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Yes; I am running for re-election as Official Editor of N'APA for 1965.
It's a job I enjoy. I like fanac of all types & natures, and putting out an apa 

mailing is more fun than hard work to me. (The hardest part about the job is finding 
someplace to store all the fanzines between their arrival here and the sending out of 
the mailing.) It does get a little hectic the last week or so; the fanzines are com
ing in faster than I can check through them to make sure they meet the requirements as 
to page count, no prior distribution, etc.; members are writing ne to say they've just 
finished their zines but don't have time to get it to me by the deadline, and will I 
hold up the mailing a couple of days for them? (I usually do; I figure most members 
won't mind getting their mailings a few days late as long as there's an extra ten pages 
in it [besides, what with everything else, I'm sometimes not through FCOF and the AA 
until the very last minute]); and the local members are usually trying to talk me into 
personally coning over to pick up their zines to save them the trouble of sending them 
to me. On several occasions, members have telephoned me from the East Coast to give me 
a last minute CoA, or notice that their zine is on its way; and it's pleasant having a 
personal chat for the rest of the three minutes. (Hi, Arnie.) And, as 0E, I save the 
postage I'd otherwise have to pay in sending FCOF in for the mailings. Yes, the OE's 
job has its little rewards.

As to why you should give me this post for a third year, I point with pride to the 
record, and ask you to compare ri'APA today with N'APA as it was under the previous ad
ministration. Please note that all my campaign promises have been fully kept. Again 
this year, if re-elected, I will continue the reduction of IP APA dues; only 61.00 in
stead of the full (>2.00. This is made possible by the affluent state of the IP APA Trea
sury, which remains at 0100/ even after the purchase of jet—pales to ensure that your 
mailings get to you securely. IP APA has begun an upward swing this past year; let's 
continue to ride it together.

With the Worldccn just over, everybody's schedule is still a little fouled up.
It's already two days after the mailing deadline as I write this, and IPAPAzines are 
still arriving here steadily, with notes saying -^please excuse — I just got home from 
Oakland-^. FOOF is hastily thrown together itself, as you may note; not nearly as much 
artwork or planned layout as I’d hoped. I'm all out of good fiction, too. Hmm. I've 
still got the stencils to the Cultzine I published a couple of weeks ago, much as I dis
like reprints. Dast I run Cult fiction through N'APA? I dood it!
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...And has this ever been Uro weeks filled with fun-type fanacj

The few weeks immediately proceeding a Worldcon are alurays hectic ones. The aver
age Con-going fan will be putting the finishing touches on his preparations for the Con; 
publishing the latest issue of his fanzine for personal distribution there, completing ? 
his.masquerade costume, getting time off from work (or school, if it starts that early), 
making travel arrangements, and so forth. Even those not going to the Cbn can hardly 
miss noticing the general atmosphere of last-minute activity, in their correspondence 
with Con-goers and "see you there" natterings in fanzines. And for me this year, the 
past few weeks have been even busier than the usual pre-Cbn doings.

I 11 start with Saturday, August 22nd, which was the date on which the First Vest 
Coast Convention.of the International Wizard of Cz Club was held. L. Frank Baum fandom 
hasn't been getting quite the.fan press that Edgar Rice Burroughs fandom has had in the 
past few months, but it is quite active and growing. About half a year ago, several 
/Jest Coast Oz fans decided it would be nice to hold a get-together to meet each other, 
and this grew into a full-fledged minor convention, with book displays, programs, Baum 
Biffs, and all. The date was set as August 22nd, the first weekend after Queen Ozma's 
birthday.(Aug. 21; as established in the books, at the home of Peter Eanff, in Pacoima. 
^■‘v^ia’, -Mie I'm not a.red-hot Baum collector, I do enjoy his fantasies enough * 
that I decided that the 45-minute drive to Pacoima wouldn't be a waste of time, I'm 
glad I made it, and if this does turn out to be the first of a yearly series of gather
ings as the attendees hope, I'll certainly try to get to future ones as well.

Pacoima is one of the rural-urban townships in the San Fernando Valley just outside 
of Los Angeles; an.area I'm not overly familiar with. Up to a few years aw', it'd be 
more trouble reaching than it'd be worth. I just zipped up the San Diego leeway
hat Saturday morning, past Beverly Hills and Westwood (the cutposts in that direction 

of l.ly Personal Stamping Grounds). Over the Santa lonica mountains (part- of the chain 
encircling Los Angeles and holding the smog in), the heavily urbanized area of housing 
tracts and shopping centers thinned out, and the townships became more individualized 
separated by fields and groves of trees. On out past Ventura and Tarzana, until the * 
Pacoima turnoff came up. Banff's home was out toward the edge of Pacoima: on a wide 
^ree-lined street without sidewalks, wdth several vacant lots and large expanses of * 
field behind tne houses. It was a bright, sunny day; and together with this (to a Los 
Angelino) semi-rural area, it all made a perfect setting for a conclave of fans of a 
series of stories that began on a country farm in Kansas.

The meeting had.already gotten under way be the time I arrived, around 11:00 a.m. 
It was basically an informal get-together and social; Oz fans seem to run in families 
and it had much the air of a PTA picnic. There was little overlap with regular sf fan
dom — the only other sf fans there were Blake llaxam, Bernie Zuber, and Elmer Perdue __
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though it turned out that a considerable number of the attendees have been private read
ers of science fiction for years. There was a surprising nunber of librarians present, 
"surprising" when you consider that most public libraries don't allow Baumon their 
shelves. A common note of complaint among most of these was how they'd tried to pej> 
suade their superiors to add Oz books to the libraries, without success. Several peopxe 
had at least a knowledge-by-runor of sf fandom, and I found myself in several compari
sons of Baum with the Heinlein, Horton, Asimov, et al. sf juveniles; explaining the up
coming PacifiCon and the annual Vestercons; and discussing the different types of old 
pulp magazines and their current markets. Fred Heyer, publisher of THE BAUM BUGLE (Oz 
fandom's official fanzine; beautifully printed) had come down from Hichigan to give the 
get-together a blessing and Official Status, and to meet the people on his mailing list; 
Dick Martin, current illustrator of the Oz books and one of the leading Baum scholars, 
flew in from Chicago with all sorts of rare Baumiana for display, including two of the 
old silent Baum movies; Baum's daughter and the widow of his son Frank were there as 
sort of unofficial guests-of-honor,- delighted with the whole thing. The whole living 
room of Banff's hone had been turned into a Baum museum for the day; original illustra
tions by Denslow and Heill were on the walls, and the room was filled with attractively 
arranged display tables covered with Baumiana. Host of this was centered about the Oz 
books themselves; a complete set was lined up, along with such items as Oz toys and 
games, foreign editions of Oz books (including the totally-new Oz book written in the 
USSR by Alexander Volkov, the standard translator of such Oz books as have been trans
lated into Russian), unused original interior sketches by Dick Martin for Kerry Go Round
in Oz (the latest Oz book), some non-Oz fantasies by Ruth Plumly Thompson (Baum's imme
diate successor), and other material. Aside from this, other displays included virtually
ever;/ book Baum ever wrote; his non-Oz fantasies, old children's magazines with unreprin
ted Baum stories, his girls' series of Aunt Jane's Hieces books (as "Edith Van Ityne"), 
his "Schuyler Stanton" boys' books, and many others. Sheet music of songs from the many 
Baum movies and stage plays were also in evidence. Besides the regular displays, there 
was all sorts of Oz gossip and note-comparing going on: the new Oz book is selling mo
derately well, but nowhere near as well as had been hoped, so it's still an open question 
as to whether regular production of a new book a year will be resumed; Ruth Plumly Thorp- 
son, who turned, out an Oz book almost every year from Baum's death in 1919 until the 
early 1940's, has just submitted a new manuscript to the publishers, who rejected it (she 
is vociferously displeased); certain titles are about to go out of print, and anyone who 
wants to get them before they become expensive collector's items had better act fast, 
Baum collectors are bibliophiles to a much larger extent than are regular sf fans; the 
air was thick with such terms as "second edition, first state", "...with the rarer gray 
binding, instead of the usual red...", "the plates \rith the color corrections", etc.

After a very nice lunch (including a birthday cake for Ozma), the program started. 
Blake Haxam, in costume as the Vizard, performed some parlor magic; nothing overly spec
tacular, but all very deftly handled. Following this, Dick Hartin showed the two films 
he'd brought; "The Scarecrow- of Oz" (1914), and "The Vizard of Oz" (1924). Surprisingly 
enough, it was the earlier of the two that was the best. The 1914 movie was filmed by 
Baum himself, and was pretty much a pot pourri of the different Oz characters, but it 
was very well done with good camera tricks (fcr that period) and had the true Baum spirit. 
The 1924 movie (best remembered today as one of Oliver Hardy's first pictures, before he 
teamed up with Stan Laurel; he played the Tin 'foodman) bore no resemblance to anything 
Baum ever wrote, other than in the names of the characters and the costumes; it was ba
sically a combination of romantic melodrama (would Dorothy [not Ozma]] be restored to 
the throne of Oz?) and stock vaudville gags and boffos, complete with a Hegro comic-relief 
stooge named G. Howe Black. The 1924 "Vizard" is pretty forgettable; the 1914 "Scarecrow" 
would make good showing at one of our Vestercons or Vbrldcons.

Following the films, a short swap-sale session was held for the benefit of those who 
had brought material to sell. Strangely enough for a convention, there was almost nothing 
for sale; I'd been expecting that there would be at least a large stock of the current Oz 
books and Baumiana for sale, considering how- many people connected trith the trade were 
present. I mentioned this to Fred Heyer, who said they'd deliberately refrained from 
bringing material because they felt the Convention should be a friendly get-together, and
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not a commercialized book-sale. He’s got a point, though I was personally disappointed; 
one of the main reasons I attend our sf conventions is to buy stuff at the huckster 
rooms and auctions to fill in the gaps in my collection. The most active salesman at 
this swap session was Manny Meltman, a character several LA fans have met through in
terest in Gilbert & Sullivan and Oz. Though I’ve heard about him for some time, I’d 
never met him before, and it really is an incredible experience. I don’t knot; exactly 
what it is about him — he's normal-looking and not unhandsome, soft-spoken, neatly and 
conservatively dressed, and reasonably well-mannered — but you can’t get within five 
feet of him without automatically despising him. I guess it's his overall attitude, 
which is pushy, verging on obnoxious. He's got a "big deal going" — I understand he 
always has some kind of big deal going. He made it plain that he really doesn't care 
about Oz himself, he just heard that Baum fans were willing to pay big prices for Baum- 
iana, so he decided to make some money selling us stuff. He had done a miraculous job 
in tracking down and unearthing long-lost Baumiana; I will give him credit for that. 
His prices.were what I considered overhigh, but his material was for the most part, as 
he called it, "the only remaining copy in existence". His attitude of -"you buy from 
me or you aon't get it-^ didn't help any, either. I heard several people agreeing that 
they'd.been hearing about Manny for some time, and they were happy they'd had the op
portunity to see him m action with their own eyes and make up their minds for themsel
ves. He may not have realized it, but I think he was one of the more noteworthy ex
hibits of the Convention. ‘

All this brought us to about 5:00 p.m., and the Convention began breaking up. 
Everybody agreed they'd had a wonderful time, and they hoped a similar meeting could 
be held next year. It might be worth while to try to combine a West Coast Oz Conven
tion ’with our Jesterccns, as the Burroughs Dum-Dums are held during our Worldcons; it's 
certainly worth considering. By and large, Baum fandom seems to be of a quieter nature 
than the fandom we're all accustomed to, but at least one combined meeting to let each 
find out what the other is like should be a good idea. For one thing, a lot of the 
Baum fans seem to also have large collections of old pulp magazines of different na
tures, and they were asking around where they could find other people with stmil ar in
terests; I know a lot of sf fans are also devotees of nulr-zines in other fields. G-3 
or BLACK MASK, anyone? *

And as if the Oz Convention wasn't enough for one weekend, the next day I went 
down to.Disneyland with Fred Lerner. Lerner has been attending summer classes at the 
University of California up at Berkeley, and coning down to visit LA fandom every spare 
chance he.gets, and he figured he just couldn't go back to Hew Jersey without having 
been to Disneyland once] He'd just found out that he wouldn't be able to get free for 
the big fannish trip to take Arthur Thomson to Disneyland, so here he was a week early 
wondering if there wasn't someone who liked Disneyland enough that they'd go two weeks* 
in a row? Well, as it happened I couldn't get free for the ATom tri^ myself, so I 
agreed to take him down on a special trip. We left early Sunday morning so as to -et 
there around 10:00 a.m.; it usually takes from morning to midni-ht to cover Disneyland 
properly. ' , '

energy, 
next one

Hot this time, though. I've never toured D'land with anyone with so much nervous 
j_ed would barely stick his head in one attraction before he was ready for the 

He could hardly sit still long enough to get through a ride. Trims to D'land 
savoring each step; beginning at Main Street and rotating to the 

left through the different lands (Jungleland, Frontierland, Fantasyland, and Tomorrow
land , m that order), seldom leaving one land for the next until everythin.^ in it has 
been.covered timed so that you arrive back in Main Street as the park is closin- at 
midnight. This trip followed the same basic pattern, but there was a lot more dashinr 
back and foruh, and the basic circuit was covered by about 3:30 o.m., leavin- the rest 
ox the evening to slow down and go bad: to the rides that had had too-lonr lines in 

th®L\ bef°rel or ,that vere worth going on twice. I think we covered the entire 
G'lan LU°Uld have done then I've been there often enough 

efore th-t I didn t miss anything, and Lerner was the one setting the race, so I don't
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imagine he had any complaints. About his only 
real disappointment came when they refused to 
let him join the Hickey House Club; they said 
he was too old. By 9 s30 p.m., we had seen 
everything and were out of tickets, and Fred 
had wanted to see Bjo before going back to 
Berkeley anyway, so we left Disneyland early 
— the first time any fannish jaunt has left 
before closing time, to my knowledge — and 
went over to the Trimbles, where we spent the ’• 
next hour or so chatting with John & Bjo, and 
Jock Root, who was also visiting then at this 
time. And then to home — after a weekend that 
would have classed as a fairly major fannish 
occasion, if it were not for the events that 
almost immediately followed it.

lous

I spent most of the next week in stencil
ling my Cultzine; not only did I 
luck to draw the publishing date 
before the Ifo ridcon (August 31), 
honor to publish the 150th issue 
ROTATOR, and most of the members 
listers decided to send material 

get the bad 
immediately 
but I had the 
of our FANTASY 
and waiting
in to this

landmark” issue. The fanzine finally totalled 
56 pages, plus ti.ro enclosures, and I still had 
leftover material to pass on to the next Cult 
publisher. Anyhow, I was busy enough that week 
putting all that material on stencil — and then 
Thursday came with its weekly LASFS meeting, and 
a bit more this week. It was the last meeting 
for most of us before the PacifiCon started, and 
most of the out-of-state fans who were coming 
out for the Worldcon decided to get to Califor
nia a little early, to attend some of the fabu-

LA fandom doings. And here they were

I THOUGHT you WERE 
going to it spfll 
" JOG R Root FC R

Taff 
l,RomoT0NA l 
Sculptore

TUST tuAir TILL L 
pkfss this button

AND DETROIT IN '661
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host important, of course, was Arthur Thomson (ATom), who was spending the LA part of 
his TAFF trip before the Worldcon, instead of afterwards. With him were Bill Bowers 
and Bill liallardi, and Mike Domina, and Nick Falasca. Also present were Alex Eisen
stein, Don Simpson and Ron Hicks (who'd just gotten leave from the Army and Navy, res
pectively, to attend the Con), Charlie & Marsha Brown, and Sam Ibskovdtz, who graciou
sly gave us an impromptu half-hour talk on the Man Who Published WEIRD TALES. Hoog. 
Ifot too much else happened that night; I'm just giving you all this to set the stare 
for the wild "Welcome, ATom!" party that Al Lewis A Ron Ellik threw two nights later.

at the. The party was to start at 7:00 p.m. that Saturday the 29th, but I arrived 
ELlik-Lewis manse a couple of hours earlier to run off the Cult stencils I’d typed so 
far on tneLASFS mineo out in the garage. By the time I was through, the house was 
iil_mg with people and the party was under way. It was LA fandom's biggest blowout

v 4th of JulY Party,' besides our guest of honor and the other out-of-towners 
that d been at LASFS? Dick and Pat Lupoff had just arrived from New York, Forry Ackerman 
brought along some BilFs from monster fandom (the secretary of the Count Dracula Society, 
as 1 recall, and friends/, and virtually every actifan in the Southern California area 
was present. The only notable exceptions were the Trimbles: they had hoped to make it, 
but Bjo picxed that afternoon to have her baby; a 9-lb., 12-oz. girl they named Kathryn 
Arwen Trimble. Ana John arrived at the party a couple of hours later anyway to let us 
know everything was okay with the new family (though the birth was by Caesarean). Mean- 
whiu.e, inside, things were getting so crowded you could hardly turn around. Liquid re- 
Treshment was disappearing at a frantic rate, and the cake and other nibb] ements were 
grabbed as soon as they Mere set out. ATom and Bill Rotsler were holding a cartooning 
contest, usj.ng Katya Hulan for a sketchpad; we warned her not to dare wash until we'd 
had a chance to copy the illos off her arms and legs for our fanzines. And as soon as 
ATom and.Rotsler had used up all the available space, Len Moffatt grabbed Katya for a 
partner m a round of patty-cake. Dick Lupoff was answering questions about Canaveral 
Press, Burroughs, and East Coast fandom most of the evening. Ron Ellik was discussing 
Doc Smith and the Lensman Index with those interested in Doc Smith; Forry and his fri
ends were chatting about monsters, and I got enveloped in Cult politics with the other 
local members of thau dismal (bakers') dozen. Then someone got a couple of card games 
started -- booray in Ron's bedroom, with the Pelzes holding court, and brag in Al's room 
— and I joined the brag session for the rest of my stay. After several hours, I was 
only about.15/ ahead, but I was ahead instead of losing, so I decided it'd be a rood

g° home for sons sloeP if 1 wanted to enjoy the next day's outing. 
And so I left about 3:30 a.m., with the party still in full, swing. '

™ about 8 tours later, after a brief sleep, to find people sacked out all
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munr2e+wIlltUre flo°? LeVis was jUGt setting up himself, and he loudly an
nounced that anyone who wanted to go to Marineland had better get ready. Muffled groans 
bags lndrbianketa °n th® fl°°- began slouly ^Ging from sleeping

g and blankets, while others just rolled over and xzent back to sleep. As I was al
readyup, I tagged along with Al when he drove over to the Pelzes to pick up ATom Bruce 

“J?? ‘»enselves, tut aTot1 let hinsoH out aud Al^
°ther= were joining uo - only two, as it turned out; Falasoa and 

Dom_nc. Then we went in vo central LA to pic’: up Sylvia Dees, who also 
along, and we took off for Marineland. ’ wanted to come

Marineland is a sort of aquatic zoo-circus by the seashore, filled 
of.sea life. The main building consists of one large circular concrete 
ta^ing two very large tanks about 60’ across and 60’ deem (an app^- 
get the real statistics). n- - ji- ■ - ■ - ■- * 1

with all sorts 
structure, con-

-i — guess; I for
____ . . „„ ■ Uile of these tanks contains the mammals: several dolphins 

whalea- The other is filled with all sorts of fish, native to our
Pacific costal.waters, including various flatfish, sheepheads, varieties of angeif-ish 
thSe ? Gieaatl,C sawflsh> leopard sharks, seagoing turtles, and many others Each~of’ 
these large tanks is surrounded by three levels of walkw^ J w i •
that f2T'th01+%enC^^ each level, so you can observe the different kinds^^sea^ife 
that frequent the different levels of the water. In the walls of tSe overall toKdi^g 



are set small individual tanks containing rare fish, such as piranhas or lionfish, or 
beautiful fish so small they’d be lost (or eaten) in the large tank. Outside this 
man n building are several individual cages holding sea otters, seals, sea lions, pen
guins walruses ("Look, it’s John Boardman!" ...Owen Hannifen), and more dolphins and 
porooises. There is also an arena where a sea circus is held hourly, starring various 
sea lions and dolphins (including Slipper, the newest animal movie star). Between Jus 
show, plus the show in the main mammal tank staring Bubbles, the whale, plus.the feeding 
of the fish, plus several other things, we were there until dark. By that time, we'd 
been joined by a group of Labyrinthine fans — Hannifen and Phil Castora, and.the out- 
of-towners who were staying at their place (Simpson, Bowers <1 Hallardi, and Eisenstein). 
But it was getting dark and cold, so we all decided to return to LA. The day wasn't 
over yet, though; after a dinner at Kal's, we went up to the Griffith Park Observatory 
to give ATom a good look out over Los Angeles at night, with lights of different colors 
sparkling out to the horizon in all directions. There was still a little time to go 
into the Observatory, so Al took our visitors over to the large raised relief map of 
California to show them the different routes they could take up to Oakland and the Cen. 
Then the Observatory turned out its lights and shooed us all home, and that was the end 
of another weekend.

I spent lionday and Tuesday of the next week putting the finishing touches on my 
Cultzine and mailing it out. Then, on Wednesday, I packed my travelling gear and took 
it out to Al Ron's — Al had offered to take it up to Oakland with him the next morn
ing; I don't trust the commercial travelling agencies with any more than I absolutely 
have to. And on Thursday, right after work at 5:00 p.m., Ron picked me up downtown and 
we drove to the airport, to catch a plane for the 22nd Jorld Science liction Convention.

’■Jhat with the evening homegoing traffic and all, it was a narrow squeak getting to 
the airport on time, but we just made it. We were joined by Rick Sneary, Len Iloffatt, 
and Adrienne Hartine, who had decided that as long as we were all going up, we might as 
well make a party of it. For various reasons, x:e had settled on something called Trans
California Airlines — a sort of Earth-bound edition of one of Bertram Chandler's Rim 
Worlds soaceships (-“You can't miss us; we have the only passenger flights that still 
leave from the old International Airport-n). But we did make it up to Oakland without 
mishap, to begin waiting to be picked up by Ted Johnstone, who'd driven up earlier. 
Just as we were about to give up and call a cab, Ted finally arrived — he'd gotten 
lost on the strange freeways. At this point, it suddenly became obvious that Ron and 
I had been less than specific when we'd asked Ted to meet us; we'd forgotten to tell 
him that Rick, Len and Adrienne would be with us. Ted assumed we'd be alone, so he'd 
brought Chuck Hansen and Don Simpson along to greet us. Result: a badly overloaded 
car groaned its way back to the Con hotel, with everybody sitting on each other's laps. 
Can anybody think of a more fannish way to arrive at a convention?

In many respects, the first night of a convention is the most hectic, and this was 
no exception. Ify registration for a room didn't go into effect until Friday, so I spent 
the whole first night wandering around, helping put up the Art Show, greeting old fri
ends and meeting new fans, haunting the huckster room under Ben Stark's nose as he put 
his wares out, to make sure I wouldn't miss any good stuff, and generally getting the 
layout of the hotel. I ended up dozing in the H3-F Hospitality Room, being wakened at 
about half hour intervals all night by Phil Salin or Al Kracalik, "''.q6ere looking for 
friends or a party. Finally, at 7:30 Friday morning, I registered for my room, got a 
couple hours more sleep, then went out to join the convention proper.

Strangely, I saw less of this Worldcon than any other I've ever attended. A.side 
from the opening Introduction, the masquerade, the Banquet, and the Business Session, 
I spent all my time in either the Art Show room or in the huckster room, reading Ben's 
03-each WEIRD TALES for free. I didn't even attend many parties — Tom Gilbert (with 
whom I was sharing my room) and I both have a tendency to tire early, and we're neither 
drinking fans, so the prospects of free booze didn't interest us any. I did try to take 
in the Wine Tasting Session — you don't know how much it hurts me to have to turn down 
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anything free but I still can’t stand the taste of the stuff. Anyhow, though I'm 
sure the Gon must've put on a wonderful program, I can't swear to that fact, even tho 
I was less than a room away for most of the four days. I'll be looking forward to 
reading the various Con reports that're written, so I can see what I missed.

This isn't to say I didn't enjoy myselfJ If I weren't enjoying myself, I'd have 
done something different. As it was, I had a delightful time reading through the old 
prozines and conics in the huckster room, and I nicked uo about 050 worth of material 
tor my collection, mostly books and sone old, mint JEW WORLDS. I was in the H3F Hos
pitality Roon in time to see Wally Weber climbing the chairs and tables in his frantic 
attempt to escape a passionate Katya Hulan. I missed the fight when an attempt by Al 

ey to put ?u^ seve.ral unregistered fans (registrations cancelled in protest over 
the.Breen affair) led briefly to blows, though I understand it wasn't anything really 
serious, and the fans were allowed back in later when everyone had cooled down. That 
was the only unpleasantness over the Breen exclusion, by the way; the rumors of ConCon 
utterly failed to materialize, and there was no widespread ostracism of the Con Coinmit- 

Unf°rtuna-'ely, there were some thefts of paintings and books from the Art Show 
and huckster room; and the fact that it was paintings and books that were stolen would 
seem to prove tnat the thief was a fan rather than any stranger or hotel employee, as 
was thought to have been the case when the ChiCon III Art Show was robbed of money.

The Art Show was a success in several ways. Host of the entries were very good
even those o the neo-fanartists, whose work isn't usually more than crude cartooning. 
Art^ included a lou more than paintings this year; Bon Simpson entered some beautiful 

carvings ana glass etchings, Bruce Pelz did a piece of paste-up pop-art, a couple of* 
Pecpie brought sculpture (including a 5' painted plaster Lovecraftian sea creature by 
Dian Pelz, which was abandoned in the hotel after the Con), Fritz Leiber had some s-u- 
perb mobnes^of astronomical scenes (sone of which illustrated scenes from his book, 
Jie Wanderer;, and the Photo Salon was a success for the first time. In addition to 
the worm by fan artists, there was a large display of original paintings by J. Allan 
d^t Tl T ° n & Tn ?rrouChs ~ the illustrations used as various interiors and 
duot jacket covers on the Tarzan, John Carter, and Amtor books — that Hulbert Burroughs 
brought ’.nth him. All told, this was one of the best Art Shows that's yet been held.

In another way, tne Business Session was one of the worst, or most enjoyable that 
has ever been held -depending on how you looked at it; if you were taking it seriously, 
h^moST Xe STT y°U dT't TH7 Ca^e, 311 the screaninS and shouting was quite

The T 3 uon sites Proved M Problem; London got the World-
con over a gag bid by Bob Silverberg for St. John in the Virgin Islands, and Long Beach 
beat out San Diego for the Westercon. Then the fun started, over two ^o^s to "do 
something to improve the selections of the yearly "Hugo" winners. There've been com- 

f?1’s®veral years now as to details of eligibility — the sane story ’ri.ll often 
! for bot.i Best Hovel and Best Short Fiction; most fans can't read all the

(Fail SafeMe''La^ S * Tn -° ST* V°t9 fairly^ does a ^derline pseud^fantasy 
Laot Year at Ilarienbad") come into the range of our "Hugo" or not- etc 

d, each unknowing of the other's plans, two people presented motions to help’solve 
verson proposed the Convention set up a panel to investigate the 

situation, presenting a preliminary report at London next year and a final rero-t of 
at the '66 'Jorldeon. Harlan Ellison wanted more thL this- he W0°f..ed 

the estaolislment of a "panel of everts", to bo composed of exneriencej fans aSho^ 
and editors, who would make it a point to read every sf story and see everv fnn ’ ’ 
nominated by fans for a "Hugo", and rule as to whether the sfory or nS Is eligible 
to compete or not, and, if so, in which category. Each proposal had JS detained 
adherents, who were soon yelling at the other; fans on both sides (ulus a lot of in- 
foTX^T11^3 tri®d tO anend SaCh notion out of resemblance to its original 
form, and people were arguing over the original motions and over the various nronnqed 
amendments in all sorts of combinations. The Session was ineX XJred bv aTmX 
who was unable to maintain order so that there would be four or five peonle pronosin/’ 

. en menus or calling for a vote at once, and nobody was ever sure as to" what they"we^-e 
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beinr asked to vote on when a vote was called. The climax cane when George Scithers 
called a vote on (I think) Harlan's original motion; before anything could be done, 
Fred Lerner junked and screamed, -“Point of order! I can read lips, you xnow, and I 
saw the Chairman whisper to Scithers to call the question and cut off the debate.
This is a clear violation of the rules of parliamentary debate...•“ Scithers inter
rupted stiffly, -“I rise to a point of persona], privilege. I resent the implication 
that I have been involved in any improper...11 -“Never mind your resenting it,-“ shouted 
somebody in the audience; -“is it true, or isn't it?-“ To my knowledge, that last ques
tion was never answered; somehow or other, things got calmed down, and votes were fin
ally taken. The result: both motions passed, Harlan's to remain in effect until Karen's 
committee issues its final report, at which time presumably more permanent regulations 
will be adopted. So keep your ears open for an announcement as to who the first "panel 
of experts" will be.

11

The auction was a disappointment this year, to me at least. There was some good 
material, but not nearly as much as there has been at previous Cons. This year's was 
nl rm.nt completely composed of manuscripts and fanzines. What art there was was mostly 
sent by Kelly Freas, consisting of some nice interior illos and sone mediocre to poor 
covers; and most of this had a high (for a sf Con) minimum bid. hot that C25 for an 
original Freas cover is asking too much, but sf fans are used to starting at 05 or 010, 
and working up to 050 or 060 gradually; being presented with a. 025 pricetag right off 
the bat stunned a lot of people out of their interest. I don't think there were any 
bids over 040 or 045 this year — though I can't say for sure, since I left the auc
tion early after making sure there wasn't anything I wanted to bid on. The top quality 
item, in my opinion, was the original manuscript to the original version of Fritz Leiber's 
Adept1s Gambit. containing handwritten notes and suggestions by II. P. Lovecraft. There 
were a couple of rather nice Emsh covers, to "Cantata 140" (July F&SF) and "The Kragen" 
(July FANTASTIC); if I didn't already have some better Emsh art, 1 would've bid on them.

The Costume Ball was a little smaller this year than usual, I think, but there was 
no lack in quality in the costumes that did appear. I took a larger part in this year's 
Bal 1. than I generally do; I was one of the judges, along with Cele Goldsmith Lalli, 
Carol Pohl, Forry Ackerman, and ATom. The Ball was well handled, along the lines set 
up at Washington last year: nobody was allowed in the Ball room without a costume or a 
Con nametag, so the fans weren't crowded out by the hotel's mundane guests come tc see 
the show; during the judging, each contestant paraded individually across a stage, so 
there was no chance of the judges missing anybody in costume, and the name of each per
son plus the name of his character was announced so we knew who & what we were voting 
for; and (a new touch I hope they continue at future Con Balls) there was no band or 
music of any sort! The judging itself turned out to be reasonably simple — I think 
we were all sorry that there weren't a few more prizes, so we could've given every cos
tume we liked something; but of the six prizes we awarded, I don't think any of the 
judges was violently overruled in any of his choices. For my own part, I picked out 
three "finalists" in each of the three main categories, and seven for the three "Judges' 
Choice" awards. Though I was overruled on my first choice a couple of times, I never 
had to go outside what I thought were the three best costumes in each category in selec
ting a winner that all vie judges agreed upon. The winners were Earl Kemp, for Best SF, 
Blake Haxam for Best Fantasy, Jon & Joni Stopa for Host Beautiful; and Paul £ Ellie 
Turner, Don Glut, and Dian Pelz for the three Judges' Choices. Other awards I'd like 
to have given if there'd been enough to go around would've gone to Jock Hoot as "Smog" 
— which I thought was the most humorous, though the couple who went as "Judge Crater & 
the Reason he Disappeared" (a beautiful alien girl) weren't far behind; Ron Bounds as 
Tangor, from Burroughs' story; the fellow who appeared as both the Great Lorenzo and 
Bonforte from Heinlein's Double Star (a very well executed costume-within-a-costume); 
Astrid Anderson as Queen Lucy of Narnia; and the woman who portrayed a pallid vampire 
(a nice change from the usual Dracula in full evening dress J: ambassadorial sash); to 
name just a few.

Well, I seem to be out of space, which means this Con report get chopped off short. 
But was that a fannish two weeks, or wasn't it?



One of the less-heralded events of the PacifiCon was the unveiling of the hardbound 
edition of Alva Rogers’ histoiy of the Golden Years of ASTOUNDING SCIENCE FICTION. Tom 
Gilbert, who is apparently a fast reader, offers his views on it:

CONCERNING PURELY
PERSONAL PREFERENCES

by TOM GILBERT

A REQNIEU FOR ASTOUNDING, by Alva Rogers. Chicago, Advent, 1964. 224 p., Ulus. $6.00.

When Alva Rogers’ A Requiem for Astounding was serialized in Viper, many fans praised 
it as th^ history of Astounding. Having never read the original version, I approached 
this book with a great deal of anticipation. I was partly disappointed, not because of 
the book itself, but because of the claims made for it. The publishers assert that it is 
the definitive analysis of the magazine" and that it deserves a place on "research shel

ves everywhere (dust jacket). These are statements that do Requiem more harm than good, 
for they just aren’t true. —------ b '

vastly entertaining to read, but I wonder if it is anything more. Alva 
succeeds admirably in his stated intentions: "...this bock was not written as ... a cri
tical work; rather.it is a nostalgic excursion into the past, an attempt to recall my im
pressions and.opinions of the magazine during most of that time" (p. v). Alva may not 
produce classic prose, but he does have an eminently readable style. His major fault is 
an annoying tendency to tack phrases onto the ends of sentences with semicolons. This 
quibble is overshadowed by.Alva's obvious love and enthusiasm for his subject. However, 
t is that very -ove tnat is at once the greatest virtue and worst fault of Requiem. A 

characteristic of the nostalgic person is his lack of the critical faculty. Alva is en- 
dulging in nostalgia, continually exclaiming "ain't it grand?" and "remember when?" He 
mentions what he considers the better stories and authors, often synopsizing plots in 
great detail. He is concerned with the minutiae that interest most science fiction fans: 
trimmed edges, page counts, title logos, illustrations, et cetera. But the mere act of 
saying a story is excellent and evokes a Sense of Vender—an oft-repeated phrase with 

reaUy comes to grips—does not constitute a "definitive analysis, 
does setting tne demarcations of the "Golden Age" as July, 1939 and December, 1943 ex

plain ^hjr tnat age was golden. Requiem may have some slight value as a reference work 
but not much more than any checklist of stories in Astounding would have. Alva tells hi" 
history essentially from the viewpoint of the average reader. Save for the introduction" 
by Harry Bates and several letters, there is little of the "inside," behind-the-scenes 
alf^noX^^ Jbsl^tz’s articles. The story synopses are essential to the
air of no.tal.ia, but their reference value is slight. The author/artist index is well 
done, out a character index, and much more important, a title index, are lacking, (inci
dentally, how did "Bathurst, Benjamin" insinuate itself into the author/artist index?)

definibive analysis, of Astounding, and I hope the publication 
-"-Lva book doesn’t keep someone from writing it.

Comparison of Requiem with Sam Ifoskowitz’s Explorers of the Infinite emphasizes the 
vo^°»Se^C A116 ^^Phlcol in the entire

oiume K uresy, J. U., p. 220). It’s unfortunate that parentheses instead of brackets 

rather.it


were used for matter interpolated into quotations, but that's a minor cavil. The illus
trations reproduced from Astounding are the sort of thing that books of this sort should 
have but seldom do. Despite the general excellence of the illustrations selected, there 
are still certain unfortunate sins of omission and commission. I will excuse the fact 
that no covers by Cartier, Freas, Emsh, or van Dongen were reproduced; those artists ap
peared after the score of years Alva is emphasizing. However, I find it inexcusable 
that a symbolic cover by Alejandro wasn't included. Instead, a page was wasted on 
Timmins' Hay, 1945 cover, which is utterly undistinguished by any conceivable criteria. 
I am amazed that the covers reproduced are noticeably creased, frayed, torn, taped, and 
defaced; surely Advent could have secured mint copies and didn't have to be so slapdash. 
And why, in photographing the assortment of issues for the dust jacket, were magazines 
included that were reproduced individually? Here was a chance to include many of the 
worthwhile covers that have been otherwise slighted.

Cne of the most impressive aspects of Requiem, besides the plentiful illustrations, 
is the scrupulous research and double-checking evident on every page. I don’t claim to 
be an expert, but I could find only a few errors and omissions, which I'll list for the 
record here:

P. 68: "Trends" was not Asimov's "second published story"; it was his,third. "lia- 
rooned Off Vesta" (Amz., March, 1939) and "The Weapon Too Dreadful to Use" (Amz., Way, 
1939) antedated it.

P. 76: When Alva says that February, 1940 marked Hubbard's return after "better 
than a year's absence," he forgets (or possibly doesn't know) that Frederick Engelhardt 
was a pseudonym of Hubbard's. Engelhardt was present in November, 1939.

P. 117: The bedsheet Astounding in 1942 was not held together by just one staple; 
at least, my copies have two staples.

P. 120: The "new and never again heard from writer" John Alvarez was actually 
Lester del Rey, aka Raymond Alvarez del Rey.

P. 166: When Alva says Canedo's cover could "easily be mistaken for an Alejandro," 
he may be speaking tongue-in-cheek; but those who don't know that Alejandro is Canedo 
(Alejandro Canedo, in fact), might be confused. The index gives cross-references for 
the two names, but I suspect Alva didn't compile the index.

P. 167: Campbell didn't drop the spaceship from the contents page in order to make 
Astounding more mature. He explained the action as follows in "Brass Tacks" (June, 1949, 
p. 150): "I was just a bit tired of that spaceship—but what finally led to its aboli
tion was very simple. The printer lost the ancient and honorable cut!"

P. 202: I don't know why Alva conceals the identity of "Winston P. Sanders." I 
thought he was widely known to be Poul Anderson. [He's listed as such in Al Lewis' an
nual lilDEX TO THE SCIENCE FICTION AND FANTASY MAGAZINES, which is pretty public.__fwp] 

P. 208: "David Gordon" is a pseudonym of Randall Garrett.
P. 213: If shouldn't be listed among the deceased magazines. It may have changed 

publishers, but so did Astounding.

A Requiem for Astounding is a fine, entertaining excursion into the past of science 
fiction. It can be greatly enjoyed on its own level, as Alva intended. Nostalgia can 
make wonderful reading, as it does here; but nostalgia and criticism are two different 
processes. Perhaps Requiem will servo to remind many younger fans that science fiction 
has a history worth knowing. On a more pragmatic level, perhaps the book urnll make the 
anthologists realize that there are many outstanding stories still uncollected. In fine, 
don't miss A Requiem for Astounding.

----  Tom Gilbert

This year's "Hugo" awards went to: Best SF Hovel, Way Station, by Clifford Simak; 
Best Short Fiction, "lb Truce With Kings", by Poul Anderson; Best SF Magazine, ANALOG, 
John^ Cawbell, ed.; Best SF Artist, Ed Emshwiller; Best SF Book Publisher, Ace Books, 
Don Wollheim,. ed.; Best lanzine, AILIA, pub. by George Scithers. Next year, with the 
World Convention in London, will British entries outweigh the American? Join the 23rd 
World SF Convention (02 to Bill Evans, Box 36, Mount Rainier, Maryland, 20322), so you 
can vote for your choices for the "Hugo".
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HITHER, THITHER, AND YONDER #1 — (Zibelman) Good thing you had seven pages in this 
. issue, instead of only six, because you

aren t going.to geo a full page’s worth of credit as long as your margins are 
th^s wide. And with, pica type, yet. Come on, you can get more wordage per page with
out any trouble. Sorry, the word "parenthesis” is itself singular. The ulural is 
parentheses . Not that anybody uses it anymore. The English language has ‘adopted a 

lot ol old Greek and Latin words in the singular, slumping English-forn plurals on 'em. 
to the confusion of most everybody. The Latin plural, for instance, to the Latin word 
index is indices”, but how long's it been since you heard anybody use anything but 

"indexes”? j &

SCIENCE FICTION PARADE — (Woolston) Good show, Stan; I hope you have this much mater- 
+ H _ __ , . ial in the mailings from now on. Speaking as
the feilow who ran this off, I might mention for the benefit of our newer mimeo users 
that you can publish six-year-old stencils without any trouble. When you handed me the 
stencils with the Dollens article, Stan, I wondered, "Good grief, how old are these 
things, anyway?'.' Then I read it and saw that it was written before Sept. 1953 — and 
Id guess that.it must've been stencilled about the same time, too, hm? But, to my 
pleasant surprise, I wras able to run the stencils without any trouble. Another recom
mendation for the use of the mimeograph. Incidentally, why did you wait so long before 
having them run? It hasn't been that long since the last S F PARADE. I haven't seen 

°£ movies, but I'll recommend the original Mummy picture starring
tarloff without any hesitation. It's one of his better movies and, except for the open
ing scenes where his mummy case (not the same as a sarcophagus, I've just disco
vered) is opened, he plays an excellent role as a sinister villain, rather than a cloth- 

^lomPlng poster. See it, if you want to know what a good horror movie was like. 
les, I use plastic "baggies" for most of my sf collection.

it s a goodway for keeping your prozines -- very convenient for holding the ^ix-issue 
ZkXffX ^Si prozines are divided into. Or, if you've just shot $5 on the latest 

‘bo make sure i-fc stays in S°°d condition, a "baggy" is even 
better than the standard plastic book jacket covers that " 
"baggy" covers the entire ‘

the fellow who ran this off,

sinister villain, rather than a cloth-

Besides storing comic,

lecting dust & grime.
- a lot of libraries use — the

book, so you don't even have to worry about the top edge col
Iv collection would be in a sad way without "baggies”.

HALF LIFE —- (Woolston) In regard to missing mailings and 50/ fines, I'd like to be
,. . . J . able handle things the way the SAPS OE does — at his own
discretion, taking each individual case into account. But the N'APA OE has a set of 
StS± S° he.has tO treat *°st cases XZ: He
the 50/^0 a goofoff and will never come through with his zine or
the 504, so I'll drop him right now; but Charlie means well, so I'll give him another
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chance.” Under the Bylaws, all members are equal, so you've got to give the goofoff 
another chance, too, even though you're probably just wasting a copy of the mailing. 
Making it a flat six pages every other mailing or else will be a lot fairer to the mem
bership as a whole, even if it might result in a few individuals being treated a little 
more harshly than is strictly necessary. And if any real injustices occur, a special 
petition can always be presented to rectify matters. 7^ I'm happy to report that tne 
repair work at Edgar Rice Burroughs, Inc. on the original artwork by St. John, John 
Cbleman Burroughs, and Studley Burroughs was generally quite successful. At first 
glance, the damage from the fire a few years back looked pretty severe, but out of ap
proximately 110 drawings and paintings, I'd say that there were less than 10 that were 
really seriously damaged. A few of them were actually burnt and charred in spots, but 
for the most part, the damage was limited to streaking by soot and smoke; and as most 
of the paintings had been covered with a. laquer of some sort, the smoke could be cleaned 
away without any damage to the art underneath. Those of you who were at the PacifiCon 
saw some of this art; I'm sure you'll agree it's a Good Thing it could be saved (though 
only a couple of the pictures at the PacifiCon were the same ones we'd actually cleaned; 
the others were in the same vein, though — mostly St. John black-&-whites).

SCRUNCH — (Weber) You're going to have to get transferred more often, so you can 
write more trip reports. This one's very enjoyable. I wonder, 

though. ..I noticed that you sneakily avoided telling the true story of what happened 
at Kal's after the LAST'S meeting. That's okay, I took care of it for you in FOOF last 
issue...but how many other events of this nature occurred on your trip that you didn't 
write up, either? Were you perhaps mobbed by co-eds in college-town Berkeley? What 
other "Girl Scout activities" took place at Jack Speer's while you were there? Maybe 
we'd better get Ed Vfyman to write his trip report, to make sure the whole truth goes 
on record, hm?

A LITTLE APPRECIATION... — (Trimble) Thank you, Bjo, for pointing out how desirable 
an Egoboc Poll really is. If someone's done 

something you really liked, it’s only fair you let them know about it. I hope that 
this year, a larger percentage of the membership will send in their ballots to let us 
all know what they liked about the last four mailings — and what they want to see more 
of in the future.

SPINA ;/£. — (Thorne) Deadwood is undesirable, true, but it's hard to catch it at the 
start; a high initial fee might scare out the fellow who'd be 

very active once he got used to the N3F and knew what it was about, but who logically 
doesn't want to spend too much getting into a club he as yet knows nothing about. How 
many of us would've joined the N3F in the first place if we'd had to pay several dollars 
more our first year? A better solution might be to have a relatively low initial dues, 
and a higher fee for the following years. This would give everybody a chance to see 
what we're like, and then, if they don't want to do anything, we tax 'em out. (A higher 
fee for the following years for members not active in any of the club's activities, I 
mean.) They'd still be deadwood for the first year, but we can afford that. ft# Check
ing our Bylaws, you'll see that N'APA was established as "a society of publishers, wri
ters, and artisans" in the sf fan field. True, most of us are publishers, but I think 
the non-publishing writers are just as valuable to us as the writing publishers, and I 
favor our present setup along these lines. ft# Nice bit of N'APA faan fiction, but how 
does "John Troumble" come into it? I showed a copy of this to John Trimble. He doesn't 
believe in you. ft# Oog — yes, I think we've all had about all the Esperanto lessons we 
care for. If Ed wants to spend a small space in DUBHE answering you, okay, but I hope 
you haven't set him off filling his entire zine with the same thing he says every time 
somebody asks him that question. To answer you very briefly (in case you get snowed 
under by grammatical rules from Ed), Esperanto is an artificial, would-be "world lan
guage" that had a vogue in fandom in the 1930's, when most fans were very serious about 
being "citizens of the future", and several espoused the cause of the "tongue that would 

15



replace all individual languages, bringing about world unity.1’ ## Well, most of the 
"affection” for the old Shadow mysteries is quite frankly nostalgia, so if you never 
heard the program when it first came out, you can't be expected to feel much affection 
for it now. I'm pretty much a johnny-come-lately to the nostalgia ranks myself; I ne
ver heard any of the original radio programs, but I did manage to get and read a large 
stack of the old pulp magazine a few years ago, so I was to some minor extent an "old- 
timer” when they brought him back just recently. I did hear the original Green Hornet 
many years ago, so when it was revived a few months ago, I was able to listen to the 
first few programs with a fond sense of nostalgia. But after the first glow wore off, 
I decided I had better things to do with my Sunday afternoons than sit around the radio 
and reminisce. The old programs are sort of like cotton candy •— worth getting every 
now and then to remind you of how much you liked it as a kid, but no longer good enough 
to be devoured in immense quantities at every opportunity.

DYNATRON z^21 — (Tackett) Considering how much material Ed Cbx seems to be having in
. . . N’APA lately, he might as well join the apa and get the

mailings for his troubles, ft! An enjoyable SF Quiz; I got 18 out of 20 (pleased smirk), 
Keep 1 era coming. ## I saw King of the World's Edge Ir the stack of old WEIRD TALES that 
Ben Stark was peddling at the PacifiOon; if it’d been less than 4 installments, I might 
have taken tine to read it there. I hope to read all the old WEIRDs someday, but at a 
buck and over per issue earlier than the late 1940's, I'm not about to buy many. I 
wondered aloud in OITA where the *66 Worldcon would be, and Ethel Lindsay says, "You can 
fill in thau question mark for ’66 with the word Vienna..there will be a con there spon
sored by Austrian fandom." (Yes, but will they bid for the formal Worldcon title at 
London,_or just put on a con anyway?) I agree that there's certainly no reason why the 
V^r^d Sj.1 Convention couldn't be held in Tokyo or Buenos Aires; to argue otherwise re
minds me of the somewhat circular logic used by one fan who was explaining to me why we 
couldn't let the Con go to London in '65; a) the Worldcon has always been held (with 
two.minor exceptions) in the U.S., therefore it is not truly a Worldcon but an American 
National Con, and we should rename it to Face the Facts; b) since it is an American Na
tional Con, we can't very well let it go to London, England, can we? I say that it is 
a World Convention, and a few cons in Europe or Asia or Australia to emphasize the fact 
would not be a bad thing. (They might be a bad thing on other grounds, like choosing 
next year's Worldcon site, or keeping the "Hugo"s running smoothly, but that's something

again’) Though personally, I'm afraid I'm going to be selfish and vote for another 
U.S. Worldcon; one I know I can attend. Detroit in '66J

WITDIP SPECIAL $2 — (Pelz) Ity, has it only been 5 months since this game broke up?
. It feels as though it must've been a year at least, or 

more. LASTS interests certainly do come and go at dizzying speeds. I’ll miss Jack's 
press releases; they were the only substantial amount of fannish writing he's done in 
the past year or so. ’

RACHE ^L4 — (Pelz) I hope that character on your cover is just resting his paw on the 
tries drawing it from the scabbard in thee . hilt of his sword; if he____________ o

position he's holding it, he's going to dislocate his wrist. (Unless his anatomy inclu
des some sort of ball-and-socket joint system...) Bucking for Best U'APA Poet? Oka^

don't you get Joe Gibson to do a new cover? Yeah, I borrowed your typewriter"’
two years ago to get out the next issue of SALAMANDER. With luck, I might actually do 
it before you repossess this thing. For real sense-of-wonder science in comic books 
lately, you can't beat Gardner Fox's recent JLA story, in which we are informed that, 
while normal matter plus anti-matter equals an explosion, you can keep back the exclo- 
saon as long as you Squeeze Down on the anti-matter object Real Hard to keep it from 
going oxfin your face. I think Gardner knows better — at least, I hope sc. Inciden

i got another Prlee sheet from a comic book dealer WT/ard Rogofsky,
at th^tn^ C°miCS Just went on sale on the newsstands this week
at the standard 12/, for 75/ each. Are Comics Fans actually buying at these prices?
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GEORGE SC/TEEPS _ _
"The limerick form is complex: / Its contents run chiefly to sex, 

/ It burgeons with virgins / And masculine urgin’s / And swarms with 
erotic effex. "

"What brought that on, Don?" asked the man in black from the other 
side of the aisle.

"Look," said Don, pointing out of the window. "We just passed it 
— that flock of girls, obviously virgins, with a crowd of men chasing 
them. "

"Um, yes," said a large chap with a red beard, ruffling through a 
handful of multicolored papers. "We’re due to be entering a corner of 
Limerick just about now."

"Limerick? On the way from Cloud-Cookoo-Land to Valhalla? Haven’t 
you gotten your schedules a bit mixed?" demanded the dark haired girl 
who was collating at her window seat.

"No, not that Limerick, The Limerick," said red-beard. When the 
girl continued to look blank, he went on: "There’s really no valid his
torical evidence to show the Irish town of that name is connected with 
the verse-form. What we're running through just now is the habitat of 
the verse form in all its — ah — realistic aspects.

"There’s a theory about that Limericks — the verse forms, that is 
— came first, inhabiting outer darkness, when there was nothing. They 
subsequently created the world, inhabitants and all, just for the pur
pose of having someone to appreciate them. Theology aside, however, 
there’s an area up here, right on the main line, where the Limerick 
seems to make its headquarters, so to speak. We’re coming to a town 
now — it’ll be interesting, though a bit — ah — uninhibited."

Sure enough, the big red electric interurban trolley car was ap
proaching some sort of settlement. The quiet rumble of wheels on open 
track gave way to the sharper clatter of wheels on rails set in pave
ment as the car turned along a road.

"Go ahead, Fred," said red-beard, noticing a tall man looking long
ingly at the back platform. "It was only centaur-back-rides that you 
couldn't have any more; George didn't say anything about riding on the 
platform, and you'll get' a better view there."

"Can I go too?" asked another rider, a bouncy youth.

"Okay, Arnold," said red-beard, "but don't fall out." The pair hur
ried to the back, opened the door, and looked at the village street, down 
which the car was slowly rumbling.

A church caught Arnold’s eye; he read the Sunday message from the 
little signboard beside it; "God's plan made a. hopeful beginning / But 
man spoiled his chances by sinning / We trust that the story / Wi 11 end 
in God's glory, / But at present, the other side's winning."

I
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"Is that all — I expected more than tha — oh, good heavens — look!” Fred poin
ted. From out of the front door of the church came two angels, haloes awry, flapping 
their wings to help them along. Right behind came a chap with red skin, horns, tail, 
and a long pitchfork.

The two gawked at the chase, which managed three laps around the church and a 
small extra one around the sign, before a bend in the street cut off their view.

_ The next scene to catch their eyes was a set of four men, sitting around a piano. 
"Kust be composing, " said Arnold.

"Four composers from Havens?" ventured a very massive man who had wandered onto 
the back platform.

"No -- I spotted the sign on the house — they must be Anon., Idem, Ibid, and 
Trad. " said Fred. "Coirposers, songwriters, u poets, it said. "

"Ch, of course," said Arnold. "They wrote much that is morally bad: / Some bal
lads, most chanteys, / All poems on panties, / And Limericks too, one must add."

"And look — here comes another," said Fred. A man in scholarly robes was running 
dovm the street, closely pursued by another, similarly dressed, with a large ink spot 
on his gown. *

."The Reader in Chaucer, named Crown / Spilt ink on the doctoral gown / Of the tutor 
of lit., / ’;/ho said, 'Opus Cit., /------began the massive man; just at that point the 
car passed the running pair.

The pursuing scholar threw a glance at the group watching from the car’s platform, 
screeched, "Verb Adjective Adjective Noun!" and dashed on.

"But I thought Ted Johnstone thought up that one, Bill," said Fred.

. "Well, in a sense I suppose you can say he did," put in red-beard, who had wandered 
back and was looking out the opposite side of the platform. "It is a bit of evidence on 
the theory that the Limericks came first — Oh, here we come to one of the more famous 
landmarks."

The little group turned to that side of the car, and in a moment, a large sign 
hove into view: "Crewe". Below it was a small sidewalk cafg. A large, red-faced man 
was dining; just as «he car passed, he leapt to his feet, turning even redder and wav
ing a ±arge mouse which he had plucked from his stew. A waiter dashed to him, tried 
to shush him.

"Well," said Bill. "I wouldn't have missed that for anything: Said the waiter, 
’Don't snout / Or wave it about / Or the rest will be wanting one too.'"

"There's another," pointed Arnold. "The people of Candlewood Knolls, perhaps?" 
As they watched, a man with a notebook approached a house by the side of the street. 
The door flew open, and a misshapen figure reached out, grabbed the man, and stuffed 
him into an immense chunk of bread. The last thing the watchers could see as the car 
rumbled on down the street was the flourish of a catsup bottle in the creature’s hand.

. "You mean voting for Thor at the polls and all? Ib, I don’t think that's it," 
said red-beard. "It's one of Poul Anderson's: The bold takers of Gallup Polls / Re
port on the habits of trolls: / 97 per cent / Ate the men that were sent / With mustard 
and catsup on rolls."

^Just then, the brakes hissed and the big red car ground to a ponderous stoo. Aed- 
beara hurried through the car, followed by the dark-haired girl and a round-faced youth' 
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with a dachshundy air of stubbornness about him. On the front platform, red-beard found 
the motorman, a man with a diabolically pointed blonde beard, arguing with a young girl 
who was standing out in the street with a petticoat in her hand. Behind her stood a 
small group of elderly people, dressed in severe black, with disapproving scowls on 
their faces.

The girl was talking in a strong Hew England accent; the dachshundy young man mut
tered in the dark haired girl’s ear: "That must be the young girl of Connecticut, / 
<Jho flagged down a train with her pecticut / Which her elders defined / As presence of 
mind / But deplorable absence of ecticut."

Meanwhile, the motorman was telling the girl, "Don't be ridiculous — you couldn't 
get that menagerie in my beard." He turned to red-beard and said, "Seems they've got a 
mess of homeless birds — "

"Yes,^1 see," said red—beard, looking out at a rather forlorn group of birds sit
ting on a oranch nearby. "Only, strictly speaking, it'd be an aviary. Let’s see — two 
owls and a ■wren; four larks, and a hen —— you say they’re looking for their nest, miss?"

Yes," the young girl in the street said. "The poor things have been homeless, 
ever since ---- "

. "Sorry, but they won’t fit in my beard either," said red-beard, stroking his curly- 
haired chin. "Mor Bill's, either," he added, as the very massive chap stepped onto the 
fronu platform. "You wouldn't be thinking of a chap named Blackbeard, would you — 
though, come to think of it, he doesn't have a beard."

The motorman stepped back and whispered to the dark haired girl in the car: "Is 
Walter out of tho way, Dian?"

"Yes," she whispered back. "I wondered why he dived under the seat just as the 
car slowed down, but now I ---- "

Are you maligning poor Walter again*" demanded a man with a drooping moustache 
who had just wanoered forward. ,rJhatever he's done, he's perfectly innocent. I will 
not have his rights trampled upon," drooping moustache went on, about five decibels 
louder. "Even if he admits it ---- "
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"Oh good Lord, John," groaned red-beard. "Here we go again — quick — Scotty — 
get under way." The motorman released the brakes, spun the controller, and the big 
red interurban car ground forward. "Bill — supress John, quick — before he blows 
the gaff complete." Bill wrestled drooping moustache into a corner and sat on him, 
effectively cutting off a high-decibel dissertation on the Bill of Rights and the 
French Revolution.

But it was too late — or so it seemed, for the two owls, the hen, the four larks, 
and the wren had perked up, and were even now spreading their wings. As the interurban 
car rumbled past, accellerating down the village street, they took to the air in close 
pursuit. The notorman shoved the controller around another couple of notches, and the 
whine of the electric motors climbed steadily higher in pitch. The birds would have 
caught the car then, but just then a pelican blundered across their path, sending owls, 
and larks ascatter.

"A marvelous bird is the pelican /---- " began red-beard, but was interrupted by
the dachshundy young man.

”The original version is: A curious bird is the pelican / ---- "

"Oh, get Gordon to settle it," said the dark haired girl. "He's the official 
birdman now — come to think of it, he ought to be doing something ----"

"I am, " yelled a voice from the inside of the car. "dosing the windows. "

"Ummm, yes," said red-beard, slamming the door on the right side of the front 
platform. "Good heavens — just in time, too." He pointed outside; they had almost 
run oyer a large, hungry looking tiger who was carrying a dusky1- lady on his back, and 
the tiger looked distinctly annoyed.

"There's a Latin version of that, you know," said the dark haired girl. "Puella 
Nigrensis ridebat / Cum tigri in dorso vehebat: / Externa profecta / Interna revecta / 
Et risus cum tigri manebat."

Meanwhile, on the back platform, Fred was calmly counting house numbers as the 
car rumbled —— still accellerating —— down the street, "13 — 11 —— ah, there it is 
— i?umber 9, Penwiper Mews — and yes, right on time, " he added as a maid in stiffly 
starched costume burst from the front door, obviously screaming, though they couldn't 
hear her over the noise of the electric interurban. "She's running with the news / In 
a box for the bread / They've just found a head / And nobody seems to know whose."

"Hey, Fred," called red-beard. "How about the birds chasing us?"

"Luh? On, the birds." Fred took a long look back, "The hen's gone now, but the 
owls and larks are sti2.1 coming. "

"’.Thy are you worried about the birds — we've got the xdndows closed," said 
"By the bucket — look — the man from l*ent — and look what he's doing!"

Arnold.

Just then, the car turned a curve, swung off the street, and sped across an open 
field towards the woods. The figures Arnold was pointing at, at the edge of the field, 
were soon out of sight.

"The larks and all can't do much," explained red-beard, "but the owls, working 
together, could shake the trolley pole off the wire, and then we'd be stuck well, 
maybe not — we have outrun the tiger, haven't ure?"

"Ho," said Fred. "It's still with us."

"Why didn't you say so?"

20



"You didn’t ask — but we're gaining on it now."

The car was in the woods now —
side and swung around a gentle curve

and a few minutes later, it broke through the far 
to follow a well-ballasted line along the ocean.

"Dann it all — we're going too fast to see anything now," grunbled Arnold. "I 
thought I spotted Daphnis and Chloe back there in the woods ---- "

"'For the tenth time, dear Daphnis,' said Chloe, / 'You have told me my bosom is 
snowy. / You have made such fine verse on / Each part of my person; / Nov; do something, 
that's a good boy.'" put in Don.

"Well anyway, they were going at it, with a circle of flowers sort of watching 
'em ---- " said Arnold.

"Waybe it's: Concerning the bees and the flowers / In the fields and the gardens 
and bowers; / You will note at a glance / That their ways of Romance / Haven't any re
semblance to ours," suggested Fred.

"Sounds more — Oh, look," said Arnold — this time there was a box of plumbers' 
tools on the beach, and just beyond ...

"You know, that's been translated into Latin, French, and German," said Fred, as 
they watched the scene diminish behind them.

"Translations be damned," said Arnold. "Couldn't we stop and explore?"

"Heavens no; the whole territory is Breenmarked," said red-beard. "You never know 
what you'll run into — I mean, if it':s the lady of Spain, you'll just get worn out in 
a — ah — pleasurable way. But what if you should run into the old whore from Dakota?"

"Huh?"

"There was an old whore from Dakota / Who maintained an immoral pagoda;" explained 
red-beard patiently. "The walls of the halls / Were hung with the ---- "

The speeding car dashed across a small arm of the ocean; the roar of the car on 
the bridge drowned out red-beard for a feh words.

"/---- of the fools who'd bestrode her," red-beard finished.

"Yeah, I see what you mean," said Arnold. He glanced ahead, along the beach. 
"Hey — what's that we're coming to — it's, it's like ---- "

Red-beard locked out of the side window. Ahead, a great, shimmering arch curved 
up from the beach — up — up — and into the sunlit clouds, it was colored as a rain
bow is, but no rainbow had that shimmer and sparkle, nor that combination of ethereality 
and solidity; it was like nothing that ever was nor will be, but — "Eifrost Bridge, " 
whispered red-beard. "It's almost enough to make you give up Jehova for the Aesir."

Air hissed, and the big red car's brakes slowed it as it rumbled closer to the base 
of the great arch of the Bridge. There was a transfer stop ahead, and a little car 
waited for them there — a car with a dozen great white horses already harnessed, ready 
to go.
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R HAD AHEAD
One of the complaints made about the "ZIugo" system is that there is so much science 

fiction appearing that nobody has a chance to read it all, and therefore it is by no 
means certain that the winners are truly the best in the whole field. Presumably, there 
is time enough once the final nominees appear for any fan to read those nominees and se
lect what he thinks is the best among them. Still, it would be better if fans had a 
fairly large knowledge of the field before the nominations closed, so that they would 
have a firmer foundation on which to base their voting, and which might ensure that more 
votes would be cast — too many fans tailing the attitude of, "Well, I don’t know what 
all was good last year and what wasn't, so I'll skip the nominating and just vote on the 
final ballot when it comes out." Dare votes in the preliminary nominating will help to 
make sure that the final choices are all good stories, and that no poor candidates get 
on the final ballot through a large block voting of a minority group of fans. To help 
prepare the way, I intend to present now what I think are some of the best representa
tives in each "Hugo" category, so that, if you haven't read them, you'll have a chance 
to do so before the nominations for the 1964 "Hugo"s are opened. These are all personal 
choices, of course; if you disagree with any of them, you're free to ignore them and 
nominate something else. Similarly, if you have any personal favorites that I've missed, 
I hope you'll mention them so that I'll have a chance to read them before I make up my 
mind. I know the year isn't over yet, but it's never too early to start gathering" in 
evidence.

Last year, there were no clear-cut nominees for Best Science Fiction Hovel, and 
nobody was sure what might appear on the final ballot until it was published. This 
year, there are already three strong candidates for the award, with some very good 
followups. Fritz Leiber's The Handerer (Ballantine) is, in effect, an end—of—the—world 
story, even if the world doesn't actually reach the drastic extreme. In this book.

(or The

Fritz is attempting to do more than just present an action story,- he's trying to create 
a mood piece. The result is a bit more chaotic than the usual novel, as the narrative 
switches from one viewpoint to another, but the mood Fritz was aiming for comes throu h 
strongly, and the result is not displeasing. Fobert Heinlein's Farnham's Freehold (IF: 
Putnam) has been proclaimed by fandom as his best work since Starship Ireonerg (or The 
Door Into Summer, by those who didn't like St arshin Topers). It seems to be generally 
felt that the. ending was a little weal:, but that hasn't stopped most fans who've read it 
from being qui ,e pleased by i■. I don't suppose I have to worry about this one beinr 
neglected by fans; whether they like it or not, nobody skips over a Heinlein novel! " 
.Jhile I haven't read it yet, Edgar Pangborn's Davy (St Martin) has already rotten enough 
enthusiastic reviews that I feel I'd better include it here. It's also been called by" 
some the biggest disappointment of the year, so it may be the most controversial of this 
year's nominees. Described as -Ua boy's growing up in a post-atomic war civilization^, 
it's been called "J. D. Salinger 500 years in the future". Dark horses that should at 
least be considered for the final ballot include two very enjoyable novels by John 
Brunner; To Conquer Chao_g (Ace), and Tho 'Jhole 1 km (Ballantine). The first of these 
is ar excellent act on story, set after Earth has been decimated by a plague brought 
bad from the stars, when a hardy explorer from eno of the neo-feudal communities tries 
1° re-Gftablish contact with the rest of the world and find out just what happened.
112 Jhole man tells of a cripvle with strong telepathic powers, vB is educated into 
using them to heal the mental illnesses of others, but who has to discover for himself 
whether he can use them to solve his personal problems. Generally a social-nsychologi- 
cal novel, it conta ns one very fine sword-c:-sorcery seouence. H. Beam Piper's The 

quite as good as its predecessor, Little Fuzzy (which didn't van 
he uugo cither), but it still qualifies for the earlier book's cover claim as "the 

most de_ightful book of the year". Don't lot the atrocious cover illustration and blurbs 
Uron Avon; scare you away.

That's it er now. Hore next time. Mio do you like for Best Short Fiction?


