itself. (I
wasn't part of the original group, so I can't say for sure.) But with a lot of
help from me, the mailings soon devolved deeply and dangerously into
wrenching personal narratives, driven in part by projected romantic feel-
ings among the members. We knew each other, if at all, largely through the
writing, which made the rhetoric all the more over-the-top.

My contributions, which even now I can’t bring myself to re-read, were
shamelessly devoted to what Bill called, characterizing his own similar ef-
forts, “gut-spilling.” The dismissive term was misdirection. It was always
clear that Bill loved that kind of writing, and wished he could do it more
successfully. During the 1970’s, certainly, he admired and even envied our
naive freedom in producing it, even when it wasn't the most literary or
even readable prose. It did have a certain lack of pretense, maybe even a
hint of honesty — an honesty that frightened me into relentlessly beating it
out of my communications ever since.

Bill was clearly sorry to see the party end, as it did soon after
MidAmericon in 1976, when too many hormones came to a boil all at once
as some of us got together in person for the first and last time in Kansas
City. Long after most of us had left fandom behind, Bill diligently followed
constant changes of address and circumstances for the principal players,
and regularly published letters in his zines from people, like me, that no
one in his current circle of readers had ever heard of. In Outworlds 60,
April, 1991, he proudly refers to the lettercol as “the ‘official’ Update
Service of the Lost APA-50 Generation.”

He was clearly pleased to be the last person in fandom most of us cor-
responded with, even if we weren’t really engaging with him beyond the
superficial. Bill would often group our letters together, smirking to himself,
I'm sure, about intimating a continuing community that didn't exist. He
was certainly entitled to the small digs — and they were never more than
that, always tinged with deep regret.

On the one hand, I think he genuinely wished we were all still friends,
and young, and that he could be more a part of our adventures and less an
observer. But the truth, as he knew better than anyone, is that Bill was the
only thing we had in common anymore. He cared more than we did.

I seem to be getting a little closer to Bill, and the forgotten contents of
those late-night phone calls. There is a little more ore to be mined from
our unpublished letters. Thanks to the wonders of the information age, I
have ready access to our complete digital correspondence, starting in 1998,
when Bill began using email, until our final exchange in August, 2003, a
few years before he died.

The emails are, of course, more direct than the fanzines. In June of
1998, for example, as he waded for the last time into the breach with
Outworlds 70, Bill sent one of the most assertive sentences he ever wrote
to me: “Just a note to let you know, if you have any doubt, that you are one
of the handful of people who I really want to contribute to OW70.”

I aw-shucksed my way around it, but ultimately accepted the request as
the compliment it was intended to be. It was high praise I didn’t deserve.

I played an important part in Bill's life, but I was never really comfortable
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with Outworlds, or an active part of its community of readers. To me, it
was still that mythical, pristine, and grown-up publication I was so im-
pressed by as a teenager. I wrote the Burma piece anyway, and promptly
forgot about it.

Or consider an exchange from May of 1999. Bill responded generously
to an email I sent him with a link to a New York Times article about my
recently-published first book. He offers his congratulations and notes, as
he always did, that he takes only pride in the accomplishments I never
hesitated to share with him. As for his own “news,” he says, plainly, “I've
finally, belatedly, faced reality, and am applying for disability. I should
have done so six months ago, but I was too stubborn. Now it’s a matter of
holding on, until things kick in...”

Message received, that time at least. “What a goof I am — primping like
a peacock while you're truly struggling to get by,” I wrote him back imme-
diately. “I feel pretty foolish.” Then a half-hearted lob in the direction of
sympathy. “All I know about disability from my year in federal court is that
the process seems interminably long — or at least it was in the cases that
got to us. Do you have any sense of when benefits will kick in?”

See, I am telling myself, this time I am paying attention.

Bill replies — I have no doubt — sincerely, “Hey — I didn’t vent to make
‘you’ feel bad!”

My last communication from Bill was a copy of a mass email he sent in
late August of 2003, saying that, fingers crossed, he was soon moving into
a Salvation Army home for those “entering their Golden Years.” I assume
it was his last residence. “I'm not proud: I'm going to need help, in many
forms, once again,” he writes. “But more than anything, what I need now
is your patience with me for the next couple of months, should I seemingly
drop off the radar for a week or so at a time. I'll still be here... chugging
away... at least until I'm finally... there!”

My response, as someone who had permanently dropped off the radar,
emotionally if not literally, decades before, was short, polite, and non-
committal: “I'm so glad to hear you don’t mind the term ‘Golden Years’
(caps and all). I do hope this works out for you, Bill — you sound very
excited at the prospect.”

He died two years later. I'm not even sure how I found out.

Bill, I now see clearly, was never ready to end those late-night calls, or
their electronic equivalent. But I always kept him at bay, a reminder of a
past life I wasn't eager to revisit, perhaps because I was afraid it would
somehow collide with the present one, perhaps because I wasn't especially
keen to look too closely at that one, either. I never budged, and he never
complained or expressed any hurt.

Sadly, that last response was typical of most of my interactions with
Bill. Indeed, reviewing for the first time all the letters, articles, and notes
back and forth that I still have, I'm astonished and then depressed to
realize now how doggedly he tried to connect, to have a real conversation
with me. I deflected every time, sometimes elegantly but more often awk-
wardly. I always answer, I always comment. I'm usually timely, but never
unguarded.

No, it's worse than that. My emails, LoCs, and even the articles tanta-
lized him, sometimes cruelly, with the possibility of intimacy. They always
pull back at the last moment from revealing anything truly personal, from
offering any real insight. I was afraid to tempt fate, but still I couldn’t re-
sist tempting it anyway. It might almost have been better not to respond at
all. Did I even notice that’s what I was doing?

from Xenolith 36,
May 1991

| suppose | shall eventually

burn in hell for my unrelenting
“gamesplaying” which is evident in
such things as the juxtaposition
of Larry’s [Downes] and Chris’s
[Sherman] LoCs — but | hope that
they, at least, realize that | don’t
do such with malice; it’s just a
manifestation of my “cuteness”
that makes me such a wonderful
human being. Or something like
that...
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from Father Williams
MISHAPVentures #8,
January 24, 1977

To be perfectly honest, | am much
more “keeping a lid on my feelings”
than I am “in control” of them — 1
have loosened up to an incredible
degree over the past year — but |
still have a long way to go... and
| still worry just a bit too much
about “what will people think” ...
well, mainly about what specific
people will think. | sometimes
think | have as many “real friends”
as you imply; but at other times, |
honestly just don’t know. I'm not
all that secure. .. too many of my
closest friendships are still very
new and untested —and | don’t
want to be the one to test them. |
am alternately very up and then
very down — and, ironically, at this
precise moment, very detached
about what | mean to the people |
care about the most. | am not an
easy person to know, | guess; and
| make it rough for any one person
to know that much about me — |
still have to protect that essential
“I”... or perhaps I'm just afraid
that if | ever reveal the “real Bill
Bowers” nobody at all will like him.
There are times when | definitely
wish that | could withdraw and hide
behind my fanzine again — and I'm
not saying that | won’t — but not
now, not yet. Knowing people on a
personal level is very hard work...
but can be so very rewarding.
Fandom does mean very
much to me - it, or rather a
certain percentage of the people
| encounter through it — is what
makes life worth living. To me.
Don’t ask me why — maybe |
wouldn’t like the answer — but
fandom is where all of my friends
are. It — fanzines and cons — is
escapism, surely; but | no longer
buy the theory that escapism is
“wrong”. | have “given” much to
fandom — but | have “taken” far
more in return... believe me.

I saw Bill in person only once that I can remember after starting college
in 1977. Judging by notes still attached to some of the fanzines he sent,
he was in Chicago fairly often, but we always missed each other, perhaps
because I was regularly out of town. “I tried calling you last Sunday when
I was in Chicago,” he wrote on a copy of Xenolith dated August of 1991,
“but my avoidance of answering machines held fast.” That or my avoidance
of answering the phone.

The one time it did work out, Bill was at some convention out by the
airport, and I took the El to see him. This could have been any time before
T ultimately left Chicago for good in 2000. All I can say for certain is that it
was sometime after 1991.

It was a strange meeting. I walked into the hotel lobby to find Bill sur-
rounded by young people I didn't know, yet recognized by type. He intro-
duced me grandly, but rather than excuse himself, he stayed right where
he was, and we had a stilted conversation with all of them listening and
sometimes offering color commentary. He was his old jokey self, trying to
get me to trade light insults. It didn't last long, and I left as soon as I could.
Back to my busy life doing something — anything — else.

I rode the subway home without giving much thought to the meeting,
let alone the stunted trajectory of our friendship, of the rises and falls in
his life or in my own, many of them never named between us. But in retro-
spect, as the last meeting, it becomes inevitably infused with meaning.
Again, I'm drawn back to Derrida and those haunting lectures. What was
Bill trying to tell me? What was I trying not to tell him?

Obviously, I can't say. It was, after all, just a brief if awkward conver-
sation in a hotel lobby. But my impression, for what it's worth, is that,
outward appearances to the contrary, Bill wasn't especially happy. The
problems he shared with me as a teenager had only gotten worse over
the years. His romantic and professional lives became more hopeless.
Eventually, he lost his autonomy, his freedom to travel, his ability to pub-
lish beautiful fanzines. What those last few years were like, when I heard
nothing at all, I can only imagine.

Still, maybe in Chicago and wherever else he traveled in those days,
with a new group of energetic and admiring young science fiction fans
to hang out with, maybe then he could at least experience some kind of
peace, a temporary truce with his demons visible and otherwise. Even if
it was a ceasefire that held only during long weekends spent hanging out
in airport hotels, which, owing to his declining health and finances, must
have become increasingly infrequent and eventually stopped altogether,
no doubt to Bill's great frustration.

Perhaps I'm making all this up. I have, in the end, so little to go on.

But I'd like to think, if only to quiet my own conscience, that Bill had
long-since found others he could to talk to in the dark, especially through
those long nights when the cigarettes and the booze were warring with
each other and with him, when the next convention was far off, when the
prospect of escape grew ever-fainter. Maybe there was even someone in
particular, who was always home and didn’t own an answering machine,
who could soothe his soul just by picking up. Someone else with their own
phone, and an unlimited long-distance plan. Someone who knew how to
listen, at least better than I did.

At least I hope so. I truly do.

— Berkeley, CA
May, 2020

26 = Afterworlds



Colonel Bowers & Me:
An Appreciation

Chris Sherman

Being a little-known or accredited account of 1970s and '80s fandom,
adapted from the unreleased Hal Ashby film Being Where? (with special
thanks to the curators of what were then known as the “post-orifice”
archives, rebranded decades later as social media timelines).

L IKE MOST OF YOU, I loved William Tiberius Bowers, who served as inspi-
ration, then mentor, then hard-assed coach during my formative years
as a person and fan. He was like an uncle to me, and my respect for him
ran (and still runs) deep. And yet, as you'll see below, it was a complicated
relationship.

Opening Credits, Circa 1974.

I first met Colonel Bowers when I assumed acting command of the first
division of APA-50 in 1974.

APA-50 was created as an elite task force specifically and highly trained
to complement and eventually take the reigns [sic] from the entrenched
legions of actifans dominating the global networks of the day. To be sure,
there was nothing inherently broken or wrong with what these honorable
and well-meaning “older” fans were doing. It was just a new era, and — well —
it was our duty to assume the mantle of leadership to move things forward
toward the new century that would be dawning a true-generation hence.

The early '70s were a time when protest against the entrenched order
was surging and young people like myself were striving to make a differ-
ence. One of the Colonel’s favorite aphorisms, always spoken with a smile
and a deep exhalation of cigarette smoke, was “plus ca change, plus c’est
la méme chos.” As for me, a born and mostly raised Minnesotan, I had no
idea what the fuck he was trying to communicate (when I mentioned this
to him, he replied with a snigger: “je ne sais quoi.”). In any event, his
frequent displays of confidence and bravado always bolstered my own
sense of purpose.

So I was both humbled and honored when fandom president Harnold
Flump (passionately known to his followers as “Richard Crainium” thanks
to his unpresidented [sic] intelligence, gregarious charm and uncanny
ability to avoid criminal charges) recruited me with the goal of “making
fandom great again”.

’ Gheevay

‘ T
General Hadrosaur of the
H9n “Fightin’ Dinos ”

[ Stu Shiffman ]
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Flump wasted no time, and with great pompcast signed an executive
order designating Colonel Bowers as my supervising officer. At our first
meeting, the Colonel was calm and poised, but quickly flexed his sharp
elbows and displayed the edginess that were his trademark idiosyncratic
characteristics, two of many that garnered him so much respect.

“So you think you got what it takes, kid?"” the Colonel asked during our
initial interview, smirking behind a plume of blue smoke, casually exhaled
from a cigarette with an impossibly long ash. Despite the lack of the real-
time communication tools we take for granted today, he managed this
while pecking away at his well-worn IBM Selectric typewriter, two states
and one time-zone away. Despite myself, I was impressed at this display of
technical prowess, but not yet willing to let him intimidate me at such an
early stage of our relationship.

“I'm not a kid,” I retorted. “I'm fourteen, AND I have access to both a
Xerox machine and an offset printing press.”

Clueless and ambitious, I really had no idea who I was corre-
i W sponding with. The Colonel had a reputation a mile long and an
: ? atmosphere high, but I was just a punk who hadn’t yet learned
the meaning of respect. Redoubling down, I typed: “Take that,
you fusty old fart with your mimeo-stained fingers and multitude
of paper cuts on your tongue from years of licking envelope flaps.” At this
age, I had attitude, and was more than willing to challenge the fanac officer
who would be guiding my career for the indefinite future.

Colonel Bowers’ smirk tightened, an instinctive tactic he used to intimi-
date both fans and foes alike, his handsome craggy face crinkling in that
winsome ironic grimace unique to him. It was an expression well-known
to all who had flocked to him while he fanwhiled away, even when he
was allegedly sparring with the likes of so-called frenemies like Mike
Glicksohn and a multitude of others.

“Heh,” he said, then paused for effect, pointedly making a display of
moving a Rotsler cartoon around on a mockup of an Outworlds page he
was compositing.

“OK, kid. Your first assignment: Minicon 11. You're not old enough to
drink, but inebriation is a critical tactical maneuver at any convention of
strategic importance, so consider this premature enunciation. You need to
start preparing, because you have no idea what you’ll encounter, especially
from selfishly rogue pros who will certainly endeavor to derange your
teenage hormones.” He flashed a brief knowing but sympathetic glance my
way, then returned to his Outworlds prepwork.

“Huh,” I snorted. The Colonel’s taunt prodded me to snap back: “You
do realize I'm the acting commander of the first division of APA-50?" Yet
at the same time thinking: I'm ready for anything, but I lack your well-
known battlescars, sir. In retrospect, decades later, I clearly did not
absorb the nuances in his warning. Only now, 40-some years later do I
comprehend how truly little I knew back then. Also how wise the Colonel
was back then.

Pulling himself up to full posture, shrouded in a whirl of blue smoke,
the Colonel rapped out his orders.

“Report to the Leamington Hotel on April 16, 1976, in downtown
Minneapolis. You'll get an in-depth orientation from fan officer in charge
Leftenant Don Blyly. He'll provide you with full dossiers on pro guests of
honor Edmond Hamilton and Leigh Brackett, fan GoHs Leigh and Norb
Couch, as well as Jackie Franke and Rusty Hevelin who will be official
toastmasters.” Another drag from the cigarette. “They’re your allies. In all
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likelihood, they may become your friends. But make no mistake: you'll be
under fire from unexpected camps.”

The Colonel stubbed out his butt and lit a fresh cancerstick. “Mean-
while, your mission is to begin active recruitment for APA-50, with the
goal of persuading as many of your fellow kids as possible to attend
Minicon '76.” Another smirk, followed by what back then was known as a
pregnant pause. “Are we clear so far?”

“Crystal,” I replied (thinking: we're not kids, you fracking asshole. At
that point in our relationship, I had no way of knowing that his gruff
posturing was a ruse. He didn't really think of us as kids, but was rather
regarding us as peers and allies who would advance his legacy forward in
decades to come. Like any professional coach and gifted leader, what he
was really doing was pushing all of us to higher levels of performance.)

“Siryessir!”

“Perfect. You'll be contacted by sub-commander Tucker with further
instructions, beginning with your orders for on-the-ground maneuvers at
Minicon itself. This will be a hardcore but essential tour of duty for you,
kid. Prepare to be Jim-Beamed up.”

The Colonel took another long drag on his cigarette, looked away, then
stubbed it out in an ashtray full of dozens of expired drags. Then unexpect-
edly he sighed and his shoulders drooped, looking askance at me in that
way all commanders in SF novels do when feeling sheepish or ashamed or

“knowing something.” Quietly, he exhaled one last time with that inevitable
plume of smoke. “Sorry kid — it's probably not going to go well for you this
time, but don’t give up hope. The future is bright. Dismissed.”

“Sir!” I snapped in reply. I was annoyed by the Colonel’s attitude, but
also recognized that this was a man I could learn from and respect. If...
And yet... Hmmn, was this the point where the elliptical “dot-dot-dot”
was destined to become APA-50’s new official mode of differentiation
from other APAs of the day? Confusion in my brain whirled like the smoke
above his head.

So that's how Bowers and I began our long and entertwined (to use a
then-potent LeGuin or Herbert verb) relationship. My time with the Colonel
would take many twisting courses and enlightening paths until it abruptly
ended, when the fucker just up and died on us (but more on that later (or
not, depending on how many parentheses I have left)).

Minneapolis, April, 1976.
A winter that Time magazine dubbed the “new Ice Age.”

It was cold as shit everywhere. The media were predicting mammoth
stampedes in the streets, glaciers careening like freight trains through
suburban boulevards, tens of thousands of lakes plummeting to the center
of the earth under the weight of their ice, and much more. Really, really
cold. But hey, Minnesota, eh? No prob.

Unfazed by climate change, our APA-50 recruitment efforts had
largely been a success. We had more than 18 members, and at least five
of our recruits had reported for duty in downtown Minneapolis at the
spacious and posh Nanjing restaurant on the Nicollet Mall the day before
Minicon 11. All of our enthusiastic recruits were avid readers and ardent
LoCcers of Outworlds, so naturally a good chunk of our excited conver-
sation that afternoon was about the wondrous fanzines the Colonel kept
cranking out. How he managed to maintain such quality and quantity,
while still dutifully carrying on with the wide range of his quasi-military
responsibilities was a mystery to all of us.
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We were pleasantly supping on what my inexperienced palate regis-
tered as dim sung and ratsmift and bangdong in a decidedly nondistanced
fashion. We were happy, engaged, under-25-somethings. My recruit-
ing mission was working. I knew the Colonel would be pleased. As we
smeared our faces with greasy food and spicy hot mustard and pretended
to enjoy '70s-era wok-fried vegetables, we spoke of how our dreams of un-
fettered gutspilling would lead to a new wave of fandom and how it would
solidify our legacies in what we dubbed newfoundum.

But then... A curious future-dread came over me. Maybe it was the
MSG, but I was experiencing an unsettlingly all-too familiar feeling of
disassociation. Was APA-50 really ready to fulfill the Colonel’s expecta-
tions? My eyes blurred. Was *I* able to fulfill the Colonel's expectations?
A shake of the head followed by a stiff shot of icy tap water cleared my
uncertain thoughts. We would report to the Colonel after Minicon with
mostly fantabulous results. As the MSG continued to wend its way through
my system, all became fantosmorium once again.

Later that night, supine but mostly upright and relaxed on the fourth

floor of the Leamington hotel hallway, I leaned in to the welcoming warm

w woman I had met months earlier at a Minicon planning briefing orga-
| it i nized by Leftenant Blyly. I knew little about her, other than she was
—DOl’I t soft and lovely and spent hours reading Gene Wolfe, Bob Silverberg,

k Damon Knight's ORBIT anthologies and most of the other SF I was
absorbed with at the time. I was smitten.

The scent of her honey-sweet hair wafted into my face as I pressed
‘Rnk closer to her, sprawled in the hotel hallway. Seven years older than I,
M?ﬂkejsf she was a dangerous vision but my teenage hormones were working

. overtime to assure me that this would be a good thing. A vague stab
of the Colonel’s warning nudged impotently at some reptilian part of
my brain, but all I could do was recall his confidence, so I conjured my

best imitation of his knowing smirk, and nuzzled closer to her.

Just then, the elderly officer slouching next to us passed the
strategically obligatory bottle of Jim Beam with a stern and meaningful
look. Recalling my earlier briefings with Leftenant Blyly, as well as the
Colonel’'s emphasis on tactical inebriation, I dutifully hefted it, took a
\ swig, then handed it to her with a profound look of longing. She took

\n | a delicate but meaningful draw from the bottle, then dropped it to
%%Mg’p her side with a pronounced sigh, languidly returning eye contact. My
— outlook and other significant parts lifted. With no clue about what
was to soon happen, I relaxed. Again, the Colonel’s warning echoed.

Heh — so you think, Colonel. So you think.

Caught up in the fannish mood I smiled sheepishly and passed the bottle
to sub-commander Tucker. Legs outstretched and splayed, he enthusias-
tically grasped the neck, took a long pull and raised his right arm with a
huge smile and show of bravado. In response, all 30 or 40 of us slumped
in the hallway (undoubtedly annoying the hell out of all the non-fan hotel
patrons trying to sleep behind closed doors at 1 or 2 or whatever the fuck
time it was in the morning) raised our arms as well.

“Smoooooothhh...” Tucker sonorously chanted, leisurely slicing the air
with a graceful downward salute. “Smoooooothhh...” we all chorused in re-
sponse, arcing arms downward in an epiphany of fannish oneness, slouch-
ing even more toward the floor as the alcohol oozed further into our brains.

Just then, as if on cue, the elevator door at the end of the hallway
(which looked exactly like the set for Kubrick’s The Shining without the
gallons of blood racing like a slow-motion tsunami our way) sluiced open.
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“Hello everyone!” The not-guest but still pro of honor singsonged as
he trumped into our gathering. Most of us were so drunk we just waved.
He made a beeline for me, then abruptly plopped down next to her.
She twittered and the two enterwined. (There’s one of those LeGuin or
Herbert verbs again. (It's starting to look perilously like I'm running out of
parentheses.))

Twenty minutes later, she slowly turned her head toward me, pressed
her lips into my ear and sighed an intimately warm bourbon-tinged “sorry,”
followed by a brief wet kiss. She stood shakily and tottered off back toward
the Shining elevator, arm in arm with Harlan Ellison. I never saw her again.
The Colonel had been right, of course, just not in a way that I had either
expected or anticipated.

Sub-commander Tucker watched keenly as they left, made a harumph-
ing sound, then twisted and handed me the remnants of the bottle of
Jim Beam with a sympathetic downward handswipe. “Sorry it wasn't as
smooth as you hoped for, kid,” he said. “The Colonel will understand. Just
keep up the important work.”

The Colonel had been right. As the sub-commander had just reminded
me, this was difficult work, and it was now sharply apparent that I needed
to dig deep to see if I was really prepared to make a success of it. Both for
myself and the Colonel.

Los Angeles, 1980.
Westercon, at a dank hotel dark in the heart of
where you really don’t want to go now.

It was one of those cloyingly warm and unpleasantly humid nights in
the City of Angels, and I really wasn’'t having fun. As we walked along
what local L-Aliens bizarrely refer to as a “surface street” I had to raise my
voice to overpower the too-loud drone of passing vehicles.

“I can't keep doing this,” I said, unable to make eye contact with the
Colonel. He scowled and flicked the ash from his cigarette into the street.
Though wordless, his disappointment sliced through the air with an
electric, shuddering charge. Unexpectedly cowed, I turned to him and
said, “I just don’t have the interest I had when I was younger. I need a
change of pace.”

The Colonel shot me a stern look, his steely gaze holding mine for a long
moment. Then suddenly withdrawing the electric force of his disapproval,
he tipped his jaw upward and smiled his familiar lopsided, crooked grin.

“Zats fine, kid” he said, physically assuming a perfect mimicry of
Peter Sellers’ Dr. Strangelove. “We can have a transition in leadership.
But you'll need to reach out to a few more kids in particular, as zey'll
be invaluable assets and longtime contributors to zee cause.” Then he
dropped his eyes and lowered his voice. “Unlike you, I zuspect.”

The Colonel was clearly not happy with me. But my heart wasn't in
APA-50 any longer, and I knew I needed to move on.

Involuntarily, I found myself grasping for my next words, steeling
myself for the effort it would take to speak. Despite all my training,

I never imagined I would need to step up and use the force with
the Colonel. Tentatively, I said “With all due respect sir, even if I do
leave the service, I still want to keep writing for you. What should
I1do?”

“Gafiate!” he spat, his gloved hand jerking upward to poke furi- E
ously at the monocle in his right eye. His left hand raised slowly to
his mouth, grasping the clenched cigarette wafting smoke into his

[ Stu Shiffman | Afterworlds = 31



Vv
o

lungs. “Nothing else will work or help.” Visibly struggling, he gradually
calmed, then once again smiled his trademark crooked smile. “I'll see to it
that, hum, arrangements are made.”

Turning away, he snuffed out his cigarette but uncharacteristically did
not light a new one. Instantly and inevitably I knew I had just voluntarily
staggered full-force into an uncertain new era. Really? Here? Now? But
as the weeks wore on, I persisted. I kept writing for Outworlds even as
I drifted away from APA-50 and fandom in general. And the Colonel kept
pubbing. As usual, the Colonel was right.

Sacramento 1985.

Westercon, Anonymous suburban Red Lion Inn.

Editor’s note: This section has been edited for clarity and probable confuta-
tion of fact and the historical record.

Growing up in Minnesota, I loved Poul Anderson’s novels (if you don't
know why, check out Wikipedia and Kindle... (DAMN! Even perilously
closer to running out of parentheses now.))

Arriving on scene with none of Ellison’s fanfare at Minicon, here was
Poul, his huge Scandahoovian body splashing full-force into the hotel pool,
a belly-flop splat that caught everyone’s attention. All of us lounging in the
stiflingly humid enclosure applauded his non-athletic prowess.

I've never been shy about approaching people I admired and wanted to
talk to. But as I respectfully stepped up to introduce myself, I felt a chilling
presence and an unmistakable aroma of smoke behind me. The Colonel
barked: “Kid. We need to talk tactics.”

“Um, sure,” I said, turning to face him. Then froze, unable to hide my
shock at seeing how much he had changed. Years earlier when we first
met, the Colonel towered over me, his lanky form projecting authority and
confidence. The shrunken man standing before me was hunched and a full
four inches shorter than I. Only later would I learn that he had been pre-
scribed steroids to ease agonizing back pain. Tragically and ironically, the
hormones had the opposite effect, attacking the molecular structure of his
spine, compressing it to smithereens and sharply increasing his pain.

We left the pool and took a booth in the hotel coffee shop. He lit up yet
another cigarette. “I'm gonna cut to the chase, kid. The docs tell me I don't
have a lot of time left, so changes need to be made.”

Disregarding the usual foul blue haze of cigarette smoke in the air, I
sucked in a deep gasp and regarded him closely. Despite delivering this
devastating news, he still radiated his steely calm.

With a feeling of dread, I asked “You're not going to stop pubbing
Outworlds, are you?”

“No, no, no.” Without his Selectric, Bowers was never adept at summon-
ing all-caps in real-time. This surely would have been a moment that he
did so, but he was clearly shrunken and lacking his former strength.

“Outworlds is something I'll keep doing until I drop dead. What I have
in mind is more of a fashion makeover. I've got something new I'm going
to try. A graphic change. Starting with my GoH speech today.” He grinned.

“You'll see.”

Memory is a strange thing. I do seem to remember Bowers on stage
wearing what would soon become trademark garb for him — a full-length
caftan. I also seem to recall listening to Poul Anderson’s GoH speech.

But westercon.org contradicts these memories; James Hogan was the pro
GoH and Paula Crist was the fan GoH. I recall Bowers; sadly, I have no
memories of either James or Paula.
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In any event, the last time I ever saw Bowers alive was at
some con on stage in some important city somewhere, crack-
ing the audience up with jokes and puns — caftan flowing
gracefully as he strode across stage, cigarette waving like a
conductor’s baton. And just like every issue of Outworlds, it
was a masterful performance, rich with detail, subtle nuance
and... (“dot-dot-dot”) all-things-Bowers, if you ever had the
precious opportunity to know him.

So, no matter if parts of this memoir are invented, it’'s
the way I choose to recall him. As a long-time student who
learned countless things from the Colonel, I can only remem-
ber him now, one way. Paraphrasing the famous line from the
late, great Robin Williams' movie Dead Poet’s Society, and
with all due respect to the Colonel:

“Caftan, my Caftan.”

ENDNOTE.

As a young man, Bowers actually did serve in the
Air Force. I have no idea what role he played while in
service, so I decided to pull rank and commission him with
the honorific of Colonel, as a tribute to the leadership and
encouragement he constantly and generously provided and
demonstrated for an entire generation of young fans. A salute
and a hat-tip to you, sir. May you continue to pub in peace.

(Author’s note: Due to pandemic shortfalls, additional parentheses

and commentary are unavailable until further notice.)

from Father Williams MISHAPVentures #7, January 1977

Heard of

the "Gnomes

of Zurich”? Peware

the 'S

IDHE-E. O. "/

| spent a lot (and by that | mean over ten) of years spending a /ot of time being very lonely at conventions. It’s a feeling | didn’t
much like then... but I didn’t know what to do about. Contrary to what superficial appearances indicated at 16 conventions last
year (“... but every time | saw you... you were always *with* someone...”) | still find myself very lonely, many times — even
when I'm in the middle of a “group” — but I’'m beginning to know what to do about it... and *surprise!* am even finding myself
“aggressive” enough to do something about it. That, in itself, is perhaps the biggest “change” | went through in 1976.
| am fairly selective in those | want to spend time with — and there is never enough time... or they have too many other friends...
or... But | have learned to adapt — have developed enough “options”, if you will, that | can generally be with the ones | specifically

go to see a fair amount of the time... but never enough.

| continually search for patterns in my own behaviour... at conventions | react to the situation, but afterwards, away and
back here alone, | do tend to get rather introspective. And | do follow patterns. I've always been more at ease with women than
with men; this year... rather 1976, | accentuated that part even more than usual. Another thing, perhaps more to the point, that
I've noticed is this: of the (still) handful of people I consider close friends, none achieved that “status” overnight — even tho it
sometimes seemed so. More often than not, it was someone whom I'd seen at 3 or 4 cons... someone | knew the name of and not
much more. .. and then, suddenly, for no apparent reason, at a particular con, something clicked. It’s happened several times over

the past year... and it continues to amaze me. And intrigue me.

| am very intense and very one-person directed when I'm with someone | really want to be with; | am aware of that... and |'ve
had it pointed out to me when someone else I’'m equally close to feels that I've shut them out. That’s something I’'m working on.

I’'m not unapproachable; but I'm not a person who approaches people either. I'm not setting myself up on any throne by any
means... it’s just the way | am... but if anyone wants to get to know me, I’'m afraid they’re going to have to make the initial

contact. Would that | could be effusive and outgoing, but I'm not.
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All the Way
from Kentucky

(Remembering Frank Johnson)

Joel Zakem

IT IS CURRENTLY the second week of June, 2020. If this were a normal
year, I would be preparing for what I believe would be my 53rd straight
Midwestcon. Unfortunately, 2020 has been anything but a typical year.

Midwestcon, like most other conventions, has been cancelled for this
year. In addition to Midwestcon, I was planning to attend Conglomeration
in Louisville, Kentucky, over the Easter Weekend and I was hoping to

attend the NASFiC in Columbus, Ohio, during August. Both of these

cons have also been cancelled. Windycon in Chicago, scheduled for
November, is still on, but it would not surprise me if it does not take place.

Even if there is a Windycon, I'm not sure how comfortable I would be
in attending any con during a pandemic. Since I am over 65 years old with
mild diabetes, I am in a high risk group for the Coronavirus. While I have
not exhibited any symptoms, and was negative for the disease when tested
on May b, I am trying to be careful. I've avoided restaurants except for take
out and have been wearing a mask and trying to maintain social distanc-
ing while shopping for necessities. Thus, I would probably be making a
decision closer to the date based on the circumstances at that time.

Skipping Midwestcon, had it not been cancelled for 2020, would
have been a harder decision (even though, like me, most of its attendees
probably fit into a high risk category). It was the first convention I ever
attended (back in 1968) and it served as my introduction to fandom. Though
it is no longer my local con, it is an essential event and remains my favorite.
I've met a lot of people that I still consider friends and even fallen in love
(it didn’t last) there. Though the numbers are unfortunately falling, there
are certain individuals that I count on seeing at Midwestcon who I might
otherwise not see during the year. I may have even first met Bill Bowers at
a Midwestcon, though he believed that we did not meet in person until the
day he moved to Cincinnati.

And even though I would see him elsewhere during the year, one big
part of my Midwestcon experience would involve spending time with
Frank Johnson. I had actually met Frank, at a used-book store in down-
town Cincinnati, a year or two before attending my first Midwestcon, and
he was one of the three other 15-year-olds who traveled with me to the
North Plaza Motel on that Saturday in 1968.

Around that time, Frank and I, along with Brad Balfour and Earl
Whitson, edited one issue of a horrendous crudzine entitled Advocates Of
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The Infinite. Much later, we were both in a music APA, ALPS. Frank and I
contributed to every all-Cincinnati issue of Outworlds and both joined the
Cincinnati Fantasy Group at the same meeting on the weekend before the
1969 Midwestcon.

Before his untimely death from cancer on March 19, 2019, Frank and I
attended 51 straight Midwestcons. Beginning in 1982, which was our 22nd
straight Midwestcon, the two of us hosted an anniversary party which
continued, at five-year intervals, until our 50th straight in 2017. Frank did
make it to the 2018 Midwestcon, though it was evident that he wasn't in
the best of health. His last con was that year’'s Windycon which, for per-
sonal reasons, I decided to skip. I did offer to give him a ride to ConFusion
in January 2019, but he said he was not up to the trip.

There is a story about Frank’s death that I have told elsewhere, but it
bears repeating. While I have lived in Louisville since 1983, I still made
regular trips to Cincinnati, often seeing Frank and Karen, his long time
significant other. In fact, in early January of 2019, I ended up driving
Frank to one of his treatments. At that time, he was noticeably thinner
and weaker, but still seemed alert. After the treatment, we returned to
the house he shared with Karen, where he insisted on playing me certain
musical selections on his surround sound system.

Unfortunately, in March 2019, his condition radically worsened, and
he ended up confined to bed. I had planned to drive up to see him on
March 20 but, around 9 a.m. on Tuesday, March 19, I received a call from
Karen saying that I should probably drive up today. I quickly showered,
threw some things into the car, and hit the road to Cincinnati.

I arrived at Karen and Frank’s at about 11:30 a.m. and was shocked at
the deterioration since the last time I had seen him. He probably weighed
less than 100 pounds, could not talk, and was completely listless. While
I would like to think that he knew that I was there, I cannot be sure.

I was still there, with several of Frank and Karen’s other friends, in mid-
afternoon, when Frank took his last breath. He was 65 years old.

Something kind of wonderful did happen right before Frank passed.

A few months back, Frank, accompanied by Karen, made a last visit

to the public/classical radio station where Frank worked. A long-time
Hitchhikers’ fan, Frank asked, somewhat jokingly, that if he did not make
it back to work, could the phrase “So Long and Thanks For All The Fish”
be used in any on-air tribute to him.

A package for Frank had arrived from the radio station earlier in the
afternoon of the 19th. When Karen opened it, she discovered a glass fish-
bowl containing a number of paper fishes, each one with a message from
one of Frank’s coworkers on the back. Karen, with a little help from us in
deciphering some of the handwriting, read each message to Frank. The
last one, read shortly before Frank died, read “The Answer is 42.”

And a recording of Frank saying “So Long and Thanks For All The Fish”
ended the station’s subsequent on-air tribute.

The first installment of “All The Way To Kentucky” (which Bill named

when I could not think of a title) led off the 51st issue of Outworlds, which
was Bill’s first all-Cincinnati issue. Subsequent installments appeared in
Outworlds 64 and 67. While my contribution to Outworlds 70 had a different
title, it could have been the fourth installment. Thus, adopting one of Bill's
numbering systems, I deem this to be number 5. — Joel Zakem
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from Xenolith 6,
July 19, 1978

Since I've been told that I'm
somewhat responsible, | suppose

I should mention that Denise has
put out Her Very Own Fanzine:
Graymalkin [...] [50¢ or the usual].
It’s not bad, Denise. Really.

Of course, the second issue will
be considerably better, now that
you have a Big Name to carry you!
Maybe you can even tell What
Really Happened Friday Night in
Mike’s Room. [All | did, you see,
was tell Denise that all of my
friends were creative... but in her
case I'd make an exception...]

Remembering
Bill Bowers

Denise Leigh

HEN Pat Virzi and Jeanne Bowman asked me if I had anything of

Bill's for Outworlds, I didn’'t have to look very far. When Bill died, his
sister gave Steve and me several boxes of material that Bill had set aside
for an unfinished issue of Outworlds. This was in 2005 and most of the
boxes have been on our third floor since then. At the time I let some people
know that I had them and didn’t know what to do with them. I believe I
contacted Leah Zeldes and maybe Patty Peters and maybe Pat Virzi to let
them know I had them.

I hadn't thought about them since then, except for going through some
folders and taking them to the San Antonio Worldcon to pass along to
the artists and leaving them in the fan lounge for whoever wanted them.
Earlier this year, I sent Pat a large amount of files and LoC’s and artwork
that I found in Bill's folders. That is pretty much the extent that I have
been involved with this project, and I'm sure it is a PROJECT in every
sense of the word. I am glad that they are being put to good use.

When Steve and I first discovered Fandom, at Midwestcon in 1977, Bill
had recently moved to Cincinnati from Barberton, Ohio. We didn’t meet at
the con, though there is a story about how I met his cat, Responsibility. We
met Bill later at CFG meetings and for some reason we connected and that
was that.

Bill introduced me to Fanzines and over the next year or so he talked
me into producing a fanzine, Graymalkin. With a lot of help from Bill and
Steve and some Cincinnati fans, I published 6 issues and then children
and life got in the way. I hadn’t thought about Graymalkin for a long time.
I've yet to find all of my files, but I found enough of them to see that it was
a decent fanzine. I'd forgotten how good it felt to get praise from people
like Mike Glicksohn, Harry Warner, Reed Andrus, Al Curry, Eric Lindsay,
and a few pros like Robert Bloch, George R.R. Martin, and many others
along the way.

I know that Bill was the reason Graymalkin got so much attention and
such good contributors at the time. He also taught me a lot about publish-
ing a fanzine. And about not finishing what I started. I found a folder full
of LoCs for issue 6, intended for issue 7. Maybe I'll go through them when
I find the rest of my files and come up with another issue, just because Bill
would have wanted me to. Maybe nothing more will come of it, and that’s
okay... (ellipses are Bowers' fault).

Thanks to Jeanne and Pat for putting together this issue of
Outworlds 71 / Afterworlds.
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The Smoking Table, ConFusion (1983)

from Xenolith 1
(Second Series),
January 8, 1979

Denise blamed a chance remark
of mine as the reason she did a
fanzine for Midwestcon, which
was cute. (The reason; not the
fanzine.) When she did a 2nd
issue for Iguanacon, even though
it was better — | was in it — | still
thought the aberration had run its
course. After all, everyone knows
that people who get into fandom
through cons don’t do fanzines.

...well, with the third Gray-
malkin, 'm beginning to feel
immensely proud that | had
anything to do with its inception —
whatever the remark was, anyway.
This is not a review; it is an
appreciation. If you want to see
a good fanzine, send a dollar to:
Denise Parsley Leigh.

Denise... | like your fanzine!

(Ask Patty Peters to explain that

to you... sometime.)

Bill Bowers & Midge Reitan, Noreascon Two (1980)

[ photos by Stephen Leigh ] Afterworlds = 37



Why I Went
to Cincinnati

Rob Jackson

IF YOU ARE due to get back to New York from Miami, it's a long way to go
to divert to Cincinnati. I must have been mad.

Or maybe I had a really good reason.

I did — it was to see Bill Bowers and get to know him a bit. And I cer-
tainly didn't regret it afterward.

That was after the 1977 Worldcon, Suncon. I was among the Britfan
contingent who were in Miami in force to bid for Seacon '79, the third-ever
Worldcon to be held in the UK.

But why Bill Bowers? Let's rewind a few years, to when I was about to
assume editorship of Maya, the fanzine launched by two fellow Gannet
group members: first Ian Williams, then Ian Maule.

In fact we can rewind even further, to my protofannish time with the
Oxford University Speculative Fiction Group in 1972, who produced a
fiction zine called Sfinx. Issue 5 of this was produced like most other fan-
zines of the time, duplicated with hand-stencilled illos. But the first issue
I helped with was issue 6, which under the editorship of Diana Reed (later
to marry Kevin Smith, who later co-edited Drilkjis with Dave Langford)
was very neatly photolithoed. The stories were very patchy; no. 6’s most
memorable line was from Kev Smith: “‘My name’s Nuff, and I'm a fairy.’
‘Fair enough,’ I replied.”

The Gannets mostly duplicated their zines, and Ian Maule's issues of
Maya were excellent. But by late 1974, when I was preparing my first issue
of Maya, I was Really Ambitious, and
however neat duplicated zines from
over the water such as Energumen
and Granfalloon were, I saw a few
issues of one zine whose production
values totally knocked me sideways.

Outworlds, of course. I thought this
was quite simply brilliant.

Though there were places where
the content wasn't quite as engag-
ing as, say, Mike Glicksohn's issues
of Energumen, or Terry Hughes'’

Mota, I wasn't going to be content
with second-best. For a start, I right-
justified the type by typing everything
twice, the second time round with the
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spacing between words (on my IBM Executive C with variable spacing)
widened or narrowed as each line demanded.

Maya 7 was Ab; the print was small as I did A4 camera copy which was
photo-reduced for printing. But I had bigger ideas; I really wanted to be
Bill Bowers.

And Dave Rowe in his LoC to Maya 8 and the illo he sent which
I printed in Maya 9 — reproduced here — thought I ought to be Bill
Bowers too.

Starting with issue 8, Maya went A4, from A3 camera copy pages.
There were various experimental features in the way I laid it out — see
the scan on fanac.org if you really want to see what a dog’s breakfast
it was (especially page 5, and the double-page spreads 6-7 and 8-9),’
and my reply to Dave Rowe's LoC in Maya 9 for more detail on how it
ended up that way.?

This was in 1975, when the TAFF race for the 1976 Eastercon was
between Bill Bowers and Roy Tackett. Sadly in my opinion, though the
1976 race ended up tied, Bill conceded and Roy was the candidate who
made the trip.

I still wanted to meet Bill. So the next year, when I was part of the
committee bidding for the 1979 Worldcon, I was Not Happy when I
learnt on arrival at Suncon that Bill was not going to be there. I had
this fantasy that it was a given that any American Hugo nominee in
any category would be at the Worldcon in their own country. Even
though Outworlds placed second that year, beating Locus into third
place and only losing out to Dick Geis’s Science Fiction Review, Bill
wasn't at the con.

At the con I impulsively started to think about travelling to Cincinnati
to meet Bill. Lou Tabakow, an older Cincinnati fan I'd never met before,
was quite amazing — he immediately set to work finding out what he could
do to help, and put me in touch with Brad Balfour, a local fan and aspiring
rock journalist who was driving back to Cincinnati in his MG after the con.
So at two days’ notice I changed my travel plans.

The car journey was somewhat eventful; I told the tale in an article
originally published in Gannetscrapbook but reprinted in Inca 9, along
with the most relevant of my ancient photos from that trip, now digitised
from their often seriously bleached original 35mm slides.® See also my
editorial trip report in Maya 15.%

After finally arriving in Cincinnati I rang Bill and announced my ar-
rival. With incredible generosity he put me up for the three nights I had
available, and with equal generosity Lou showed me round all sorts of
parts of the city, meeting Mike and Carol Resnick, showing me round the
city and arranging a dinner outing with Brad, Mike, Bea Mahaffey and Bill
among other guests. While there I was also able to see both Star Wars and
The Rocky Horror Picture Show for the first time.

I have only met Bill that once, but I remember him as quiet, yet with
a gentle, kindly and generous nature. He must have been, to put up with
a British fan who had the chutzpah to arrive in his city completely un-
announced and say “I've come here to meet you...”

AUD PLEASE
BRIVG BILL BOWERS
70 BRITAM
_QUICKLY.

s

onLY HE CAUSAE THIS LRYoul

from Maya 9

1 http://www.fanac.org/fanzines/Maya/Maya08.pdf
2 http://www.fanac.org/fanzines/Maya/Maya09.pdf
3 https://efanzines.com/Inca/Inca09.pdf

4 http:/www.fanac.org/fanzines/Maya/Mayal5.pdf

[ Maya 9: Dave Rowe ]
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Of course, for the three days I was in Cincinnati we were far too busy
having good old fannish fun for Bill and I to talk at all about such topics
as how to make a fanzine’s layout look good. Like most of us, I learnt more
about that by looking through Outworlds than anywhere else.

I learnt nothing very much about fanzine layout, but the trip was among
the best three-day periods of my fannish life. Thanks again, Bill and Lou.

The dinner group photo (from my retrospective in Inca 9) is quite historic.
Sadly it is badly bleached from having been a 35-year-old 35mm slide by the
time I came to scan it. Also included are two other photos: one of Bill on
the phone in a rather rubbish side view with two other Cincinnati fans, and
one of Lou Tabakow and Bea Mahaffey.
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A Letter to Bill

D. Steven Black

25 June 2020

D EAR BILL,

I have convinced myself there is nothing odd about writing to a
man I hardly knew who last sawed Courtney’s boat on River Styx 15 years
ago.

A Ouija board interview with Susan Wood or Philip Dick would confirm
that I am given to inquisitive historical obsessions with distinguished
members of the deceased community.

The past is another country; my transition to adulthood was marked by
departure from Canada to the U.S. For that rite of passage, fandom is as
much to blame as anything. It certainly provided me with accomplices who
made it possible.

I was impressed by your reaching out to reconnect with me in 1999,
when at Bill Breiding's suggestion you added me to your email list. This
renewed a very vague acquaintance from the 1970s.

Besides my fated association and identification with a bambino-mince
of “BB”s (Breiding, Benny Bufano, Bill Bradley are a few who come to
mind) I have observed and appreciated your fine fannish works over the
years, even if I never became well-acquainted with you as a person.

You were a guy someone I was crushing on in those early years was
crushing on, so yes, I certainly noticed you — with awe and, briefly, a touch
of annoyance.

In person, you were quiet, sucking on an ever-present Virginia Slim.
I'd be surprised if we exchanged more than a dozen spoken words in the
many times (1976-1982) we met in space and time.

The local luminary I associate you with was Mike Glicksohn. I was
quite a bit younger than most in the Glicksohn coterie, but spent a
memorable afternoon at Mike's house in 1976. It was during a relaxacon
called Symposium, which drew a number of fans from the U.S. to Toronto.

After missing the boat, or rather, ferry to the
Toronto Islands, where Toronto Derelicts had guided

some of the younger visiting fans for fun and adven- Qi‘/
ture, I passed a rather dejected few hours alone with

Taral at World's End (home of Janet Small and Bob

Wilson), my nose buried in a copy of MARTIAN TIME- D

SLIp, suffering all manner of FOMO - before proceed- 'n

ing to Glicksohn's High Park home where I hung out, I

mostly tongue-tied, for the rest of the day.

R,

[ William Rotsler |
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I was not the only tormented teen in the house. Mike generously opened
his home, and on this day was joined by many Traveling Jiants at play in
cheerful fanhomie.

People I remember included fan artists Derek Carter and Joe Pearson,
whose marker pens were a blur of motion with dueling illos in their sketch
pads.

Derek was in high dudgeon over the fannish ToC term “bacover” art
which prompted histrionic rage at Joe’s baiting reference to an upcoming

“froncover” illo appearance in a fanzine.

Joe and Gay Haldeman were there, as was Barb Nagy, Larry Downes,
Cy Chauvin, Michael Harper (editor of Nit-Wit, the OSFiC newsletter of the
time). Repartee was clever, exposing rivalries I only dimly understood.

The Nit-Wit editor verbally sparred with our host, who with mellow
humor and hirsute scorn, casually and rhetorically cuffed him the way an
elder lion would a feisty cub.

There was an air of anticipation, awaiting an arrival, not a Godot of
Ghu's green earth, but someone who turned out to be you.

Were folks not involved in competitive comic art playing cards? Quite
likely, but I was seated on the edges, chatting mostly with Cy, and later
Joe.

There was an undercurrent of abeyant lust — apart from the Haldemans,
there weren't any obvious liaisons, but plenty of flirtatiousness on display.

Even though I was... four years underage in Ontario... I was happy
to become acquainted with cocktail fandom: Mike made me Vodka
Alexanders, my first mixed alcoholic beverage. I can’t say the booze had
much effect, although if I said anything to anyone, it was because my
tongue was loosened.

I listened and learned, impressed to be in a community of writers,
artists, and folks I fancied were ghetto outlaws: pariahs in a world of
mundania.

The outlaw part was largely projection, although they were definitely
open to and in favor of letting their spirits flow.

The summer of 1976 was also the season of MidAmeriCon, a socially
seismic event for many of my fan friends. I was unable to attend. Looking
back, I can tot up attendance at 6 Worldcons over the course of my fannish
career, from 1973-1993.

This missive is really a con-report disguised as a LoC, written 44 years
after the fact, addressed to a Trufannish legend with whom I hardly ever
spoke. Yet a connection was made, one that has endured. I eagerly await
your next ish; your acolytes tell me it is due Real Soon Now.

Yours for a rebirth of wonder,

D. Steven Black
Berkeley, CA
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Details, details...

Geri Sullivan

BACK IN 1992, Bill took me to task in a letter of comment. I hadn’t
queried Stu Shiffman’s mistaken description of the Corflu IV hotel in
“I Remember Corfluvia,” Stu's overview of Corflus past that I published in
Idea 5.

“Tsk,” Bill wrote. “You were there; you should have caught that one.
(... he said, having been called to task on one or two occasions, in the
aftermath of printing something he should have queried.)”

Thanks to Bill's mild poke, I'm able to revisit my then 5-year-old
memories of the Cincinnati Corflu he ran. I replied:

“Memories of Corflu IV include the outstandingly entertaining dinner
expedition to a downtown pub, music in Al Curry’s room, David
Emerson getting delayed overnight in Chicago (and welcoming him
in fine fannish fashion after he arrived Saturday morning), bits and
pieces from the program, and absolutely nothing about the hotel!
You're right, though, I probably would have remembered if it had
been a Tudor Nightmare Village, and thus should have queried Stu.
This small example gives me the opportunity to remind our readers
that while all knowledge may well be contained in fanzines (and in
fandom), many of the so-called ‘facts’ are anything but. My own dear
son, Chuch Harris, is one of fandom’s greatest revisionists even as
he is one of our greatest entertainers. Events and timelines become
murky up in the haze that quickly swallows every convention we
attend. And each of us sees just one portion of the elephant called
life. Or is it even an elephant?”

It all seems like a lifetime ago.

I was and remain amazed by Bill's attention to detail as reflected in
the pages of Outworlds and Xenolith as well as in our conversations. His
capacity to develop and maintain lists, to keep count of the conventions
he attended and fanzines he published as well as recording books read,
movies watched... there’s an upside to compulsion, to keeping such track
of things. Thanks to Bill's lists, I know that we attended at least eight of
the same Corflus and three of the same Worldcons. It looks like his last
Minicon was the year before my first...

It's hard to believe that we knew each other for nineteen years. Never
well, but always comfortably. We shared sensibilities when it came to
fanzine production standards and enjoyed talking about them. I remember
taking him to task when assumed Jeff Schalles did all of the mimeo work
on Idea. And I wish Bill were still with us so we still could take each other
to task when it was called for while more often encouraging each other in
whatever we were up to.

from Outworlds 66,
May, 1993

I've been led to believe that
Fannish Family Relationships
(where the “father” [Rusty] can
be years younger than the “son”
[Tucker];