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LAMONT CRANSTON

Wells clutched thé new briefcase in handé“that sweated, and watcBga
with 111 concealed pride the sign gainter. The man was Just putting

the finishing touches on the word "President". The "Vice" stood comp-
lete beside it.:

After the last flakes of gold leaf had been brushed away, Wells
opened the door end walked 1ln.

He hung up his hat and put the briefcase squarely in the center of
the huge polished desk, He looked around the office and a slow smile

spread over his face,
' With a subdued whoop he dropped Into the chair that had taken him
8ix years to earn.

"Anybody home? Or, do I have to salaam and kiss the hem of thy Ivy
League now?"

"yockol" Wells shouted and rushed to the door. The two men stood
shaking hends and poupding each other on the back. "I'd begun to think
that VPs 11ved in solitary s Wells said,

"I waen't sure you'd speak to the rést of us pen-pushers, Jocko
laughed, '

SIf I don't I'm golng to be awfully lonely," Wells said.

"You ecan afford to be lonely in the office—with that girl. of you-
rs walting for you evenings." Jocko winked broadly.

"You may be right", Wells smiled, "you may just be right."

"Don't let all this power go to your head," Jocko bowed his way out
of the door.

Power, thought Wells, and laughed to himself. There was little
powsr and less work to belng o VP than to being just one of the pen-
pushers, By ten o'clock he was finished and lounged back in his cheir.
thinking about lunch. He might just ask Viv;gn to marry him., Betwegn
the martinis and the salad, )

Suddenly he smapped his fingers and hurriedly went to the door. He
peered into the hall and surveyed the situation. Satisfied at the '
emptiness of the corridor he closed thec door and returned to his desk,
There he opened his brisfecase and removed a dirty manila envslops.
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From the ¢nvclope he took the latest HYPHEN and 4'BaS, For scy-
eral minutees hc just thumbed through the two and sav ored the clever
atmosphere . If only there weas another fan that he could telk co.
Share his cnthusiam with; maybe tie onc on togcther,

Admiring Atom's druwings and Racburn's writing made him hungry for
that staple of the fan's dict, cgoboo.

c'd put out three issues of FLARE, a rother limited personal
opinion fanzine, '
- It had been hard work. He was thoroughly conversant with sines,
-co-s8ines, quatrants, and radil, but when it came to the mysteries of
the mimeograph, stencil, ink, 201b versis 161b, postal rates and such
1like, he had to start his education from scratch.

The first issuc had been the hardest, and yct it had bcen rather
well receivsd,

Willis had averred that 'he had promise', ina letter, of course.,
Walt being much too prudent a fan to step into print, with anything so
brash, Madle had mentioned in his pro column that hé had rcceived a
copy of FLARE, and listed such important items as the editor's name
and address, Bloch slso went this far,

Ted White had called him 'fuggheaded', Scan Hitchcock had used
two pages and thres languages. to lament the pedantic tone of FLLRE, and
the waste of paper, Amelila Pamberton dissected his ten pages in two
lines, neither of them favoreble,

The second issus of FL4RE had been better, Hb'd used twcnty pound
paper and stuck to black ink on white paper. He'a carefully waded thr-
ough his verbage and weeded out all six syllable words. As an experi-
ment in art, and following in thc footsteps of no lcss & personage.
'than Andy Young, he'd included several grmphs to 1llustrate his lead
article: "Impossibilitics In Some Of SF's Favorite Engineering Feats",

- There had been a great deal more comment on the second issue.

‘Robert Bloch had said, "Wells does write English, correct English,
a thing rarc these days, but I must admit ‘I haven't figured out what
‘he's talking about. Maybe Oxford will put out & translation.' -

‘ Madle: FLALRE numbcr two arrived today. Se.me editor and address as
last issue.

) Tcd White, in ZIP. combincd with STHLLAR combined with NULL F merged
vith GAMBIT, sald, "This Fugghead Wells is just the type of fan we
don't want in Fandom. f he'd just send his ten pages blank and let
someone like Archie Mbrcer £111 it with jazz talk, Fandom would be

‘better off," .

: Bob Pavlet compared him with Dr. Bearlecs,

Sam Moskowltz drew intcresting parallsls with early and unknown
- fans who had flourished in 39 and 40, .

Amelia Pecmberton said, "There is something wrong with my mail ser-
vice, I received issuc numbcr two of FLLGRE., :

Ron Bennett admitted that Wells' matcrial wasn't mainstream, and
perhaps his rcpro could stand a bit of improvement.,

John Berry scnt him a story.

Walt Willis scnt a long, serious letter in which he gave many
helpful pointers and lead him to believe that nothing succecded like
success and the only way to achleve that was to keep filling the maills
witg gLnREs. He didn't say that FLORE was the bright spot of his fan-
nish day.

Dcan Grennell mentioned a new light in the fannish firment. He
didn't name FLLRE outright.

(continued on page 6)
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A YEAR AGO THE FOLLOWING ITEM CAME TO ME WITH THIS NOTATION:
‘ Handcrafted Exprcssly for :
Chick von Derry, Esq.,

DEAN
GRENNELL

I'3 never eaten there before but the schedule had got shuffled about
and I was hungry and thcy had a big sign in front saying, with simplc
eloquence : HAMBURGERS. 806 I bellied up to the bar and ordered a cou-
ple hamburgers.

Soon came & couple chunks of ground beecf that must have pretty well
ruined an centire stecr. Rather than the customary round buns they were
leminated bctween massive slabs of unbakerish-loocking bread.

"It's homemade bread," the barmaid/weitrecss/proprictoress (?) inforw
med me. "We mekc it oursclves. You 1ikc the bread?"

Wcll, it would takc morc boorishncss than I ordinarily got to say no
and as a mattcr of fact, I did 1like the brecad. I admittcd as much,
though cautiously.

"It should be good," she sald, complaccntly. "We don't put no cmbal-
ming fluid in that bread. No, sir."

A hefty wedge of homcmadc bread, sans cmbalming fluld, nearly choked
me off in mid gulp. Purplec-faced and sputtering, I sluiccd it down
with Coca-~Cola.

"How about potassiunm perrenganate?” I asked, "Nonc of that, either?”

"I don't know what that is,” she said. "But all thc bakeries put
cmbalming fluld in thcir bread to keep it fron spoiling but wec don't
usc any in our bread,"'

I doggcdly finished the hamburgere, but my heart wasn't in then.
Therc 1s a sort of information you'd be just as happy for not knowing
about. I rccall that whecn we were down along thc Tcxas/Mexican border
during the war we werc nmuch fond of a Mexican beer called Carta Blanca
«s..up until the tinc one enterprising afficionado got clear down to
Monterrcy on & threc-day pass and visitcd the brewery where they made.
the stuff. ‘ ,

Telling about it later, he still secmed a 1ittlec shaken. "Jeczst,"
he muttcrcd, "The stuff in the vats was solid black on top; anyhow an
inch decp with those hg$e Mexlcan flics...floating there...dead......
rotting.....STINKING..."
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The Carte Blanca pcople lost a lot of good customers right about then.

I imagine the ingredlent in baker's. bread that she was refering to
was calclium proplonate. Norman G, Browne vieitcd us in 1953, at a
time when he was working for a bakery in Edmonton., &4t that time we had
standardized on "Milk Bread" from the local 4&P store. We kind of
liked 1t and I asked him what he thought of it., He picked up the loaf,
looked at the label, shuddcred faintly and muttercd something about
having calciunm propionate in it and the Canadian government not allow-
ing them to put that stuff in brecad. I didn't press the point.

I couldn't say, offhand, if calclum proplonate is an ingredient of
¢mbalming fluid. I remcmber, in a fapazinc long ago, I nadc soce pass-
ing mention of something being "about as funny as a quart of embalming
fluid." Eney happily pounced on the rcrark and sald that if you had
the proper kind of graveyard humor & quart of cmbaloing fluid was
funny, what with all the "cigarctte-type advertising on the label."

I had to agree with him, & few years . LBON
latcr, when I wae measuring up & funeral NS/ T
home for an air-conditioner and I went R \4’5;5 '“
through oné room stacked high with cases ; '~ o | K
of the stuff, I remembcr onc carton T Al A

triumphantly labclled on the outside TR l
with the proud words:

"’.fl’./ ’ ‘}'@?{ " ;
"ANOTHER CASE OF THE MOST EXPENSIVE EMBALMING FLUID},,;JN_;T@@: WORLDL"

)

So I had to concede that Richard Harris Eney was right again. It is
& funny thing but we always seem to come around to the same viewpoint,
Eney and I. We had a mannerly set-to on ecology once and he gallantly
awarded me the decision-——which about squares ue off. OQutside of those
two instances, I can't remeumber a thing he's said to which I could
take exception and if he objected to anything I said he kcpt quict -
about it.,..an_act so unensylan as to preclude its possibility.

,WQST%Agﬁ o - Bhooting off on another tangent (in

| order to conform to what Ncedham calls
yﬁig "Grennsll's insufferably rambling writing
. o T style"), I usually sketch a very roughly
P !/(Q S ~ doodled layout of & building's floor—
' sz plan, jot down the dimensions, then draw
/ ‘\\ 1t up to scalc later when laying out the
ductwork, sizing the units, ctec, .

I roughed in the outlinss of what the morticians euphenistically refer
to as the "preparation room," busied nysclf with something else and
gave Arnold, the dealer for whom I was designing the job, ny tape nea-
- sure, "Run in there, get the length and width and tell me how many

windows," I told him, He carmc back looking pale and queasy with the
info on a slip of paper, "He's got an old lady on the tablc in therec!"
he whispered, "It gives me the creeps, a place like this,"' "I figured
he had & customer in there," I told him. "That's why I aent you in."

Mercifully , we didn't know it at the time, but within about a year
the guy had 4rnold in there, probably on the same tablec., No wonder it
gave hinm the crecps, poor guy. o

Therc was a time in the latter fortics when we "took from" the Omar
man. This 1s not a firm of tent-makers but a sprawling chain of bak-
¢rics, They lodd their various products into fleets of red, panel- -
body trucks and hawk then from door to door. 48 they seen to see 1t,
thelr objective is two-fold: To put out products with an emmense
anount of cye-appcal to initiate mexirun lmpulse~buying and to nmake a
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great deal of money. ‘ »

Give them credlt, they do quite well at it. I remember various times
when I'd be home as the Omar driver came to the door and I was even
more vulnerable to the stuff than Jean was. I could never resist those
luscious, succulent-looking packete of a dozen rolls, with their snowy,
powdered-sugar frosting and their little ruby inlays of cherry jam in
the center of each one, And if he could, the driver always tried to
place a loaf of the bread in your hand., Once your fingers felt that
gloriously limp softness, your salivary glands started to spurt like
0ld Falthful gone berserk and you bought like a starving Armenian.

It was a different matter, though, when you got inside and started to
eat it., The frosting of the rolls had a consistancy like cold cream
mixed with calcimine, The jam was a sticky, cloying horror but what
was worst was the doughy gookum undsrneath, ‘

You know this stuff they call styrofoam. They make toillet-tank flo-

AT ats out of it, and cut-out Sante Clauses
/Jfff S at Christmas time and all sorts of giz-
o Q ﬁ'wg 4 mos as well. Imagine a spscial variety

of styrofoam with a consistancy suffic-

/
: P
.
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lently yilelding to be bitten off and

chewed., You got a perfect description
. of any Omer bakery product with the
N,

Jas ! gossible exception of their do%§h¥uts,
whlch give the impreesion of belng styrofocam stewed in cast-o at

from a soap factory. The revolting bit was the fact that by the time
you'd gagged it down, when the guy came again you forgot all about ths
disillusionment and were all set to go off on another impulsive bread
binge. Lord, wot foole us mortals is. ‘ :

Finally we gave Omar the heave-ho, partly because of the stark ined-
ibllity of his wares, partly due to his cute habit of coming when no-
body was home and dumping the whole porch full of whatever wasn't
moving that particular day., If you questlioned his wisdom in doing this,
he would explain that he'd figured you'd
be wenting 1t so he left it.

From Omar we progressed to "Wonder Bread"
~—named, presumably, because you wonder
~anybedy buys the stuff, After Omar bread
1t tasted like ambrosia, Then they started
emblazoning cach loaf with the legend:

" HOWDY DOODY'S FAVORITE BREAD!" and I
figured be-dammed if I was going to eat the same bread as a blasted
puppet so we swltched to the A&P Milk Bread aforesaid.

I sometimes get the impression that there is a distinct parallelism
between Omar baked-goods and certain of the contemporary science-fict-
lon periodicals. You pick up & copy off the stands and there is the -
same irrational feeling that never in all time has there been so dele-
ctable a morsel as this. The cover makes you want to plump down, g
cross~legged, on the floor and read it right there. You leaf through,
noting the intrulging interior 1llo's and drooling over the enticing
squibs put at the head of cach yarm by a crafty editor....stuff likes

o The 1lives of all thc beings in a galaxy hung by a thread .- 'S
§ ég and the grilk-palsied fingers of a grounded space-pilot { e’
{ézj_fidgeted with the lmot. Could the blonds, curvaceous 54wy
Beulah make him see that, after all, humanity was worth ¢ 3%
the trouble? :

So you plank down your dime-and-quarter and you teke it away to read,

only to find that the tempting camouflage of illo's and blurbs conseals

D
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a pot-pourrl of trite hackwork and you begin each story in turm, read
& few paragraphs, a page or three, and finally put 1t away to finish
later. But you hardly ever do becausr in the meantime you've found
another mag on the stands and goshwowboyohboy, it looks so interesting
and you can hardly wait to read it so wou buy it and.....cycle, ad
Anfinitum, ad nauBeUMesveeeveccoons

(Death Before Dinner) x} E E4ﬁ’D

Well, he'd put out & third issuc. On this onc he'd staked his who-
le future as a fan, If 1t got a good reception hc d continue, If it
didn't, well, Vivian didn't kmow about fan%om, he'd decided not to tell
her until he had been accepted.

- He didn't think about not succeeding, Fandom had come to be a very
lmportant +thing to him. .

He roused from his musing to find that it was noon, Lunch. ILunch
with Vivian.:

As he shrugged into his Harris Tweed he concecded that he had come
a long way. A very long way from those days at college when he's pre-
ssed pants to get his degree. From a tenament deliquent to Viece Pres-
ldent of one of the largest Enginecring firms in the country.

Not given to vanity as a rule he couldn't help being proud of his
Buccess, He boasted very little, and then only to himself, but his
eyes 1it up when he opened the door of his Merccdes SL300 and got in.

Vivian was striking and she knew it, She held her 36-24-34 figure
erect and here cyes twinkled as she saw Wéll s admiring appraisal,

Likc 1t," she smiled,
- If there arc better curves, I haven't found thcm," he said.
"I do believe that I could call that a proposal," Vivian said,
: and an honeet one at that." ‘
It s possible, shall we discuss it further over dirnmert"
"Oh, I accept now," she 1aughcd "I'm taking no chances with your
wiggling out before dinner.,"
"I haven't made it official, yet."

All the remainder of the aftermoon he basked in thﬁ glow of his
good fortune.,

He tooled the Mercedes smoothly through trafflc with almost no
awareness of what he was doing. He parked. In the lobby of hls apar-
tment house he unlocked +the mail box,

He shufflcd through the mail and extracted one envelope. Well, he
thought, I have arrived. He tore open thc expeunsive envelope that con-
tained an invitation to Qoin the most exclusive sociecty of englneers,
He muttered to himself, Okay, you old snoba, I might take you up on

it...in my own good time,"
' In the apartment he layecd out hils cvcning clothes and ran & tub of
hot water.

His feet propped on the foot board of the bed and his head on two
pillows, Wells proceeded to peruse the rest of the mail, It was with
a certain amount of anticipation that he opencd the first envelope.
Flare threec had been mailed out a month. It was time he heard some-
thing, one way or the other,

He shook the enve10pe and out tumblcd IMAGINATION. He rapldly th-
umbed through to Bloch's column and read it through. He found Flare
on the last page of the columm. ‘

From the sccond envelope came PLOY, and Mr. Bennett also mentioned

him. .
(continued on page 12)
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Stubble....fourf days growth. He knew that well
eénough. Back in Oakville he didn't need to
shave too often,

He looked around, saw his shotgun nearby.

Rabbits. ' ‘

That was it. He'd been trying to shoot rabbits when.....

"What the hell am I doing here?" He tought, but he didn't seem
exclted, In fact he was strangely calm...his mind was icy cold...
Everything was green. A square room, sort of plastic wall...and the
stuff he had been lying on, was it...dried seaweed? Lookecd like seca-
weed, He felt it with his fingers....hummmm.....

Shooting rabbits? Yes that was it. He'd crouched behind the bush
and ralsed his shotgun....at the samec time he'd heard the peculiar
Whine behind him...behind the hills...and then the cracking of dried
tWiss and thenoo.oand then-ooﬁn :

No doors or windows to the cell...just a green haze where the ceil-
ing should be....



And vhat was his name? Think...think...Roy...that's it......R0y
++.,20nd vhy had they lcft his shotoun?

4nd who wcre thoy?

He got up, stretehed,..yawned., e felt good....vVery good...strong..
the muscles flcxed under his thin shirt.

Then hc heard the nolse.,ibuzzing...like thc noisc from the hives
his father had in the garden..ee...

He broke the shotgun, saw the cartridges were not thers.,.he snapp-
€d it shut, held the shotgun by the twin barrels, slung the butt over
his shoulder,

"Step foreward,"

ﬁe sgepped forcward,

Walk"

He walked.

He walked...through a dark space that suddenly revealed itself in
the wall...and still the buzzing, getting louder.

The shotgun held like a club, he slowly moved foreward...he secmed
to be in & tunnel...a dark green tunnel...a long tunnel...or maybe it
wasn't so long...it secmed to him that although he was striding fore-
ward now, the tunnel was rushing toward and past him....

It secmed that way.

But he didn't think it was strange...what was the expression?e....
conditioncd.ises.?

Suddenly there was & chamber...large...circular...but still green.
..and the girls to his left...a lot of girls...white...dark...yellow..
2ll young...all fine physical specimens...and they looked at him.....
he was the only male,...he counted them...one..two...five...seven.....
ten...fifteen...twenty...thirty...more...and they secmed unconcerned
too...funny...very funny...?

And then.."Foreward" and he looked foreward and saw the..th€ee....
octopus...well...lt wasn't an octopus, but it reminded him of oné....
not tentacles but a pulsating mass of...of...well, and a large green-
blue head with saucer-sized eyes..,and it was on & bed of seaweed..if
1t was seawsed.

"Look at me"...and he looked. -

The thoughts came to his head and he didn't think 4t unusual and
he knew he hadn't eaten for days but he wasn't hungry...just curious
sliﬁhtly curious...he was conditioned.

You are here for experiments"...oh...?...he gripped the barrels of
his shotgun and flexed his muscles,.. ' ‘

"Physical experiments"...and he placed his feet wide apart and bent
sliﬁhtly foreward., : :

Reproductive experiments”...oh..?..2and...well...the girls were
young and attractive,...he eased the shotgun on his shoulder slightly
.+.and hell...I'm the only male...and say, they're beautiful...and
they're looking at me....I may be conditioned, but this isn't so bad
eooNO 8ir,...1t could be worse...omouch worse.,... ,

"Not with them, with...," and he didn't Xnow what the last word was
but he turned right and saw several octopi...for want of a better name
and they were bigger and fatter...and thén he knew...and screamed and
swung the shotgun round his head and leapt forewarde.cirivesescescsnsce
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You are looking at the last
1ssue of Gallery that anyone
is 1likely to see for a long
time (no cheers, please);

perhaps the final issue.

The foregoing is a statement quite common in the fanzine world. It

. usually hearlds a siege of gafia, This 1s not strietly the order of
events in this case, however, ~

Gallery had its inception four years ago, following a very pleasant
and stimulating four days visit by Pam and Ken Bulmer. '

Due to some very original and logical salesmanship, Pam wheeled me
into joining OMPA, The first issue of Gallery was the result; with
material by Ken, Bob Pavlat, and myself. _

For two years it grew and it prospered. A rcgular colum by Pavlat
material by John Berry, D.A. Grennell, H. Werner, A,F, Rlend, G. Met~
zger, etc. In fact Gallery has the considerable honor of being the
first zine to publish Metzger~drawings. ' o :

'THEN CAME THE RECKONING. Between numbecr 8 and 9 over six months
€lapsed. Bctween 9 and 10 there has been over a year, Obviously this
is a bilt irratic for a quartcrly. While GRUE can gct away with it, I
know that Gallcry cannot. v '

I pride myself that Gallery steadily improved. So improved in
fact, that even maintaining the prescnt lewvel, will be virtually lump-
osglible for the next year or so. In view of %his I am retiring the
title for the time being. , ,

: Betwcen working two jobs, answering half of my mall, trylng to do
gsome work on the CAPICON committéc, and about a million (conscrvative
esitmate) other things, there lsn't time to do & deccent job.

The last 1ssuc of Gallery wasn't all I wanted it to be; this issuc
isn't cxactally what I had in mind either,

I was doing & little research into the matter of mimeographs that
would be ideal for the needs of fans., I set up certain standards by
which to judge the various makes now on the market. I compared only

t%e cheaper models, since it is well known that fans are eternally 1n
straitentd monetary circumstances, Lack of time prevented me from

writing up my findings. But this I can say. The Gestetner, for all
1ts wonderous advanteges ‘

isn't thebest buy, :
fanwise, In new mac-
hines, the A.B., Dick
model 416is by far
the best bet. In the
matter of forglign

m& chines, the Roneo
1s a really excellent
buy, and you can have
& choice of either
8ilk scrcen or fluild
ink operation; nice.
‘ One 1ittls tip,
if you wa nt a used -
machine go to &
.vd"‘aler of a R
compchitive make,
they either smash
up other brands, or
sell em dirt cheap.

(Con't. page 12)
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It was one hell of & dump. But it had a bar “which was’ good and I
%ouldn t see any sign of a television set or radio, which was even bet-
er,

The bartender raised his eyebrows when I explained how I wanted it
mixed., "You must have troubles, bud, "

"Plenty. Damed Mars expedition,”

I should have kept quiet, because he looked harder at me for that
blaephemous remark, and recognized me., "Say, aren't you, the guy who-="
"Yeah, I'm the guy who, and I came in here bhecause it's the only
place I could find whers people aren't talking about Mars or listening

to news about the expedition. How about cooperating?

He stared at me as I gulped down the drink. "Sure. I didn't know
you were still touchy--"

Someone slapped me on the back before he finished. I Jumped like a
frightened cat, Pete was grinning at me. Behind him was an enormous
fellow with bright red hair‘ stooped shoulders, and thick glasses., I
blinked The drink shouldn't bs effective so quick.-

"I hope you didn't mind me following you down here, Mark," Pete
sald before I could flare up at him. ~Ivan hers heard that you were in
town and he's always wanted to meet you.,

Ivan stuck out a huge hand mine was lost in his grip, before I had
time to say goodby to it. Mark WEgner Ivan's first words removed
all doubts about his identity.

"wi, Ivan," I said, tugging at my hand until I'd worked it loose.

"lets form a club."

Pete was grinning at the barkeep. "Just think, man, you're looking
at the only two men in the world who ever 1anded on Mars. Up to this
new expedition, of course."

"Pipe down! The words sounded odd, in Ivan's Russian accent, but
_their message got across, He took two giant steps toward Pete and the
barkeep, which helped to put across his point. The shut up.

'I was wondering," I van said to me a little later over fresh drinks,

"Did your American newapapers print the truth about what happened to
you, or did they lie 1like Pravda did about me?"

They didn't exactly lie. They were just trying to save face for
the government," I told him. "The newspapers said that I landed on
Mars but malfunction of equipment prevented accumulation of useful in-
formation, end quots."

Ivan belched, then emitted a rapid string of Russsian syllables,
"That's what they sald about my trip. It amounts to the same thing as
your long words, Stupid govermment. Oh, how stupid! How glad I was to,
get out of Russia as my reward for keeping silent about the stupidities

"You might as well have stayed there," I told him. "This country's
Just as stupid. Imagine, sending me to Mars without any insturments to
record data, Jjust because humanitarian old women wanted the first inter-
planetary traveler to have plenty of room to move around the spaceship
and because some of the Pentagon boys thought & human observer would be
more trustworthy than insturments.,”

|0
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"Bah! that is nothing, compared to the stupidity of the Kremlin.
Can you conceive it, building a spaceship for me in which there was not
even & window out of which I would look, nothing but dlals and gauges
and flashing lights from which I was supposse to report conditions on
Mers. All this because someone at the‘tog believed that insturments
are infallible, humdn senses are fallible!"

We ordercd fresh drinks. Both Pete and the bartender had gone out
of the room, apparently wanting to hear if that report on the findings
of the new expsedlition had been released. At least we could talk freec-
ly. I asked Ivan:

"Were those rumors that I heard truc? A4bout what a silly thing
happened that mede your trip usclessg}"

Ivan wiped at his checks, Real tears were flowing down, Slavic tears
of imposing dimensions. "Da,. You see, I was strappcd down during the
entire trip, like Ilaika, with automatic devices fceding me, eliminating
wastes, even massaging me., This permittcd the maximum number of mech-
anical devices in the spaceship. Above me and at my sides were those
endless rows of dlals, guages, lights. While on Mars I was to read off
their actions to the recording device, On my return I would be & hero
of the people. 4And on the takeoff acceleratlon, my glasses slipped
from my face. They floated around the cabin all during the trip and
finally landed on ths floor when I landecd on Mars. They were two feet
away, but I could not rcach them, strapped helplessly as I was, I am
so very far sighted, I could sce only blurs where the dials and guages
were, I could not even dlstinguish the 1little light that was suppose
to show me when to talk into the recordsr,” Ivan bent closer and shook
his head sadly. "You know, I heard rumors that you also had an accid-
ent, But I sce that you do not wear glasses, so that cannot be." '

"Oh, I switched to contact lens when I got back from Mars,” I told
Ivan. "I'm nearsighted, so I dldn't nced my glasses during the trip.

I spent a lot of time swinging around that weightlcess cablin for cxerclsac
during the trip, and I smashed them when I bumped my hcad against them,
So when I got to Mars, I sat at that damned window and saw some things
moving around outside that might have been living things or sandstorms,
and I spotted some objects in the diestance that might have bcen bulld-
ings or high rocks, but everything was so fuzzy that I might as well
have stayed home,"

We both cocked our cars, There were chccrs floating through the .
door. Apgarently the new expedition had been successful., "Of course,"
I said, "in a way, I suppose it was for the best. It taught Washington
and Moscow that you mustn't put all your trust in cither men or mache
ines, when therc 1s danger of interference from things that don't be-
long to either class, likc glasses.'

. How else would the Unlited States and Russia have decided to
work jointly on a successful Mars trip, if they hadn't messecd up the
first triss, working separately? Damm, where's the bartender?" Ivan
banged his empty glass against th;#g;rty wooden table, '

!
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. .There werc two more envelopcs and one containecd CRY OF THE NAM@,
LESS and the last a lef¥er from Chuck Harris, CUERAETT
For o long time he lay therc. Finally he looked over at the clock
It was almost time to mest Vivian. With a sigh he got up and went in-
.to bathe.
: He bathed and shaved and drcssed. But his heart wasn't in it.
He'd climbed so far, to reach this pcak in his life. And now he
was dcad., Dcad; stabbed by a fanzine. Hc'd go out to dinner, but
he wouldn't tastc anything. The conccnsus of fannish opinion was that
he bectter should have stood in bed. Flarce threc was & flop;-and as a
“fan he was dcad. ‘
QD
ETCETERA b i iy » : <
I have aligned myself with the less than poular faction
in the TAFF argument and over a techicality: No definitlon of what
constitutes a fan for the purposes of nomination. A whole 1ist of
rules as to whom mey or may not vote (all adding up to 'anyone with a_
halfabuck'), but not one word about who may get the reward, TAFF ¢l-
ther should bec foldes up and laycd away, along with the 'exclusion ' =
act', or made as modsrn and loopholec-proof as possible.  What about a
board of governors and an unvarying set of regulations. I am not here
in laying aut a blueprint, no one fan that I know of is infallivlc
_€nough to do that...and pleasc everyonc, I'm setting down my opinions,
a thing, I hope hasn't gone completely out of style. - :

I have been blissfully typing away at this tribute to the iron guts
of all fans when I casually glanced at the Fantasy Amateur number 87.
Know what? I am just now typing page twelve, and this 1s the; officlal
'mailing day....WHAT? Today? Oh, well, maybe I can borrow empugh for
166 identical stamps, If Summerfield will sell them to me.../I'll not
bother to tell him I'm & fan....no need loading the dice.

You know 2s wéll es I that the 88th mailing has come and gone and
so the above paragraph is merely history, but 8o are alot of other thi-
ngs. Such as the detention and WEFA's bid for!60. Berry has’becn here,
and T have met him, GIC didn't make the con in detroit, andiwWhite 1is

~ being measured for a pine tux because of the 88th-mismallings Oh, yes,
much has transpired. Including the fact that I failed to 588 my mar-
cins aligned with those of a couple of months ago.

A 7OR)D OF TICINIJAL detalls: The nages ayre belng typed pn a Smith
Corona poriable on the only stencil I bave yet Jdiscovered itimt will
produce-a decent vage on a portable, The ABDick 1960 Stenseg, a stén-
cil with a wax coating on the backing sheet, eliminatlong thezmeed for
a cushion sheet. lost of the pages have beeuni run of an ARDitY» —aste
ink machine, on very cheap, (blotter) paper,

Diek =ney's mo umental job of Fencyclopedia II is sola ... in the
first edition (actuvally only the first printing of the first edition)
and wbnderful job it is., If I may be allowedia bit of neoism "Gosh -
WoW" A word to those who have copies of this first printing. The
upsidedown paeges can be blamed on myself and Dob Paviat. We couldn't
reslist the tempation to oroduce a 'collecior's item'.

Eddie Condon and ot -ers are, at the moment, filllwdg the room with
their wild, snirit-rising music. No jazz fanj, I, I like it.;
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