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T suppose the question of

TL-IE SODL—”SHCATED ' why comes up, Why did I choor
88 ¢ speciclk Bob Tucker issue
DA i to behefit the:TueKerfund?
Pl Verious rezsons, none of
them reslly sufficient in it-.
y self. T haven't hed verv muc! -
)7 contzct with Robs & letter or:
’ ; two, one zrticle he wrote for
SR : ; : me, & copy of T ZOMRIT 66
; [ which he kindly sent me. So '’
I cen't sty 1 know him well
¢t ¢11, even though I do hezve
sz definite impression of his
persons 1itv from rezding
nieces by :nd ¢bout him.

Perhe ps one of the ressons
is- thet he wes the first fen-
nish minsry to contribute
words. to BAMSKSE.: d.remember
the weys I get hisyar Gitele,
"Yesterdzy's I'edness” (RANSHFT
“7) I wes so ecstatic, so
high on the essence of fz&an-
ishness that the only thine
thet brought me down wés my
R : : % » ' inebility to communicete my
triumph  to somebody who could understind how good I felt. Gettineg thet
érticle meade me heppy. It still does. : : .

ftnother rcison? They sey thet Bob invented faznishness ebout twenty ves:
before my birth. Those of you who h&¢ve been resding my zines will heve
noticed my incre&sing preoccupztion with fendom :ndé feznishness. So T went
to thenk Rob for inventinz - £ fzznishness for me to enjoy. This is & good
way toMo it.

Wheni’ the Bob Shew fund wes beinsz run, I resd in £IUZING thet FOCAT, POINT
wes one of z number of finzines publishing specisl Shew issues, @nd that
the fund in generc)l hed grestly incressed findom's interest in itself.

The words mesnt nothing to me then. When the Tucker fund wes snnounced, I
thought thzt the s:mg thineg would probebly heppens lots of zines would
publish specizl issues, &nd & new er: of fzenishness would be born. If I
published in August, my zine would he one of the first svecizl issues, &nd
I'd get =11 sorts of ezohoo for doing it, not to mention some contributions
thet I wouldn't heve gotten otherwise.,

Sedly, the Tucker ™und doesn't seem to have hed nezrly the effect on
fendom thet thz Shew fund '@xd. While ¢ few zines sre donating funds re-
cieved to the *und, none, to the best of mv knowledge, hes planned & specis’
1ssue. I'm surprised, znd ves, z little bit disszppointed, I'm sure this
issue of BAUSHET will not be the only specizl Tucker issue; but I'm
equally sure that there won't be the dozen or so specisl publicztions thet
there were in 1970-71. t's too bazd, znd I'm sure others will zgree with
me. There wes z .zestfullness ¢nd enthusiszsm in Ninth “andom's drive to o
import z Wheel of Il thet seems to be lecking in 1974. 111 i'zndom doesn't
seem to be rellying zround with donstions of fine old vintesee fenzines
for the suction. Perhzps the resson is the lrek of & FOCIL POIIT to pro-
vide this rellying voint. fnd so thero's fhotherresson for this issue.

OR THERE ABOQTS\HI'- y
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Perheps my publishing will encoursge others to do likewise. There is still
time yet, before the und rezches its gozl, to spirk & resurgence of faan-
ish enthusizsm forty yezrs zfter Tucker first cut = stencil.

leybe Terry Cerr will even publish the 12th IKNUENMDO &s & specizl Tucker
issue.

tnd so on with the show. I hope you'll enjoy this issue ¢s much £s I did
while putting it together--but without the pzin #nd frustrztion thzt sccom-
pénied me £t times zlong the wey,

Fetuelly, thet lest line wes ¢ lie, I hope it hurts you to resd this
issue. It should, if you're # fened. Just think, sucker!{., z1l this good
materisl going to weiste in ¢ neofen's zine when it could h:sve been you
publishing it, if only you hed my wide-renging initiztive znd indomiteble
willpower,

Mow, we come to the rezl rezson I oublished this speci:tl issue,

Roh is known to some zs Chod (but nhot Cod--don't teke Tlmer's name in
vein) but to most =s "Smoothie" He gets his nickneme from his femous
penchant for Jim Rezm,; which is supposed to be smooth s silk. Tersonslly,
I'a rather drink erosene. Goes_asﬁﬁ"ﬁﬁch eesier; -

I don't expect most, or.even' s few of you out there in Ten-Dumh to know
this, being &s how you sre 11 so unsophisticzted znd crude, but .Tim Rezm,
in &ddition to his regulzr bottles, =lso comes in fency, decoreztive, ex-
rensive, bottles. Or clse it used to, which iS vrobh:blv even better for
my purposes.

~ Liost of you don't know this of course, but Bob, being ¢ gentlemszn with
the fine breeding inherent in the rzce of muskreats, does. He doesn't,
however, hzve eny interest in the bottles zfter they've been emptied, no
metterhow besutiful or veluzble they esre. (fssocizting with the rest of you
slobs hes rotted his brein, you see) Nevertheless, he has quite & few of
these bottles, none of which he bought himself.

IMow I hzppen to have @n interest in these bottles. I huve & few of them,
stolen when I wes in sweddling clothes, sometime lzst yesr, from my perents
liquor czbinet. They zre worth quite = bit of money to & hottle collector,
I em not & bottle collector; I =zm, however, = money collector. The more
fancy Jim Besm bottles I get;, the more money I'll heve in my collection.

In return for my publishine this specizl issue, Bob hes zgreed to give
me 37 enpty fency Jim Pezm bottles &t Discon.

T £nd one piece of lint from his nzvel, set in lucite on ¢ sterling silver
s se.,

Tf this issue is especizlly good, he might even let me kiss one of his

unemptied Jim Besm bottles on the mouth.

While I hope that everv word you rezd in RANSHEE is the truth, such cen':
&lwzys be the ceaése, 2t the moment, there is & distinct possibility thet one
of my contributors hes been blztently two-feced in the writing of his srt-
icle presented this issue. I refer, of course; to Terry Hughes znd his
piece "! Nose by fny Other Neme,

I wes talking to Arnie ¥zt2z on the phone &z few nights @go, and I chenced
to mention the contents of this issue. "0Nh?" he szid. " Whet did Terry
write ehout?" .

"He wrote &bout his nose," I replied.

"His nose? Does he think he hss & big one, or z-smell one?"

"} big one. Does he?"

"Not really; it's zverzge sized. .Joyce," he scid; she wss in the seme
room &s he was, znd I could overhezr them telking, "do you think Terry Hughes
hes & big nose?" S

"No. Why? Does he sty he does?"
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"Yes., TIvidently he's up to somethines..." :

"Whzt kind of nose is 'it, frnie?" I queried. Perhs ns Terry's nose
wzsn't lerge, but it still could-be distinctive, so thet it would stick out
in & crowd. -It could he broken, or pointy, or flattened, or red. But it
wesn't,

"Oh, it's just ¢n ordinery nose." :

Be:r this in nmind when you read Terry's piece. Somebody hes been lylng
to me, &nd I suspect Terry rzther then frnie. I hzve it on good euthority
that this Hughes person is & shady character. Who knows wh:t went on during
those long silent months in Fells Church? Not I.

bt Discon we'll find out. £t Discon we'll find out if Terry Hughes
reelly nose himself.

f couple of notes: Terry fustin's inside btcover is & sketch of the .hpo-
theticel comic book chzrzcter I wrote zbout lszst issue. £Fnd Berrv Gold,
2471 Nek St. Sents Monics CF 90405 is selling copies of THT IHCOI"PLEAT
BURBEE, third ‘printing, for. £1.25, postpeid. It's #lmost 100 prges of the
hbest of Burbee's writing from the fourties znd the fifties &nd is, in £11

honesty, worth three times or more the cover price. f{ must for znybody who
likes good fenwriting.

JSens tre continuelly mozning the fzct thet fenzines sren't £s good &s they
used to be. /nd it's true, they zren.t.

I hzve discovered the rezson why.

In 1964, WRHOON published zn zttzck on the N37 by John Pexter. TFenzines
were good bsck then.

In 1971, there were zttzcks on the N3F in the lettercol of RATS! Tan-
zines were good then, too.

In 1974, there zre no s+ttzcks being nublished on the M2, [znzines
tren't so good :nymore,

I think you will see the obvious relstionship. When fsznzines and fendom
zttack the N37, fenzines zre good. When thev dn't, they sre bzd.

This doesn't me:n thst I hzve ¢nything sgezinst the V37, Some of my clos-
st fennish friends zre members, s#nd there will nrobeshlyvy he copies of &t
least BANSHET 7 in the IN3" room zt Discon. ™ut doesn't this coincedence
striek you &s strznge?

I heve come up with the solution.

The 37" is rezlly the Secret liezster. When it's in control, it is zble
to keen the quelity of Tenzines down, so thst even their nine vezr old mem-
vers ‘ctn understend them. #s ¢ side effect, of course, there zre no zttscks
on the N3 published. But when its presp slips, the level of fanzine pub-
lishing zooms , &nd fenzines ere in good shape @#gein, £fnd the 113F gets
“ttecked.

The N3F h&és been in control of fendom for over & yeer; but its grip is
wow wezkening. If it wisn't, I would hazve been struck desd before I szt dowr
=t my typer. I hope thet you will 11 join me in throwing off their yoke,
:nd then fanzines cen be good zgzin. To get the ball rolling = little faster
then it elreedy is, I'll guote the immortzl Seth Johnson from the lettercol
£ WIRHOON 22 :"... without something like N3P there would be literzlly no
1l ce for fans to develop into fzneds &#nd the like." Come egein? 1 heve
.ever been in the M27, but I seem to be doing 11 riesht. #nd so ere & lot of
>thers who heve been similerly deprived of the N3F's nroud treditions and
1istory.

fs &n extmple of how I heve been deprived of editorisl experience hy vir-

tue of not heving joined the N3, T present to you now the Rob Tucker Fund
igsue of BANSHEFR,



| RENMEME

ER LEMURIA,
BOB TUCKER,
VAGUELY

It is zlways & pleasurc, &nd sometimes even & sur:
prise, to racieve ¢ letter from !ike Gorra. I shoul
explain that the element of surprise is more et tpdb—
utzble to his inzdvertint penchent for tvposraphicel
errors £nd not to ¢ny degree of infreauencv. In his
1l: test missive, one line in perticuler czused me to
throw swey & perfectly good mouthful of scotch.

_ “"Im planning on producing the 9th igsue of AWRY,
5‘:&11&!'777 hugust, as £ specizl Bob Tucker issue, to bene-
the f fand §5%
ik Thet's what he szid. The problem, you see, is

; that Tike's fenzine is called BANSHEE. [y fenzine
is called AWRY. 1Isn't it? ves, of course it is. Actually, I don*s think
this wes & typogrephicel error @t z211. I believe that Mike wes davdreaming
zbout the cheerlezders whom he would zttempt to molest the next time he wes
on the footbzll field, &nd simply lost ¢11l trzck ~f whet he wes tzlking 2-
bout. It wouldn't heve surprised me hrd he said: "I'm planning on produ=-
cing the 9th CHEERLEADER, for August, in honor of Rob Tucker. Hed this bee
Mike's sctuzl intention, I'm sure thet Rob would heve considered it z fit-
ting honor &nd given his implicit zpprovel.

At any ra?e, i1ike ssked me to contribute to this special Bob Tucker is-
sue. I consider this zn cppropriszte choice on his part. I &m 30 years
0ld, and I met Bob Tucker once when I was 18, Obviously I know &s much
zbout him &s enyone doas,

T should mention th:t I have token & bresk from & somewhet time-consu-
ming fzn project for the purposc of writing this srticle, :nd I feel &s
thought I were on & busmzn's holidav, I 've hecen sorting throuch over 40
yesrs' worth of Bob Tuecker's fen writings for the purpose of szssembling
something which will be celled THE REATLY INCOVPLEAT BOB TUCKER.

Currently, I em uo to 1956, #nd unless he got & lot bett er after that
date I consider it & fittine proposition thet we ship him off to Mustrelie.
Perhzps they can tezch him how to write down there (or in &ny other posi-
tion, for thst matter) end in the interim he will scrve the purposc of lo-
wering the.overall stenderd of Austrzlizn fen-writing. They h&ve too mény
good faenwriters in the bush couptry, &nd it mskes iiSey 111G 10w DECle BICIRCT SilngShie
United Stztes. The only ides better then oxporiing Tucker, is to export
him to Austrezlic. {

Due to Austrzliszn inport restrictions, we're scnding him down there in
voiced &#s & ce&nned hem,

Fendom is quite smert in its efforts to honor Tucker the Fen. Lfter
211, there's not much znyone would do for him based on his rcputation &s
& vrofessionzl scicnce fiction zuthor. I know this for & fect, because
T've resd 11 of his sf novels., They help me to get to sleep &t night.
(1 sterted reeding them =t night ever since one put me to sleep #t two o'~
clock in the sfternoon while I wes on & crsogtown bus.)

-1 D

s T recell, his first sf novel wes THE CITY IN THE SFA, published
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back in 1951. It was blurbed:zs % compclling humzn story of one m&n &nd
an #rmy of “women¥™ ; sndeweed: inly & +faction®1lizdd’ scceund  of onejof Tuc-
ker's closed-door convention parties.

His next scijence fiction novel wes entitled THT T.ONG 1.0UD SIT.ENCE, and
it was told from the viewpoint of someonc who lictened ¢ ttentively outside
of Tucker's closed-dopr convention parties. fctuslly it wes o story zbout
& wino who kept running zround the country trving to #void cetchineg the
flu; &nd considering the titla of it, the criticel resnonse wzs quite 2o~
propric te. 3

Some of his other science fiction novels were THE TIMUFE 1i£STERS, & storv
of & m&n thousands of yeers old setrching to find &« womazn his is thousaznds
of yezrs old; TIVME BOLB, cbout % criminsl who moves through time &#nd spzce.
to murder his victirs- completely @nd irrevocebly- deys before the moment
of actusl dezth' (en esrly protest asgainst the postel service); WILD TALENT
Bob's own zccount of his pérticipztion in closed-door convention part iess
TO THE TOMBAUGH STATION; the story of & women who hes &n unusuzl soci:zl
dise&se; THE LINCOLN HUNTERRS, the story of & men who goes into the pzst
by mistzke; &nd THE - YEAR «OF THE QUIET SUN, zbout & men who goes into the
future by misteke. ' It is rumored theat his next novel will be zbout & man
who is in the present by mistzke, and will be zutobiogrezphical in n&ture.
If Tucker hes written zny science fiction novels other th&n the ones men-
tioned here; ‘then:I don't ‘went to” know zbo Yyt theon.

I mentioned that I hed met Bob Tucker vhen I wes 13, I told zbout that
- meeting in PELF#7, published fpril 1969, I recounted every lest detail,
including the fzct that it wes Tloyd Riggle who had introduced us. In the
following issue of PELF, Lloyd wrote in tor'szy: "I vehemently deny h&ving
pointed out Bob Tucker %o you. I have hever met Bob Tuckér." Rob Tucker
then wrote in to s:y thezt he hed never met Bob Tucker, either.

As far zs I know, ‘I mey be the only pérscn who heés met Rob Tucker.

i've besn unlucky in othexr! WEIyENT oS

As I remember thzt meeting, bsck there ¢t the Chicon in 1962, Rob hzd
thet strange wiry crew-cut just like the photo shows on the dust jacket of
THE T.INCOLN HUNpERS.- In fe~t, I-think he -hsd on the same ‘shirt.

I remember going up to the Tucker, &nd seying: "Bob Tucker.”

I heerd rob's heed swivel eround, wey up there, @&nd after I punched
him in the kneeczp he looked down, into my dendruff, end I seid: "Author of
my fevorite novel, THE TONG LOUD SITLERCE:*™ .My seeond fevorite novel in
those teenzge days wes RONZO ON THE MUSHROOM PLANET.

After the Tucker hed rubbed his throbbing Xneecap, with my face, he
repliceds “Yegi s T%L1 ‘sefd you ¢ Tedflisn the¥morning. ! “And . themshewealled
oL 0T Someone = to fegRr il i b el InksT UHENBEER ,

Heving been dezzled by his ferocious wit, not to mention the pin-
strip runnipg down the center of my fece, I turned sround @nd went away.

The conversztion is true, to the best of my knowledge. Only the de-
sign cn my fece wes chenged, to protcet the name of Bob's tzilor.

Anywzy, lMike, I zppreciste your asking me to contribute to this Speciz’
Bob Tucker issue. I zlso sppreciste your turning it into the 9th lissue of
AWRY. But look, if yourre going to publish it, don't send me & bill in the

morning. Send it to Tucker. He should py us plenty for honoring him :
with this fenzine,
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" The Purple Pzstures" is one of my favorite pieces
of fanwriting. I found it in QUIP#5. QUIP wes &

. nzine edited by Arnie Ketz, in combinétion with,
£t vaerious times, Ton Atkins, Len Beiles, &nd Cindy
Vaen frnem. #5 wes the first ennish, &and wes over ¢
hundred pzges long, full of excellent feznish wri-
ting by the likes of Herry Werner, Jr. Robert Rloch,
Greg Benford, F.H., RBusby, ¢nd many others.

The piece is older th:n that, however. Terry
writes thet it wes first published in fugust 1958,
"At the height of the WSFS Inc. fooforzh. (Thet's
what the ending refers to." He thinks it & bit
dated. I don't, becsuse when I first read it, T
hadn't even heard of that scendel, snd still tho-
roughly enjoyed it. I hope you'll do the szme.

Arnie wrote ¢n introduction explaining some of
the bzckeround of the piece; it zppeared in QUIP#35,
end I'11 quote it here:

" The Purple Pastures', published &s volume one

of The Works of Cerl Rrandon' is basad on the

pley 'Creen Pzstures' by Marc Connelly, published
by FPerrer znd Rinehart, in 1929. This, in turn,
wes besed on & series of southern sketches by

Roark Rrzdford cslled *0Nl' Man Adem An' His

Chillun", published the previous yezr.

tCar L Prandon® wWas, 1n this cése;Tenpy #ars,
who offered some corrections to the pley &@s o-
riginelly printed, and they have bheen incor-
poreted in this editions, In return, I #greed
not to use the originzl introduction, or 'for-
werd'es it wes ectually called, except for
"Cerl's last sentence.

" ' 'The Purple Pastures'® cerries no deep meaning
&t ¢11, but is merecly one more proof th&t fendom,
looked #t in &ny other than its own terms, is
ridiculously @musing' "
I cen't think of anything to @dd to thet introduc-
tion, except to sey enjoy. But one more thing
does come to mind... I know of no #-pnnish produc-
tion of the pley. Has there ever been one? And is
gnybody gzme to try it?
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» corner in & Neero slansheck.,
Ten neos &#nd zn elderly BNF

grene | }S the curtezin rises, Mr. Deshee, the BNF,
is readine from @ fenzine. The neos are
listening with veried degrees of =z=tten-
tion

DESHEE: " ptn Rucker stayed in fandom thutty y'ers, 2n beget & little neo #nr
celled his neme Rucklet." It 2o on like thz#t @ bit, #n den it sav "An' Lee
Hoffwomzn come on, &n' she pub QUANDRY, &n' de deys of T.eeH were three v'arrs
until she come to life zg'n &nd wes resurrected." Den & little later it
tell @bout &nother member of de fem'ly. His nzme wes Keisler. laybe some
of you know zbout him &lrezdy. I'm gonter tell you 211 zbout him next mee-
tin'. Now ho you think gonter like fandom?

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

SECOND NEO: Who cr'sted fendom, lir. Deshee?

DESHZE: Whv, Chu did, boy. Dzt wes & long time zgo... before Rucker even.
SECOND FZ/NDOM: Whet fzndom like befo! Chu heein, Iir. Deshee?

DESHEE: How vo' mesn whet it like?

TIRST MEO : Cerlisle mezn who wes president of M3F den.

DHSHEE: Dey wesn't nobody president den on 'ecount dey wasn't any N3F. Dat's
de whole idez I jus' told yo'. Dey wasn't any FAPA Deyv wasn't any QMPA
Dey wasn't &ny CRY OF THE NAIFTESS or YANDRO
or nothin'. Dey wesn't nothin' in fendom

gt 211 ceize fo' dey wasn't any fandom.

THIRDE NOF: What fo' did Ghu meke fandom,
Mr. Deshee? How did he git the idez he
w:nted 1t?

DESHEE: Well, nobody knows fo' certain.
We know that at one time dey wasn't nothin
'cept the Happy Fannin Grounds. Den one
dey Ghu got de idez he'd like to make =
place fo' us 11"l mortal fans folaErour
crifanac befo' we pessed on, so he created
andom. £#nd den he figpered d&t since he'd
gone to @11 de trouble meke fandom fo!
us, he'd better git on wif it amd ereste
us too, so's we could enjoy it.

SECOND NEOQ: What was de Happy Tannin'
Crounds like, !Tr, Deshee? Did dev hzve one
shot sessions &nd =«11%

DESHEE: - Sho, dey h&d the most Pannish
kind of one-shot sessions. Dey probl'ly
hed bheerbustz, wid hloeg fo' de zdulits.
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Chu gives us fzns lotse idess @#bout havid fannish times. i[laybe dey were
things dey'd been doin' up in the Happy Fennin' CGroun's. Yes sir, I bet
dey h&d @ bheerbust evfry week. ' :

cene2

2 bheerbust in the Happy Fenning grounds. £ choir of fangels &re singing
"Rise, Shine, Give Chu the Blog" The fingels wear robes of pMesterwezve,
and their propellors spin bove their besnies with no supporting rod. 0Ot-
herwise they look #nd ect like & group of happy fzns 2t ¢ bheerbust.
STRNDER FANCEL : I 2in't seen you lately, T.ily. How:'you been?

STOUT ¥ANGEL: e, I'm fine, I been visitin' my memmy. She workin' &s &
tester ¢t de brewery over by de throne o' ghrace, :

STEZNDFR FANGEL: She s#lways was purty fannish.

STOUT #ANGET: Yes ma'sm. She like it dere. I guess she like to get de
chgnce to drink bheer 211 the time.

STENDFR FANGEL: W%ell, dct'snztural. I declereyo' memmy one of de most
fannish lady fang. s I know.

STOUT FANGFL: She claims you de most fannish one she know.

SLFDNFR FANGLT: Well, you come right down to it, I suppose we is 211 trus
fans.

STOUT FANGEL: Yes me'am, Why is dat, I wonder?

STFDNFR FANGEI.: I s'pose it's caize Ghu don' 'low us 'socizatin' wid Robert
Bloch any mo' so det dey cein't be no mo' fakefannin'.

STOUT FANGET.: Po' old Rloch. Whatevah beceéme of him?
STEDN®R */ NCFL: Ghu put him someplzce, I sppose.

STOUT FANGET.: I do & grest dezl of travelin', bein' &#s I delivers de mail,
an' I 2in't never come 'cpES z2nv place but de Heppy Fannin' Groun's. So if
Chu done kicked RBloch out of hyar jes' whereat did he go?

STENDER FANGET: You betteh let Chu keep his own secrets, Tily. De way
things is goin' now, dey &in't been no fakefannin' since dey geve Blcoh #
kick in de pants. Te's lezve it dat wey.

STOUT #ANGEL: I wes jes' & neofangel when Bloch lef'. . I don't even 'member -
what he look like. _ :

STENDER FANGET: He hed @=n unsensitive fzkefennish face.

The fzngel gabriel enters. He is bigger and heas & larger propellor on
his besnie thzn the others, #nd he carries & trumpet in one h&nd. His ap-
pearance czusess & flutter zmong the others. The choir starts to hum el
Didn't HEe Pub Pznzines™ in & jaza. tempo, but Gabriel shakes his head .,
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GABRIEL: No, I'm sorry, but I czin't tezke no solo wif' you yet. 1I'se hyar
to announce de lawd, Ghu!

((There is & reverent hush &nd Chu enters. He is the tellest of them 211,
&nd he has no less then ten propellors whirling @bove his beznie. He looks
down at the assemblzge, noticing the meny neofangels. He specks.))

GHU: Does vou pub Ffznzines”?
NEQFANGELS: Certainly, Ghu.
GHU: Does you pub fanzines?
NEQFANGETS: Certzinly, Ghu.
GHU: ((with the beginning of musical notation)) Does you pub fanzines?
NEOFANGELS: ((Now helf-gingsing))Certzinly, Chu, certainly, certeinly, cer-
tzinly, Ghu. ((They sing the second verse))
Does you drink lots o' bheer?
Certainly, Ghu.
Does you drink lots o' bheer?
Certainly, Ghu.

Does you drink lots o' bheer?
Certeinly, Ghu, certeainly, certeinly, certainly, Ghu.

GHU: Let de bheerbust perceed.

((The fznzels relsx &nd resume drinking. The large Gestetner in the center

of the stage begins to turn @gein. Fangels type on electric varitypers s
they drink.))

GABRIEL: Good mo'rin', Chu.
GHU: Mo'nid, Gabriel. You looking purty spry.

GABRIFL: I cain' complzin. I been drinking gome blog dis mo'nin'. You
keer for some, Ghu?

GHU: Thank you very kindly, I think I will. (2 blog brewer brings Him @

gquert)) Thank you, brother. Say, why don' the choir give us one o' dem
ol'time jump-ups.

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

G ((pfter chugalugeging half

of the blog.)) Hmmm. Dey's
‘ 'ﬂ\qﬂ OL' 5‘-‘26*—3!((7?.015“1 somethin® bout dis blog.((Takes
Bt Jﬂfmﬂ'}j Aud Jacke K’Eﬁ"  another drink.))
REPLACING
M. “LOG BREWER: fin"t-it 511

S ! risht, Ghu?

GﬁU: It don't seem jest right.
66§: You mzke it?
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BLOG BREWERe Yes, Ghu. We hrewed it jus' like we #llus do. It's s'pose
to be perfect.

GHU: Yezh ((Tekes znother drink)) I know what it is: It neceds jes' &
little bit mo' firmement.

BING BREWER: Det's 211 de firmement we hed, GChu. Dey zin't & drop left
in the de jug.

GHUE Det"s 'sll rhicht. . I'11 jes' r'ar back andidassy o nirscles

((Choir stops singing.))
Let it be some firmezment
fo' de blog here. An’
when I say let it be

some firmement, I went
lots o' firmement, so's
we won't never heve trou-
ble meking our blog zg-
'in., (The stage hes be-
come misty until Ghu and
his fzngels zre obscured,
As "hu finishes the
sneech there is & burst
of thunder &#nd the sound
of & cloudburst)) Dere
now, det's de wev T like
Sigtt

' PIRST MAMIMY FANGET.: Now
= look, Ghu, det's too
much flrmement. The neofzngels is gittin' 211 wet. ’

SECOND MAMMY FANGEL: Yes, Ghu dey's gone ketch cold.

GHU: Well, it looks like I'm gonter hzve to pess znudder miracle, TLessee...

;etfdeie be & place to dreen off 211 dis firmezment., TLet dere be de Farth,
in fazct.

(( The lights fo up until the stege is bzthed in sunlight. To the reer
of the stage there is now & wrought iron reiling.))

GAPRIFL: Well, look down dere! Iy ghudness, dat's right fine faznnin' kentry
You 2in't gone let dat go to waste, is you, Ghu?

CHU: Hver 'wody quiet 'down now! I'm gonter psss one mo' mirscle. You &ll
sonter help me 2n' not meke & soun' cazize it's one of de most impo‘*tent
mlyacles of £11. ((The + ritypers znd Cestetner sre silenced. Fvervone is
still.)) Tet dere be fen: ((There is z growing roll of thunder znd the
steége grows dark. The choir bursts into"Hzlleghuyey!" ))



e Aty S D s Ghu's prirvete office in the Happy Fénning
SLENED Y Ground. There is & shining duplicator in
the corner with the brand neéme "Enchanted”
written prominently on it. The walls &re filled with bookceses of Temeel=
zines. Gabriel is telking with Ghu. :

CHU: Lessee, -now, is dere znythin' else we's forgettin'?
GABRIFL: De prayers, Ghu.

GHU
GHU: De prayers®

GARRIFL: From fankind. You know, down on de Farth.

GHU: Oh yez, fenkind. Bless my beanie, I @lmos Borgot! abowt: ‘dat i riBeen

¢ long time since T been down dere. Tus' be 1pout 'third or® fo'th fakdon
by now. Hmm... think meebe I'l]l go down dere znd look “*round. Iwasn't
too heppy wid it lzs® time I looked. f11 ,dem mortel fens wes readin'
somethin' czlled stf. Now yvou know dzt got nothin® to do with trufandom.
Gebriel. -

GABRIEL: Yes, Ghu.

GHU: Well, tzke keer o yo'self. I'll be back Saddy. ({He e )




Ghu 1is walking &long & city street. He comes
to where & fanne is reading & copy of AIAZING

STORTES. grene 4
GHU: Stop dat!

ZWBA: Whet's de metter wid you? Why shouldrdt I rezd = 1i'l stf if I wante’
to. - Jts e Fanne,  &in™t [?  I's gottes read’a Lir*l sef wever onegevin e while,

GHU: You &in' s'posed to resd stf 2t #l1l. What's dat got to do wid fandom?
7ZERAs Why ever'thin', of course. Dis is stfendom, &in't 1it?

GHU: No, it 2in't. Dis is s'posed to bhe trufaendom znd you'se s'posed to
worship Ghu, not some silly mesgezine. Dat's what Ghu cr'eted fenkind fo'..
so's he could get & little extrz egoboo in de prayers. ((Sternly)) When wa:
was de las' time you preyed to Chu, chile”?

2%BA ((llomenterily frightened.)) Well, I cussed &t him jes' lazs' week, if
dat's what you mean. I called him & fugghezd caize I didn't get & mimeo
1 (O () 0L AT 6] T

GHU: What you went & mimeo fo'? 2in't you got & hekto? Ain't you had it
fo' six months now zn' never used it?

ZEBA: Yezh, but it's too messy. I get purple £11 over my h@nds &nd then
I get it on de prozines &nd dey zin't mint ho mo'.

GHU: Who cares &bout de prozines? Chile, I'm tellid you, stf 2in't got no-
thin' to do wid trufandom. You keep rezadin' it zn' you @in' never gone
make 1t to de Heppy Fannin' Groun's, chile.

ZEBA: Well, if stf cin't got nothin to do wid trufzndom den mzybe I don'
even went to go dere, caize fo' I likes my stf mo' den fenzines., Why I
only wanted to get & mimeo so's I could publish & checklist of 211 de books
reviewed in ASF, GALAMXY znd =°S7,

GHU: Chile, you &in't never gone meke it to de Happy Fannin' Groun's.
Nossuh. ((He exits))
grene 5

GHU: Dis &#in't gettin' me nowhers. Dis here fandom here on de Farth sho'
&in't much,.,  I'd ruther heve my Earth peopled wid jes' neofans dan dese
stfans. 'Tezsst the neofens don' rezd stf,

((Rucker enters. He is dressed like &n ordineary men, except thzt he wears
¢ beanie))

RUCKER: Mo'nin', brother.
GHU: Mo'nin brother. I declzre you look like 2 trufan.

RUCKER: I try to be, brother. I tries to spread de word of Ghu hereabouts
I don't think T seen you to de bheerbust las' night.
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GHU: I jes' came to town & '1i'l while z2go #n' I been purty husy.

RUCKER: Yeh, mos' ever'hody s&ys dev's purty busy dese dzys. Dev so busy
rezdin' stf dey c&in't come to bheerbusts., It secems like de mo' I telk a-
boutGhu de more dey regd stfs 'Is you.& trufen too, VYrother?

GHU: Sort of, I guess, 1 jes' pessin' through herc. Wented to see how
things weas goin' on here,

RUCKER: Why don' you drep in £t my plzce fo' dinner? We got some bheer left
over from lzs' night, czize fo' dere wzs only my own fem'ly to drink it.

GHU¢ Why dat's nMighty-nice of wwoushbrmothers Thank youy IT-will,

((Ghu &nd Rucker enter Rucker's slznshack. The interior bozsts ¢ much- wed
mimeo, & few bookceases of fenzines, #nd & few prozines.))

GEU: I decler, whet's dese stfmegs doin' here. I thought you wes = trufen,
brother.

RUCKER: Well, I is, but I'm tryin® to write stf so's I czn meke some mo' mo-
ney to pub my fenzines. Dese yere dsimy-reference materiel.

GHU: Why, dat's & good enough reason fo' me. ((Thay settle bzck comfortebly
for @& moment)) Prother, what would you say would be de only thinf would
stop these fen from resdinl stf.

RUCKER: Well, I'd szy it'd hefta bhe & cetzstrophe or & wer or sumpthin'.

CHU: You don't know who I is, do you?

RUCKER : ‘It"%s ‘purty herd to tell-omedsensitive; fehnish face from snother.
((Chu stands up majesticzlly &nd is bathed in purple light. Rucker fzlls
on his knees)) I should heéve known you. I wzs won'drin' 'bout ten pro-
pellors without nothin' to hold ‘em up.

GHU: Dat's &1l right. You prob'ly thought it wzs just the effects of &
hzngover from de bheerbust las' night mede you see dat.

RUCKER: Dat I did, Ghu. D=t I did.

GHU: I's gone destroy dis here fendom, Rucker. I zin' gone destroy you,
the. I's gone cause de nonfens  te start & way, &nd de fzns gone have to
fight in dat wer, 2nd only you #n' & few other fen is gone keep out of it.
Wid 21l de stfans in de zrmyv, dev won't be 2ble to reazd stf. ((Tekes @
sheet of peper from his pocket znd begin
begins to type on Rucker's typer.)) Now,
Rucker, I want you to publish & fanzine.
e walh'ty roul toilcalsds 15 DRV OMBTFST and,. T
went vou to print only trufan materisl,
like dis I's writin' for you now. Now,
I'm gone write your meterisl fo' you,

91 7 e o et 2. 51 S o TRl P Gl B i g W= | o e e
want vou to send DFE ZOMBIE to 2l1ll de
stfens in de zrmy so's dey'll become
trufens. :

'l
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RUCKER: ((Reszding the picce that Chu is writing over His shoulder)) Yes,suh,
dis seems to be de trufennish sort of thing det'll convert ‘em. ‘Specielly’.
when you is writ it yourself, Ghu, even it if will be under my neme.,

CHU: Dat is why I's writin' ge gstuff fo' you. £Aside from de ego-boo I'll
get, I mean.

RUCKER: Lessee now, if I's gonter put out & trufenzine, I'se gonter need =
little bheer, don't you think, Chu?

GHU: You kin hzve ten cases of bheer.

RUCKZR: Hmm, y2s suh, my typers been givin' me trouble lztely. Don't know
where I'm gonter get de energy to type 11 dem stencils. Maybe T oughter
hazve twenty ceses of bheer.

GHU: No, I think ten will be enough. Don't want you gittin' drunk like ¢
common ordin&ary neofen, znd throwin' de cens out de window,

RUCKER: Yes, Ghu, but you see my tyver's been givin' me--
GHU: Ten ceses, I say!

RUCKER: Yes, chu. Ten ceases,

grene o

Rucker is stznding outside his hbuse, peering down the street through bin-
oculars. He frowns, sighs, =nd puts the binoculzrs down. I"rS. Rucker emrteor

MRS. RUCFKER: Whet you doin' wid de binoculsars.,

RUCKER: I'se lookin' fo' de meilmen. 'Pesrs to me dat enough time hes pésse
for de stfens to be gettin'® converted 'bout now.

MRS . RUCFFR. Why don' you send out de budgeriger @én' see what he brings
bzck from de meilmen?

RUCKER: That's jes' whet I'se gonter do. ((He sets loose the budgie))
JIRS. RUCKER: You think he'll bring bsck some fennish meil dis time®
RUCKER': ‘I dlunness Purtyhse@rhs I'dY imeziRes

({(the budgerig:r returns with ¢ fenzine.))

RUCKER: ((Unstapling it.)) Wish dey wouldn't put dese things in 'em. Devy
gets my fingers so sore I cen't manipulzte s churchkey right. ((J.ooking
2t fenzine now opcn)) Well,bless my bernie, dis looks good.

RS, RUCEKEER: What is de neme of 1t7

RUCKER: It's called SHANGRI-L'AFFAIRES, whetever dzt mesns. ™My, but it do
look good. ((He resds, starts to lzugh)) T.ookces lookee here; rasd dis.
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iRS. RUCKER: Well, I'semighty ¢led we got somethin' elsc to rezd den ijes'
detective novels £11 de time. ((She exits))

GHU: ((Appesring behind him)) I hopes so too. I'se purty proud of de way
you handled de fznzinin' business, Rucker. ¢

RUCKER: Wazs you wsztchir! den?

CHU: Yes,all de time. I seed you when you had de perties fo' de Sla&n Shack
ers, ©nd when you writ de Hoy Ping Pong things. I didn't even mind AL
culzr when you got to cussin' &nd drinkin' 11 de bheer &t once. I figeger
znybody puttin' out &s meny issues of & fenzine as you done got & right

to drink & little too much maybe.

RUCKFR: Thenk yvou, Ghu. What's de orders now?

CHU: Dat's &1l fo' now. Now we'll jes' see whet hsppens.

srene 7

Chu's privete office in the Hzppy Fenning Groundsegzin. In the office zre
two women c lezners, dusting the sterdust from the furniture. There is the
sound from outside the window of # whirr end & distent fzint Room.

PIRST CLFANFR: Doggone, thet must a2' been & big one. Dat's de fo'ty six’
thunde'-bolt sincce breckfeas',

Chu mus?! be mad fo' sho' dis

mo'nin.

SECOND CLEANER: I wonder
where zt He's pitchin' dem,

FPIRST CLEANER: i1y goodness,
don't you know? Dey's bound
fo' vdel Banth,~ey'y  oné of
‘em. ((fnother feint whirr
=«nd boom)) Dere gocs ¢~
nother.

STCOND CIFANER: Well, bless
me, I din't know dezt.

®IRST CLEANFR: Cerriz' where you
been? Don' you know dam mortzl tvpe fans is de new scendel? It's been 1]
de lzs' thutty issues of FANGETLAC.

STCOND CIEANER: I don' know, I gets &1l confused wid det fengelzine. Ger-
tie, wid-zll de zincs dat comes wid it, #n' ever' weck, too, I gets &1l
mixed up &nd behind in resdin' it. Seems to me if it's reelly gone bhe
worthwhile newszine dey'd jes' put it out every millenium on de millenium.

PIRST CLEANER: Now you know dat zin't de fennish way of doin' things. It
jes' so heppens dat Ghu is riled &s kin be by dem pokey 13"l meotzsl fans.
((Pnother thunderbolt is hezrd.))From what I heerd, dey been beggin' fo
what dey're g ittin'. Iy brother flew down to bring up ¢ R cindNaiciiot=
her day &nd he seys dey is mo' stf megs down dere now dan ever befo'l

it's = shame. It's & sheme!
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GHU: ((Appezring in the doorwey.)) Good mo'nin', d&éughters.

#IRST CLEANFR: We wes jes' finishin'. VWe tidied up the fengelzine collec-
tion so's it's mint z#g'in £nd dusted off de Eanchanted Duplicetor dere. You
figeger it's zbout time you turned de crank now?

GHU: ((Frowning.)) Dsughter, you know dzt's not till de Las'Dzy. You'll
hear Gebriel blowin' his trumpet to de rythm of de mimeo drum when de dzv
comes; don't nobody need to worry till den.

CLFEANERS: Yzssah., Well, we'll be goin' ((They exit))

0ABRIFT: ((Entering, with notebook #nd pencil in his hand.)) Meawnin', Ghu.
I'se got de totzals here. It's eighteen thoussnd nine hund'ed &n' sixty
thunderbolts fo' de mo'hin', Dezt's includin' de city where dey holdin' de
science fiction convention. We didn' hit none of de parties, tho.

GEU: Dat's good, dzt's good. RBut dem science fiction fzns displesse me,
Dey displezse ma2 greztly. ((Tooking through the window)) T.ook &t 'em dere,.
Worshippin' de pros &nd peyin' eood money &t de zuction. TListen to det euc:
tioneer dere, dzt Daugherty. He oughts know he's sellin' trash.

GABRI®L: You went more thunde'bolts, Ghu?

GHU: No, no use in d&t, Dey don't do de trick., It's got to be somethin} e:
else.

GABRIEL: How would it be did you send @nother wer, like you did wid Rucker.
Dem was good deys fo' awhile,

GHU: No, Gebe. You sew how much good dezt did., Dey's worse'n ever. Dey's
down dere now cven sayin' dey's better'n humen, wid cosmic min's &n' brozd
mentsl horizons, whatever dev is. Scem to me did dey reslly have so much

sense dey'd pull out of dis stT nonsense demselfs. Rut it's elweys up to me.
Ain't nothin' nowhere worthwhile din' czusc somehody some worryin', mostly
me. I 2in't never told you de trouble I hzd thinkin® up fendom in de firs'
pléce. Det's & story in itself, but I #in 't rezdy to write my memoirs vet.
I too busy trvin' to do somethin' sbout dem sinful mortsl fens down dere.

CARRIFT,: Dey rezlly should be zble to hel:
themselfs, Ghu, like you s&id.

Cjﬂﬂwm’ won'z CHU: Dat's true, dat's true. ((He stops

RELIEVE ME WHEW, suddenly &nd cogitetes)) In fect, meybe
TE%ZAemwmg PEROS ' dat's it. QCzbe, you muste noticed det
e ARE ever' now an' den mortsl fzns turns ovt = -
Hﬁﬁéﬂ}? good specimen or two.

GABRIEL: Dat's ‘de truth. Dere was Kenned;
and Burbee, zn' Boff Perry, &n' L&ney, &n

&E@ R?pp’ too.
g

e GHU( (Frowning)) Yes, but ole Rapp & mis-

7§§ guided soul, Gebe, &end I'se sorry to see
it.  He keep talkin'® ‘*bout’some god name
of Roscoe. I think maybe he got & little
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of de whim-wh&éms, like 0Ole Degler had. I =in't never seen no Roscoe, hove
you? You been 'round de Heppy Fennin' CGroun's zlmos' long &s me.

GABRIEL: No, suh, I #in't never seed him. Bit I hezr he's & muskrzt, so
meybe d&t hzve somethin'® to do wid it,

CHU: Dat mey be. I don't pay much 'tention to muskrets, myself, so mayhe
det why I never noticed him. He may be 'roud after z1l. Dzt Rapp =& purty
good men, after £11; he wouldn't get mixed up in no resl nonsense,

GARRIEL: Well, he's z mortel fzn, like de rest. You ccin't spect too much
of him. ['aybe he's right, and den meybe he's wrong.

GHU: Det's de way I fell. But jes' de szme you keep #n eye pecled for mus-
kreats 'round here fo' @while. Do he exist, I wents to meet dis Roscoe felle

GARRIEL: Yes, GChu. Now whet zbout dis trouble wid de mortzl fens.

GHU: Oh ves. Well, Gebe, I figger hit's zbout time dey did somethin' fo'
demselfs, like I szys. Now, dey got dis family down dere whet looks purty
good. O0le Rucker is de gren-pzppy, I b'lieve. Den dere's Hoffwomen, #nd
Shelvey, &nd Kiesler, znd Wellis 2n de res'.

GABPRIFL: Yes suh. But Bloch's s'pose to pe in dat em'ly, 'member?

GHU: Det's true., Trust ole Bloch to insinuste his wey into de best of cir-
cles. You know, dat boy don't know it, but he's goin' to help me & lot pur
ty soon. He been mekin' some purty snide comments ‘'hout 0 01 0o A 1 (0, S R R B
Rucker been tzken care of hisself mighty good,too. I figger we could get
det feud goin' strong, only of co' e nobody will teke Bloch serious. You
gseelde drifie, Gebo®

GABRIEL: ((Chuckling)) Deed I do, Chu. Yessuh, I do indeed. I think vou
got it now.

GHU: £n' wid Hoffwomzn zn' Shelvey &n' de res' goin' strong ¢t de fznnin®
business I think mzyvbe we could git rid of dis stf nonsensc, &n get & resl
fandom down dere &t last. De fens whzt is de best ones, Gabe, is de ones
wid de most reg'lar fenzines. Now you look &t my boy Rucker, or RBurhee an'
SHANGRI-L'AFFAIRES, znd Izney dere, or even ole Repp. Dem boys was so husvy
fennin' dey didn't have time to pay no 'tention to stf. Det's de formuls,
Gzbe, fo' dis new fzndom I'se going to git goin' down derc. Monthly fznzine
goin?’ to belde: thing té" do deo ol ((The stege darkens. The choir sines
"I Been Workin' on A Fenzine" till the liehts eo up on the next scene.))

gcene 8

The scene is the Hoffwomen Hotel in S&vennzh, & poor but fannish home
with stencils &nd correction fluid znd styli zll sround. Hoffwoman is
typing stencils for the second issue of QUANDRY. GChu cnters.

GHU: Hello, chile.

HOFFWOIIAN: Who is you?

GRS RN e idia. iaimd S T
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HOFFWOMAN: Det's whet vou sey.  You look purty much like ¢n ordinery fan to.
me .

CHU: Den keep you' cyes opan chile. Look.zt:dat quire of stencils dere.
((The stencils begin to glow &nd turn completely white hot. They give off
much hezt.)) licybe you notice de stencils @in'tburnin' up?

HOFFWOIAN: Dat's true. £n' stencils burns: powerful cesy.
GHU: ‘Now. you. believe me?
HOFFWOMANs Co'se I does. It's wonderful

EHUs Net.i€ 2in't chile,, dIt's jes® & trick. (( He weves his hend &nd the
stencils are normzl agsin., tnd you gonter see lots bigger ftricks den
dat, chile.. In fezc', you gonter perfo'm-dem.

HOFFWOIAN: Jie? I'se gonter be & tricker? Is I goin' wid & circus? I kin
ride horses- too, you know,

0HU: De horse ridin' comes leter. Fo' now, you is gonter lezd fandom into
fennish ways of rightousness. You &nd yo' fem'ly- like Shelvev here.
((Shelvey suddenly zppesrs in the room. He stares zbout him, bewildered.))

SHFLVEY: Hey, what's dis?

CHU: It's 11 right, boy. 1I'se de lswd Chu, #nd I'se showin' Hoffwoman
some tricks.

SHELVEY: Yes, I sew dzt right off. PRut-- she's & girlt

GHU: Rless my beznie, so she is. ((He laughs.)) An' wezit till you see wheat
happens when Rucker finds det out! I wish you could sce into de future,
like I kin.

HOFFWOMAN: But det comes later, like you says. #o' now, whet is dese
tricks you's showin' us?

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

GHU: Yes, le's get down to it, beczuse desc tricks is things you're gonter
do in you' fenzines. Now Shelvey, I'se gonter show you & little tricky
thing you czn do cealled "Something Up Our Sifsve." An' den dere's &n idea
I got fo' somethin® celled 'It's In The Bzg' Now when you does this

tricky stuff in yo' fznzines, it's gonter creste lotts 'tention to you &n'.
((The stege derkeps . The choir begins "The Sixth 7andom Anthem;" which it
sings until the lights go up for the next scene. ))



g{ene o

The Heppy Tenning Grounds. #nother bheerbust, with much blog 2nd merriment,
=znd here znd there couples snogging. Two fengels @re serving crottled
gr\eeps et ¢ picnic tEZble-

FIRST FANGEL: I declare, dis is like de old days, befo' Chu got mixed up
wid &1l det trouble down on de Ferth, He sho' had & passle o! trouble
Bbefo? he got it 211 &traisghtened ous, didn't.he?

SECOND ¥ANGEL: Dzt he did. 3But he's been mighty spry @¢nd heppy letely.

FIRST PANGETL: Yessuh, dey's gittin® on good down dere now. Did you heer
'bout de wey Ghu took cere of ole Bloch? He's got him writin' & fanzine
review columm in de prozines now, £n® bringin' mo' zn' mo' fens into tru-
fandam.' & deelare, if det don't sl

SECOND FANGEL: Yes, &nd I hear tell dey's hardly @ny telk eébout science fic
tion in de fenzines zny mo®'. Why, Hoffwomen mzrried one dem professional
editors, &n' got him workin' on fanzines, /hisself; dey say.

FIRST FANGET.: Well, it suttenly is & wond'ful thing.

((Ghu zrrives =t the bheerbust, with Cabriel beside him. He greets the two
fengels plezsantly, @nd they move to the resr of the stage.))

GHU: Well, dis is de way things should he, Gebe, No mo' trouble fum de
mortal fzns botherin' us un here. We cen git beck to de job of fengellin
et roddin st ens
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GABRIEL: It shoo' is & relief, 1l right. I got de thund'bolts pzcked o-
wey in mothbzlls fo* de pzst couple vesrs. We converted de thund'bolt
fectory into 'nother brewery.

CHU: Dat's fine, Gebe. If dey's anything I likes it's -- ((He stops sud-
denly, cocking his hesd zs if listening.))

G/BRIET: Whzt's de matter? pnything wrons?

GHU: ((Now smiline =géin)) It's nothin', Gehe., I thousht I hear somebody
mentionin' stf down dere on Farth, but could be I wes wrong. £rin't nothin'.
I zuess, 'cept mgbbe I got =z touch of Twonk's Diseszse,

GARRIEL: Well, now, don't you go worryin' 'bout dem mortsl fens. Dey get-
tin' "long purty well; don't go messin® wud 'em. Let 'em worry ‘'bout demself:
IRy S OIS lE

GHU: ((Sighing.)) You right, Gzbe. Dey czn ttke keer of-- ((He stops &-
gain.)) I did hear it! Gzbe, dey's talkin® znd jabberin' ‘znd buzzin' 211
over down dere ghout stfl . :

GABRIEL: But dey cein't be, Ghu.

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

GABRIEL: Dey-done dat before. Didn't none of 'em s#imount to much.

GHU: Put dey'rs inco'poratin' dis'n, Gabey G-be,.it's the worst one yit! De
got officers znd & officizl sezl &n'-- Gzbe, did you hear dat? dey got some
mess -wid & lawsuit-- twenny-five thousen' dollehs, Cabhe!l

* GABRIZT: Mzn oh mz2n, won't dey never lesarn? What yvou gonter do now, Ghu?
EFg (B rewhEing. ) ) SREgIt Sriow, .Gabe sl 2 A HeHter. - SlorsRosthGn -

GABRIEL: You meen you gonter fo'get 'bout 'em, Ghu? D&t would suttenly
make de: Tfangels “here happy.

GHU: It might be dat I'll fo'git 'em Gzbe, zn' it might be dzt I won't.

But wel'll jes' keep zn eye on 'em fo' @#while znd see wheat dey do. light
be de trufans will git rid of dis club-- I &in't interferin'. ((He ponders
erimly.))

GABRIEL: Anythin' I cen do to help, Ghu?

GHU: Jes' one thing, G¢be. You keep you' trumpet nice &n' shiny.




By ANDREW J. OFFUT _ \) U LJJ AL

-=-- from MC &ndrew J offut's introduction of CoH Gordon R. Dickson =t
Kublzi Kon Too in Neshville, Tennessee, Szturdev night 11th [izy 1974,
#lso present wes Specisl Cuest Bob Tucker.

(Feving pointed out theat Dickson's first published storv wess "The
Priendly Msn," in ASTOUNDINC for Tebrusry 1951, the tosstmester went on to

detsil Dickson's other @ccomplishments) :

"plso in that vesr 1951, Dickson
invented the prezctice of including in
his stories the nzmes of verious fens
and other writers.,

"Inazsmuch &s the phrsse ®ickson -
isms' sounded not only stupid but vzeu-
ely obscene, your GoH kindly sold the
patended process to & Chinese film im-
presario, Hoy Ping Tucker, for & life-
time pzss to the Bijou Theatre in
Poingville, Illinois.

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

"And & 300,000 word unfinished mzn-
uscript, entitled CALL HIM DE LAWD--
which Tucker h&d been unsble to sell,
in 1951, hectuse it hzd & bleck pro-
tzgonist.

"You ever try .thet zgein, Rob?

"In I"ey 1966, ANAT.OC enhznced its
pages with the publication of # Dickson
storv called 'Czll Him Tord.'

You will note thzt this is simi-
ler in title to the 300,000 word no-
vel Gordy bought from Tob Tucker in
1951, It hzd teken him 15 yesrs, not
to rewrite the story, but to wezde
through 1t. Then he elimineted =211
the obscenities #nd Dicksonisms--ex-
cuse me, Tuckerisms, ¢nd it beczme
o story of less th&n 10,000 words."

God knows why.
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ON E by Jodie Offut
AFTERNCON INTORONTGC

O ‘Seturday «fternoon &t Torcen, the besr was. running low in the SFWA
suite. I hed z2lresdy notieced en undercurrent opf wrgeney £hroughsut the ho=
tel &8 word wes pessced that beer znd liquor wruld be impossible -t~ buy »n
Sundey- or.Mendzy, Tobor Dey. (I don't understend why they have ¢ Tebor Deav
in Ganedz --I thought that wes cur helidzyv.) Here a&nd there I could detect
pairs nf eyes tinged with just the hint »f pznic &t the thought of not be-
ing @llowad ecccess to liquor steores for two deays.

Reing the EALYLL/EY{H{ of tho SFWP treezsurer, I offored to go for beer.
(Where do writers gct their idezs? Theyv crib from ecech nther when they're
bonzed up!) This isn't = new thing for mej; I often meke ‘beaze runs &t
cons. I often run errends. for the SFWA, too; I carry sutogrephed checks
tn thz benk for depnsit.

But never before heve I gene out for so much, nor with two kinds of -
currency. 4nd in & fereign country to boant.,

I wrote down the order (12 ceses, @ssorted) end wes givoen the money
(470, £ssorted) in & pouch. Deciding to teke the cer, I went in scarch of
Mike Glicksochn, Caenedian Exteerdinsire, thinking he might go with me, sug- |
gest & guide, or give me directions. As it turned out, I should hzve tzlked
to the sneke. Mike wes too busy to lezve the ccnvention--busy rushing
from n~ne pleéce tn znother. He did slow down enough te snetch & meép from &
pessing fen, mekr it up with lets ~f lines @t right zngles {2Ad onc curve)
end tell me ebrut & bunch of onc-wzy streets. He @lsc had tc stop end
think seversl times, which msde me wonder if he'd been in Toronto nuch
longer than the rest of us,

I thanked lMike, welked zcross the 1nbby, &nd on mv wey ~ut the front
dnor threw the mep into z prssing elevetor. Screw it, I theught,  I'11
tzke 2 ceb., I've got 211 kinds ~f money--well, two kinds, &nyway.

Stickine mv hezd into & texi, I exnlzined to the driver whet I wented
to do; I zsked him if it weuld cost-very much, (Well,’whet do:I know?
Where I live, there zrc no texis, or buses, or even liquor steres!)

He couldn't tell mg of course, how I sheuld tip him or ceven whet the cab
fare would be. Put he wes verv nice when he foung out I knew nnothing of
Toreonto (hor much of Cznade) s¢,if¥Wepped. in the front sest end aff we
went.

The mzn hzd lived in Toronts neerly z11 his life &nd geve me &1l sorts
of informztion zbout the city, nationzlities of the pepple whe lived '
there, where they come from &nd why. I forgot mnst of it within hours,
but he pzssed on lots of fzscineating history. He'd been to Kentucky on
fishing trips 2nd I t0ld him & little bit zbout where I live. Wa enter-
teined cech other.

When we geot the liqueor store I discoverced my driver te be & gentlemen
nf the nld school (& supposedly Sourthern treit) who thoueht & men cught
tc teke chsrge when in the compeny of & womzn, He askcd how much beer I
wanted, recommended & couple of braends, &nd he placed the order. When the
bill wes toted up, he turned to me. Opening my Pecples Rank of Morchead
money bzg, I trustingly spilled vericclored money cut on the counter.
Clerk znd esbbic counted out Candizn #nd U.S. monies to their sztisfec-
tion znd I was given & few nickels,dimss &nd quarters (some of each coun-
try) to put in my voueh.
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When he hed to strop 1o the grognd M€Y the lust ones; Ifeceturldy feured
h~*d pop & blood vessel

"That's se FilefSwml.go, ledimtSieMn: nted  when thé list easg wgs,on the
o e B A

"Thank vou," I seid, tight lipped &nd woent through the door-- and stoppec
I couldn't do that, nc mattor how short he'd bheen with me. I turned back
znd geve him & dollar or twr--I don't remember.

"Thenk yous he seid, tight lipped, #s I opcned the docr ardaEnanp e
steirs.

Up in the lobby-- thet mzgnificent, richly @ppointed lobby--my beer wes
piled up on the floor behind the bell captzin's stetion. And not & bellhop
in sight. £# bottle hed broken end foam was onozing zcross the floor towerd
the fine cerpeting; the ondor of werm beer overwhelmed nmy nostrils.

Looking frenticeally zround, I spatted = ° bellhop corine towsrd me. I
ran to meet him.

"I've made & terrible misteke. I came to the front docr with & whole
1nt of beer for the Science Miction Writers' Suite. I recezlize I should hzve
gone to the back, but I just didn't think. The doormen geve me & herd wev
to go &nd I feel terrible...” I bzbbled on: "One or mzybe Two bonttles broke
znd 1t%s gll over the @loor..."

He surveyed the mess, then got & dolly =nd begen stecking the beer on 1t

"Well, tho mancgement doosn't think much of it when you buy lakquier out-
side the hotel znd bring it in sinee they sell it herz, hut we'll take g
upsteirs for you." He zlsc mede some unkind gesturc trwerd the doormén &nd
geve ne &én understending and sympathetic smile.

God love vou, I thought

He cowld herdly tip up the dollgEsence &1l the beer was on s e SR (o ] =
1owed him zcross thet huge lebby te the freight elevetor znd esked if I couls
ride with him. BHec szid sure. T told him & 1ittle bit @bout the con. He
wes from Sentlend znd had & lovely &ecent: he and his son hed driven through
Kentucky sn their wey te Plorids several times.

By the time we'd gotten to our destinetion, the ~r-uchy doormen Had be~
gun to fade from my mind (&t leest temporzrily,) In the feece of this nice
rfeay 20d thetaxi draver,.

Just the sama, when I walked into the
room ¢nd #ndv loocked un &nd szid, "Hey,Rebe
I felt = surge of ralief, security, &#nd exs=
treme plesgure &t his nrescence., I told
him. this man hed heen awfully nice te me a-
fiter . bad experieneo &t the front door.
sndag tookqever, offoring.the men s beer,
tzlking with him while the two of them
stocked -the fridege. . .The hellhop finished
his beer &nd conversétivn--andy #nd I both
tipped him-=-znd he left. I followed him ¢
the, door, thenking him.one more time.

Phen,swith;2 Jueersigh, I plopped in &
cheir to jot down an cccounting of the nmo-
ney.I'd spent. (A1l .but $1.63, Americen.)

A eouple of minutes leter, some dude ceme
Sl throush Fhe door,; Fresh out) af
e, Shower . 1Cxisp shict, . Treiling Brys,
Dry ermpits.

"Hew! " he said, "did'yg.ever send some-
begy. cut of ter more beer?”

fefcah  swedid ¥ Bosaid.. dHEye, =
I"olton's.,”

fARCEL FOR
ED CAGLE




We-=-they--lnzded the
cer, back seet snd trunk,
end we headed back to the

Royal York, meking & quick s,
stop on the wsy where my x .,kid. Now ii"é'teh\\

new friend picked nsut & °
bottle »f inexpensive
sweet wine (they hzd no
Boone's Term) for me. He
2lsn let me know in no un-
certein terms thst I
should be drinking goond
Scotch instcad of westing
my time on chezp wine.

We pulled up in front
ot ThietRieyeal - Tork . | e
cenopied shdeowslk. < ‘The
militery-looking, bress-
buttoned doorman, -

Just-z2siwe rolled %o
¢ stop, & feint thought
flitted. zcross the bzck
»f my mind: should we
maybe hzve geone to the
back goor with @11 this
beer? Before I could cry-
gteldize’ the “thought, let
slonevact ‘on i4d My cabbie
hed hopped cut, opened
the trunk, £nd commenced
stacking ceses ~f beer on
the Rovel Yerk kerh.,

One lork ¢t the deoormean, o :
whe wss stout, porly , pretentiously stiff, and had @n zppzlled look on
his face at £11 this beer ™cing stacked #t his feet (by this time the back
sent wes heineg emptied) :nd I wished with 11 my hezrt that I'd thought
& block earlier, ;

He let me knew gbout it, t o,

"You should hzve mede rrrongements to take this to the gzrage srouni
the block," he =zdmonished trrough pursed lips. "I may not be zble to get &
bellhnp who'll carry 11 this;" he zdded hzughtily.

T know.... T realize”'thefts et it 's hege®and.:." LIffreailed off a2nd t
turned  beck te Sthe ca ‘drinsver.,

He shrugged his cycs =t me, we chetted while I paid him (I think I gzve
him & proper tip-- I g&ve him the recl stuff, cur money-- he seemed satis-
fied, We se&id goodbyc z#nd gondluck znd weved at ezch other &s he drove off

Then I turned zround to be deslt with by the stern mezster of the Royal
Y oricSputthel of

The temperaturc wes ebout ninety-five degress in Tornnto that @fternoon
The doorman weas weering & red, tight-fitting cozt, buttoned to the chin.
Chins. As heevy wes he wes, he wes sweating just from weztching the traffic
go bv. Giving mc & withering look, he picked up 2 case of beer, welked tern
feet zcross the sidewszlk to & moving track. The track shuttled the beer up
toT the ez

Ten times thet man mede thet ton-foot trip (I carricd twe myself, but
he didn't scem to like that--the beer wes in bottles znd very heavy) Fach
time his fece gnt & little redder =nd the sweat poured more prefusely.

S 1l primt. yoor Syice
5 for A lower phice Thes

!



ARNIE AT  WINGED VICTORY

The squét buildings of Brooklyn's Perk Slope stretched to the horizon
#s I gezed down upon them from my epnzrtment house roof. Joyce hueged her
flimsy ijzcket to her bodv zgzinst the chill whipping in off the Fast River
:nd watched my delibercte e-vance to the edge of the roof.

"Stry off the roof," my mother &lwzvs kvetched zt me. "you'll fall and
kill vourself!" The world .of Tewish mothers it tieht-
ly bound by unbreskesble cheins of ceuse gnd effect.
There wss never & question of perheéps felling, or
mévbe getting hurt, of poss1ble denger. [ty mother
knew. Tick & lamp post in winter =znd your tongue
will stick to it. iizke & fzce znd it will freeze
thet wey for the rest of your life. Go up on the
roof &nd you'll fell £nd kill yourself &nd then, my
son, you'll be sorry. Do &nything, &nd & Jewish mot-
her c&n gusrentee thet, =t the very lezst, you'll
‘poke your eye out. :

Yet there I wss, walking determinedly to the edge
of the roof in utter defiznce of my upbringing. Whet
drove me to this extremity? It wes nothing less
than Men's Unquencheble Yecrning for TMlight.

It hzd 211 begun sever:l hours ezrlier, much &s
it hzd probably started for Orville znd Wilbur, by
seeing = bird. Tovce £nd I were welking down TMonteguc
Street to get the Sunday Times when one of the locel
pigeons, perhzps overcome by the bezuty of New York
springtime, decided to fly.

Flying is no big trick for your ordinzry bird,
hut when q New VYork pigeon takes off, it's &n event
of the first mzenitude. The zvercge New York pieeon
feels the szme wev zbout flvineg thet the zverage mid-
dle zged mén feels zbout sex; once & month or so is
fine, but anything more is # bother. I guess this
pzrticulsr pigeon got to thinking ¢hout flvine znd
decided thzt since he's z bird, whztthehell, he'll
give it &« try. So he gives the ole wings & few flaps.
st.ils through the &ir for & few yzrds &nd before he
knows it, he's safe on the ground, walking @long with
¢ hezd-bobbing strut. :

: However thrilling zn zdventure this w:sfor the
pigeon, it wasn't & grezt zrtistic success from our point of view. Its
wings were & little crezky znd the overzll effect wes not unlike one of
those ornithopters 211 the junk stores were hawking ¢ vesr zgo. I guess
nothing comes e&sy to New York pigeons.

Watching the lebored flight reminded me of my childhood brushes with
mechznical flying things. 211 kids zre fascinzted by flyine. The idez of
zooming &cross the sky like Supermsn (or Peter Pen, if you swung thet wey)
is lI‘I‘eSlStcblP to ¢ kid. I wss no different, even if my mother's wearnings
did keep mv from emulzting George Reeves from the roof of my home.

Some kids tezke ¢ lot of persuzding before they bhelieve their elder's
stetements thet people cen't fly, but sooner or l:ter they #11 zcknowledge
the fect. I puess seeing my friend CGene fzll out = tree wes whet did it
for me, but T hadn't resllv considered it ¢ strong possibility before thet
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either: Thzt's when sublimsztion comes in, just zs it did in menkind's re-
lztionship with flyine down through history. If people cen't fly, why,
we'll just build something thet can! In the Grown-up World, first you had
crezies with metzl wings, then some people with ricketv wooden plenes &nd
before you know it, hzlf the world is whizzing : longrdm sthe. friendly skies
of United crocked to the eyebslls on those lltt1e hottles of scotch.

In the world of kids, you get & hunch of weird little hastsérds running °
down the middle of the street flzpping their &rms and making engine noises,
followed soon after by intense interest in bzls:zwood gliders.

I have no doubt thet kids in some neighbhorhoods build hesutiful powered
gull-wing planes, lovingly ¢ssembled znd peinstekingly peinted in fleshy
colors with dope, but New Hyde Pzrk wes not exactly & meces for youthful
srtisens &nd. craftsmen. Oh, there were & lot of us knocking plastic models
together, but when it cime to ectually seeing flight, we put our trust in
tmericen industy. £t the dimestore you could get something mede hy the
Testor Compzny which veguely looked like @#plrne end fit together in eight
seconds, Let others revel in the joys of meticulous construction, we wented
to see somethlng circle overhezd, launched by the cwesome power developed
in ¢ kid's throwing &rm from Vecrs of trying to hit the stickball strike-
zone with ¢ spzuldeen.

Testors gliders were perfect for our purposes in neerly owvery itespent,
They were sturdy enough to survive the inevitable creéshes &nd checn e-
nough--15 cents put vou in the bzlss glider business--that it wasn't = fi-
nencizl disacster if the plene flew down & sewer.

0Of course, Testor's glicders did hsve one little flew; they didn't fly.
A kid's first Testor pline wes @n unforgettehle experience, & foretaéste of
the fzilures ofid frustrations of cdult life. You slid the front wing
through the precut slit in the body, &ttached the h:clm wing &nd j~untv vel--
low t=il end--voilei{-- yvou had & glider with &11 the cerodvncmlc guslities
of & stone. TInstructions .printed . .right :en;the broad front wikgl ol ‘every
g irenaft htald. hew (46 ‘setiit.up for.stuset.on straight Slving, But wt never
stayed zloft long enough to judge the sccurscy of thet informztion.

That wes £lweys the big point &t issue when we flew gliders in my neieh-
borhood; how long would your plzne stsy up. We'd nod appreciatively =t
baenks end loops, but it wes simple endurance that held our #llegirnce.

When little kids who'd seen our vein sttempts to make Testor's eliders
glide zppeared on the street with tiny plastic plenes lzunched bulletlike
by &n equ&lly miniscule slingshot, the purigts é&mong us knew thet the gen-

; teel sport of glider-flying wes
buildine into its final decadent
phese.

£t this juncture my mother &nd
cunt decided it would be & wonderful
trezt.for mv brether:.and I if they
shlepped us out to l"ontauk Point on
the tip of Long Island for @ wvece -
tion. I don't .know wh&t Montzuk is
like now, but &zt that time it wes =
stagine zrea for TForest Lawn. The
most exciting sctivities there were .
sterine ¢t the lighthouse, esting
ice crezm cones ¢t the town bakery,
2nd wotehine static -ridden Connec-
ticut TV stations on the hamlet's
television set.

I wes telting the guided tour of
Montauk's Tive znd ten when I nho-
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ticed -&.razek of gliders. of & fype IL'd.never
seen. The comp&eny, bzsed in the stzte of Wes-
hington, had teéken & completely different ep-
prozch. theps Tester hid.. Instead efsapone-
piece front wing slipped through the bodv,

the wines of this strinege rlrn2met the fu-
gilese 2t 45 degree zngles :nd were held in
plzce by & red plestic clip. For ebout 30
cents you:got threepl: neg held in trien-

guler formetion by ¢nother clip.

By the time I returned home, I'd become
foirly proficient with the new pléne,
which my friends quickly dubbed "Hontauk
flyers" after their plazce or origingl pur-
shcese. They were far more frzgile than Tes-
tor's products-- it wasn't unusucl to chip & wing when ip,qrtihgjj;into ‘he
clip-- but they cctuclly flew! :

I enjoyed my mestery of the skies for severzl duys, getting off on the
rest of the kids lining up for : try &t my discovery, but I knew the battle
hed only just been joined. I wrsn't the only enterprising youth on the
block, £nd kids rightly recsoned thzt if I could find & superior Crilmis ey gl
they prohszbly could, too. Pretty soon, kids were lezving the neighborhood
in 211 directions to rumm:ge through obscure czngy stores &nd dilepide ted
veriety stores in quest of the Perfec Glider.

It wes & strenge cssortment of bootv they lugged home to INew Hyde Park.
One found & locsl source for [ontsuk Tlyers, while ¢nother discovered thet
the compznv zlso produced & whole series of rubbher-bénd driven propellor
models. We zlso lecrned thet Testor offered z deluxe 25-cent pline thet
msde its resulsr version look like .Tonmthzn Tivingston Sezeull. One dere-
devil explorer even returned with & bzlszwood bipleéne glider end subsequen-
tly sufifered the fzte of the venturesome when our jihbes thzt SLaetanvic) s IR
ven flv #s well s ¢ Testor's plzne proved stertlingly &eccurate.

I wesn't stendineg sround with my hends in my pockets, either. 1In ¢
hole-in-the-wz1l toy store I found & glider czlled the Tiger which sold
for only & nickel. It @zssembled in the szme menner &s & Testor's plecne,
but there the resemblznce ended, It wes smell, light and well-belznced, &nd
where Testor's pl:ines cutfurrows in the ground, this one sozred.

I did not rush to show my fellows this new curiosity. #s the discoverer
of the liontzuk Flyer, I hed z reputstion to uphold, so I decided it might
be best to put the Tiger through = few time tricls to mzke sure it wouldn't
humilisate me lzter,

Petton Bouleverd wes empty &s I tried ¢ few flights to test it's eir-
worthiness. The pl:neperformed zcceptebly, banking znd looping nicely.

Then it was time for the Big Test. Stepping into the middle of the rozd,
I hurled it into the zir with every iot: of strength I possessed.

Iy czst hed good trejectory &nd the wind must have tzken it, because
ten seconds later pmy plinewes flying :long t:bove the tops of the two-story
houses th:t were the prevziling design. It went streight down the street
2t thet sltitude for gbout three houses, & distznce of 300 feet, &nd then
me.de & lzzv turn, crossed the road @nd ceme down the other side of the block
towsrd me. Still meintzining its height, it circled behind me znd sterted
up the street sgein.,

211 the while, I wss timing its flight with one eye on the wetch &nd the
other looking in every direction for someone who could serve#s & witness to
this record flight. “‘or the first time in my young life, I began to wish
that my hated nextdoor neighbor would &ppezr. I wanted someone, &nyone, to
see this triumph over the lz:w of gravity.
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The o0ld record for the longest flight hed #lresdy been surpzssed by 30
seconds when I beeg: to heve the oddest feeling thetmy little plzne weas
going to simply fly eswzv &nd never he seen cgsin. You know, & little dip
of the wing to the kid on the ground, =nd then it's Turope Dby Wednesdzv.

This time the plzne went zhout 350 feet down the block hefore going into
it's turn. As it crossed the street I could see thet it wes losine @lti- '
tude. This wes not the precipitous drop of z "'astor's plene, however, but
¢ smooth descent towzrd the ground. ¥4 we.s ebout helfwey back towrd me
when it plowed™Tifess: ‘front Tawn,

When I ren to retrieve it, I quickly séw thet this glider would never
skim through the zir &g:in. The impzct had done in the front wing &nd
the metzl noseweight had been dislodged.

Neturzlly, once the flight was over, the street filled with people.
"Hey, guess what just h&éppened,” I scid to my glider-flying buddies, and
described whathsd just teken plzce, Thev lzughed. I tried zgsin.” They
jeered. I picked up the remnznts of the Tiger glider &#nd slunk back to my
house to ponder the mesning of @chievement.

"I believe you," Joyce delcared when I finshed my story. Tesrs shone
in her eyes for the young frnie Katz so cruelly trezted by the hends of fate

I welked #long in silence for ¢ few moments, thet epic flight unreeling
in my mind. #4h, yes, it hed bem & wonderful thing, I mused.

We reeched the drugstor~. where we buy our Times &nd there, next to
the cashier, wes & rack of Ifonteuk flyers. I jinegled the chznge in mv noc-
ket &s my veneer of sophisticztion peeled zweayv like 1: yers of &n onion.
“Thoge zpe the lMontzuk Flyers,™ T whilgrered to' Joyce.

"You've got to buy one,"” she szid. "We c&n go up' to the roof znd fly
it." I didn't need much encoursgement. £ few minute l&ter we were stroll-
ing back the wey we'd come with our Sundsv Times end & couple of Montzuk
Tlyers.

I welked to the edge of the roof with the szmll plene credled in my hend
I brushed my wind-blown hzir out of my eves ¢nd took mvy stence. The grezt
ones never forget, I thought, &s I resred bhsck with perfect glider-lazunching
form.

My erm was ¢ blur of motion mnd the olider hurtled through the zir.
Would it rezch fer distent pAtlentic pvenue, I wondered es the plene
flew out over the street.

As T wetched the pleéne turned nose-down znd plummeted to the asphalt
below. I looked down &t it lying there in the middle of the rozd, one wing-
helf fluttering zwey. "Too much wind," I szid &¢s I turned from the ledge
&nd welked to the staircise door. There would be other plenes.
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Ly BERRY- HUGEES

Noses run in fundom. Well they.do. Almost every fin I ceén think of he
. nose tnd I would imzgine ezch heés grown quite :ttiched to his or her own.
Tust &s frns come in ©11 shipes znd sizes, so do noses. .The mcny types in-
clude: the l:rge nose, the sm:1ll nose, the hutton nose, the red nose, the
blue nose, znd the shcdow nose, . Some of you recding this m:y hive & nose
of your very own.

: In zn er: when bigotry is bheing slowly er:zdiczted, prejudice cpsinst
certuin noses still exists:; in fzet it is rempsznt. I know for I hezve ¢
l:rge nose. I don't think thzt it is thet big, but nevertheless, my nose
h:'s become the butt of ¢ number of jokes (if yvou'll excuse the shsurdity of
thzt snetomicel metzphor). While I wes in Columbis, Missouri for thet
lest summer (1972); 1 suffered & grezt dezl of zbuse s Chris Couch znd
Clzudiz p: yi-h both took turns impugning my nose. ffter z spell on the
west cotst during which. I could hold my nose high without fe:rr of immsture
effronts, I moved to Virgipi- where, before too long, cruel ijests were be-
ing m&de. Colleen Rrown would s&zy things on the order of "Terrys nose &l-
weys enters the room before he does."” Then rich brown would defend me by
styings "It's not fair to méke FWAPof someoene's sfflictions.” I think I
prefer the insult to the defense. I czn't help but feel thzt this zbuse
is but & reflection of our corrupt society. #mong : group of Fskimos I
would be & reguler Velentino, yet in this society I ¢m "Hey you with the
nose!" ‘‘sigh#*

lloses pley &én importint psrt in legends however. Why, tike Rudolph the
Red-Nosed Reindeer for exzmple., £#t first he too wzs ridiculed bectuse of
his nose, yet in the end his nose szved the situstion ¢nd he becime & hero.
So in = sense I zm like Rudolphi. No, I don't hzve horns, =nd ho, I didn't
seve Sénte end his reindeer, but my nose did heve & specizl power.

The house I lived in #s ¢ child hzd one room with ¢ very high ceiling.
Prom thet ceiling dingled & long electric cord znd socket which held =z sin-
gle nzked light bulb. !ly bed was positioned directly under this light. I
don't know whet m:de me decide to try to greb hold of thit cord; verhesps
I hzd seen too miny Trrol ™lvnn movies thtet week. Whetever the rezson, I
decided to try. Although I wes but z sm=ll bov &t the time, I found thst
by stinding on the met:l foot of the bed &nd stretchine unwirds with mv zrm
I could reich the lightbulb. The bulb was not screwed in zs tightly &s it
should hzve been ¢s I found out when I touched the exposed metzl pert of
the end of the light bulb where it fitted into the socket. The next thing
I new I wzs lying flet on my bzck on the other end of the bed. TForget ¢-
bout Ben Frinklin, thet moment wes when I truly becime cwcre of the power
of electricity.
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It wes £lso then thit I discovered the 'power' of my nose, its secret
¢bility. Upon coming into contict with the electrictl current my nose hegin
to pulsete, giving off different colors of the light spectrum. Trom the mo-
ment I Muched the bulb until the moment I crished into the m- ttress Itrev-
elled through different dimensions, c¢lien worlds, #nd other time periods,
or perhzps it wes-¢ plice thot combined 211 three. Whereever ind whenever
it wes, it wes not this world @nd not this time., It wee : plzce where skies
were soft purple, wpere the suns were electric blue, where the r:zin tasted
like coce-cole, c¢nd where the wenlfops glibbed. Although I never could heve
mede this znzlogy then, it was like ¢ psychedelic experience on thi&t natur-
1 drug electricity. The flow of electricel energy into my body &ctiveted
this previously unknown rbility of my nose. /s my nose puls:cted, my being
traversed ¢ plice thet wes totzlly other. When my body crished into the
bed, I c:mecrashing beck into this reslity s well,

Heving once t:sted such #n experijence, I of course hungered for pore.

On subsequent dsys ¢s I climbed up to the lightbulb ecgein end agein to re-
lesse my Electric Personslity my technique beceme more refined. 1T develope
& do-it-yourself ¥emc Sutr: of electric:zl shocks in @¢n effort to prolong the
length of mv trips. I even plzced ¢ pillow for me to lznd on 8 I 'crished.!
Ltaoften =8 I could I journeyed to thst other plzce,

You probsbhly hsve noticed th:t I hsve been spe:ling of my £bility to
trevel vis my nose in the psést tense, This is beczuse T ctn no longer do
thillsi fessmitiaehes hivppelied  toimsny, #8ns, I biges temysied it " Sarieiee Ty
It heppened on ¢ winter decy when I wes plagued by & bad heed cold. Despite
mv congested condition T decided to go :che:cd with my plenned eXcursion.

It méy hzve been due to t¢n electricsl overlo.d or due to my cold; either
wey, ¢S I touched the met:l pert of the light bulb, it heppened. I hlew
my nose,

Todzy I no longer h:ive thst secret power residing in my nose. While T
cm proud of it end whst it once could do, mine is now ¢n ordin:ry lerge
nose. /s my Brother Cr:ig s:zid: "Terry, you're just ¢ nose in the crowd.”
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A SORTOFECON REPORT

"You ere & robot, & Slmulzerum," szid Bob Silverberg to me there in room
129 of the “rencisco Torrss north *ower in Golets, Czlifornisz in the esrly
morning hours of July 7. 1974, This wes Westercon 27
He wes implanting this ide: inte me heczu

: : ‘use right there on my nzme stic-
ker on my chest it szid: "Crerles Ryrbee s

I hed thought it wess becsng

A ~1% Philip K Dick wes #1 &s the Pro Guest of
Honor &nd I was #2 bectuse I wg the T

- ~&n GoH, but Bob grzduslly diszbused
me on that score, or tried to. =

: Dick hzd crepped out on thes, He'd plezded illness, bezting me to the
rew,.

The word got zround thet he ws zetuslly shootine creps in Cuczmongs with
Rurbee #1.

So there I wes, Silverberg tol me,
created for this Westercon, with Y,3i71%-
words,

While Pob sat there tzlking to neno

Surbee #2, ¢ simulescrum especizlly
1n wisecrescks, ¢d libs, &nd nzughty

’ f : slvly: gethering informstion to hit me
with £t the Benguet-- T wes guzzlin: coors beer =znd ereduzlly he gave me the
igee he wes & giznt beer ceén,” This impression came snd went.

He wes suzve end sophisticzted anc yrbzne end witty snd wordly end cherm-
ing end utterly winning-- these were “he times he looked 1ilsz heer czp .

He'd been sent there t6 inform me T wes z simuleorum, They knew he could

do & good jobh of it becguseqsometimejquing thie AT T a1 e e SRS
for & heer czn, znd beer c-ns never lie.
He went on to tell me I hzd not been.

= : : .constructed of the best meterizls.
T wes expnendeble. “or instznce, instesd of ¢

=z tape cassette speech center,
I had & 78 rpm record chenger from z 1932 Jurlitzer jukebox.

I thought that was ¢ good gag until I"wor, up # few hours lzter znd felt
that juke box mechénism jemming up while trying to change & record., However,
thaet scrunchy feeling went zwey zfter I hzd two bre: 2

hy kfasts end 47 glasses
of Orznge juice. How, I wondered, would one ge%t in there to chsnge = need-
le? Well, who needs to change = '

needle on #n experdszble m:zchine...

Why wes I there &t ¢119 T seldom g0 to Cons eve

own back yerd. Why would I drive three hours up the C
attend one?

Well, Bruce Pelz hed ¢ "kod me twoyears before &nd I, in ¢ moment of wesk-

CHARLES PUKRREEF

when they're in my
&lifornis cozst to
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ness brought on by Bruce's subtle preise-- "You've ecrned it, Burb. You're
due."-- I szid OK.

As the months wore on I more or less forgot the whole thing. 3But &s the
cctusl crucial date drew nesrer I hegzn to experience cold feet. The thought
of being up there in & lzrege room talking to more then forty people scared
me.,

The lzst time I'cd tzlked to z group of fifty people wes =zt 'e Union meet-
ing. Result was thet we lost the election end I lost my-iob. If I spoke to
¢ lot more peonle =t ¢ Westercon whet would be the penslty? %Would I be
drummed out of fendom? _

tnd spend four deys =t 2 Con? 'y record of attendance before had been &-
bout 24 hours. rostly it wes less then thet-- one evenine, nerheps.

tbout two months hefore the Con I wrote Pelz & letter, resignine. He
didn't answer.

"Thet's & dirty trick, " szid Cors, my wife. “efter vou promised."

"Whet's dirty &bout it? They can sk for fifty volunteers znd get them
instently:®

"But they wented you." -

"lfzybe they've used up 21l the loczlites."

But then Core zsked me to.go,. &8s &
pergonal fzvor to her., Thet wes
the clinching zrgument.

"You want me to go?"

llYes 5 "

@R e g

She nodded.,

I thought ¢bout it
Foy jaamimukes « v odg ]
rezlly wented me to go,

LG s Tehaieaitd U ]2
go; but I won't meke ¢
speech. The mere thought

of meking ¢ speech scezres A 7
Z z
THEN P UG oP "me - IT 12782
they'll tzke me on those _éff%;%?
terms, I'll go." /127555
I got both verbzl and 7157757
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written agreement.

"Tust wzve your hend &nd
sit down zgein when we in-
troduce you," wrote Tred
Petten, Westercon Cheairmen.

Sacn g 6 oot thils e dhje
firmation, I sterted taking
notes for & smzll speech.
Shucks, I szid to myself, if
they're going to give us &
suite #nd mezls, it is only
fzir thet I say & few words.
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I figured if I telked slowly I could lsst three minutes, which should be
zccepteble. Core seys I went neerly fifteen minutes.

Tor awhile there I thought I wouldn't have to go, &nd for = legitimete
reason. I begen to get sherp psins in my left side. I hed to be helped out
of hed one morning. The pezins went ew:y for = dzy, then returned, even
worse.

Here wes & solid excuse to skin the Con, I szid.

I went to the doctor. VYou'd like my doctor. £ little frebisn A T aur
feet two inches tell. I knew ghe wes frebisn becsuse she ceme in on & fly-
ing cerpet.

She exzmined me. "Do you drink, sire"

"Tnormous quzntities of heer."

"I knew you drenk. You couldn't fool me."

"I wesn't trying to fool you. I just hope you don't think I'm.kidding."

"You heve zn enlsrged liver."

"I know. I sit zround most Sundays enlergening it."

She dizgnysed my nzin &s nothing but & pulled muscle. Tighteen dollsrs %
to find out I had & pulled muscle. I'd been expecting &t lezst &n ecute
kidney infection.

YienLslisl sRom ~caihist swiin Sthicm ol

Demmit, I'd even been composing & telegrem in my hezd: "Deesr Fred Pztten,
Convention Chairmen. Sorry to crep out on you like this &t the last minute,
but I am dezthly ill. See enclosed Poleroid for proof."

I don't know how to trensmit & Polzroid by wire, but thet's wey my tele-
grem read.,

I'd gotten & Polaroid teken of me clutching my side with ¢ look of &#gony
on my fece,

fut when I looked &t the picture with zn objective zttitude T rezlized
thet that expression could ezsily be mistzken for repture,

Is Fred Pztten = philosopher? I wondered. Did he ¥now thet plezsure znd
pein are divided by the thinnest of lines” Tezst time I'd seen 7red he wes
¢ teenseer lustily pumping cwsyv =t my player pisno... "Iy Isle of Golden
Dreams"™... "Bzrney Coogle"... "Fome SIPUTED Reve "5 4

Oh well. 1I'y lzst chince gone, I showed up &t the Con.. Bob Silverberas
in the introductory stuff, used up =11 the sex jokes znd Rill Rotlser used
up &1l the gibberish, so I wes left with very little to work on.

1"y hznds were sheking from nerves so bedly that I couldn't reszd my =4
1libs. T had to meke them up.

I wes so nervous I forgot to insult Silverberg. 1 znologize for thet
heXeR

I got elong feirly well., Afterwerd I thought of & lot of lines I
should 've s&zid, ; -

I should have told them how I copyrighted the Fnglish liungusge bzck in
the old deys. That wes the sort of thing you could do in the Twenties. It
cost me twenty-five cents znd & s elf-sddressed stamped envelope.

Jor the szme price I could hsve bought & Conquer the World kit. I could
heéve been the first kic¢ on my block to conquer the world. Tut, being & non-
violent type, the rezding type, the kind that resds thet crezy "uck Rogers
stuff, I opted for the lzngu:ge copyright.

The copyright wes good only for the continent:l United St: tes. They
could go right on talking Fnelish in Bnglend for 11 I czred.

I rezlly don't know why I copyrighted the lsngusge. I never used the
power I'd bolghil s Bt seid right there in the copyright thet I could stcp
enything in the ".S. from =reskine op rezding or writing or even listening
to the l:zngucge,

The only fun T got for my stiecky silver quarter w&s reading the copvright
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iteelf-- on legzl leng th peper, smzll print, I read it so meny times I &l-
most memorized it. It steérted out: "Desr Sir; With your permission we will
print this idn ‘Englisha ve"

Rut &s I se¢id, I never used this enormous power, or even hed the slight-
est desire to invoke this gisnt dominion over the lzneusge until Seturdey
night, when I met Randell Cerrett.

But then I restreined nmyself, ffter #11, he'd done = nice thing for mé.
He'd invited me to his Dirty Yord Seminsrv znd Ilersrned two new dirty words.
I did tell them zbout ~7/ckermen being & figment of mv imezgination. #
flzwed figment, to be sure, but you must remember I figmented him un out

of &n sdolescent mind. ,

i"ost figments, when you get tired of them, go ew:zy.

I got tired of him right off, but he wouldn't go swesy.

I shoulde seid thet it wes herd sometimes to keep up ¢n imsge. People
reed my stuff &nd think I #m z comedizn., It isn't true. But they hszve
thet imaége of me end when they meet me they expect me to sty something com-
ic in the first thirty seconds.

Rotlser h&s the most difficult time of us &l1l1l. He's fendom's sex symbol.
Imegine keeping up with &n imege like thet.

Tet us &ll nope fervently tht he can keep his imege up.

fckermen has the essiest time of 2ll.
He doesn't have to sty snything or even
move., He just sits or stend looking
fckermennish...uh..., fckermenly? fcker-
menic? I wish I hédn't sterted this.

We hed & limerick crezting session
in our room sometime in the esrly Sundecy
M hours. Present were four fine gentle-
men, two pretty lzdies; ¢:nd Tlmer Perdue.

l'env shining limericks were fzshioned
in that .room. #1111 zre now lost forever,
We hed no scribe,

We didn't tepe the session. Who
wents to listen to three hours of drunk
talk.

L few hours lzter we &l) showed up
=t the Banquet. [Ff11 of the others hsad
their brzins shorted out ¢s & result
of hzving crezted those limericks.

I was the only one who had & menues-
lly operated brain end thus was not
shorted out.

They &ppeered in the bznquet hezll
operating on auxilizry breins supplied
by the ménsgement. TFeirly inexpen-
sive breins ~--fifty cents deposit &nd
five cents &n hour rentel fee. I
reminded 11 six th&t the five cent
usege cherge cpplied whether they used
the hreins or not; so thev might azs
well 2o chezd end use them.

?ifty.cents deposit and five cents
an hour doesn't seem like much, but
they were that sort of. brein,
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I think we spent ¢bout thirty-six hours &t the Con; from Scturday &t
Lpin till Sundsy B T . Core hed wented to get there Wednesdey but I'd have
missed out on holidev nzyv so I wagked Fridey eénd when 7 got home some time
¢fter midnight she mzde me do & quick wash-up znd chaénee énd in minutes we
were off for Goletz. We got to the suite, 129 and 131 end T wes trying to
fit the key into the lock &nd wondering if the serrzted part went up or
down when from the open cdoor of the room &cross the h&ll oome ¢ loud clear
voice @#bove the noises of the perty. "Who goes there?" It wss the loud
cleer voice of laren inderson.

"The Burbees"Zorsz celled bzck. Too loudly I thought, bectuse they hesrd
her. TI'd wanted to get some shuteye, hzvins heen up for zbout twenty hours.
But it was Phese Two of the Golds' perty. Pretty soon Tlmer showed up--
Tlmer Perdue-- &nd he end I, intconeert, told the fieyer story ;SIS &
dumb story but hes ¢ smzll historicel significance beczuse it explains why
FTlmer end I &#nd frnie Iztz cell everybody "lieyer."

It took me thrée days to wind down fromthe “on. I woke Sore up £t Lam
nndey morning et home, laughing. “I%wes drecming I'wss ad 1ibbing new
lines in y speech &nd I broke up ¢t the. new lines.

When I woke up I s&id to myself: "Dezmmit, why didn't I think of those
lines when I wes stending up there trying to lest three minutes?”

It's too lzte for the speech, so I'm giving them to you now.

=
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Rock sters h:ve groupies. IMovie stzrs hzve grounies. Fven I jera-jihes
groupies. Shouldn't Fannish T.egends hazve groupies too?

RBob Tucker thinks so. #nd I'm one of them.

Refore I met Tucker, I knew of his Febulous T¢nnishness. Bob Tucker:eo-
fen. Publisher of IE 70iiRI¥, which begzn in 1938 £nd hes been mekine fare-
well zppe&arznces since the flrst Torcon. Hoy Ping Pong, humorist, founder
of the Society for the Prevention of Wire Steples in Scientifiction Me ggi-
zines. frchitect, recipient of numerous bricks for thet fennish conventlon
centre, the Tucker Hotel. Perpetrzator of the "Rosebud" incident. [Fs & very
goshwow neofen, I hesrd thet story from Welt Ulebscher himself. What im-
pressed me most wes Welt'sobvious delight in the whole embherrzsine episode,
znd his equzlly obvious werm friendship for the men who plotted it, vears
before. L:zter on, working on the TORCON 2 committee, I could occesimelly
persuzde Tohn i'illerd to reminisce zbout First Fandom. He'd often h&ve som
story @bout Tucker, perhzps = 'idwestcon, & girl &nd maybe some booze, &1l
told in thst szme tone Liebscher used-- & kind of gleeful chuckle zbout the
exploits of & friend he zdmired,.

fnd then there wes Wilson Tucker, the 7ilthy Pro. The men who put
"Tuckerize" into the fennish lexicon.

tnd finzlly there wes Tucker the Tiving Tegend. Hugo winner &t Hejcons
Rest Tznwriter of 1969. When I wes still just discovering whet fcnﬂom coul:
be, he wzs finelly being honoured for having shazped it for over three de-
crdes, Hugo nominee ¢t Noresscon for YFAR OF THE QUIET SUN, & novel whose
subtl-ties bear some quiet re-resding. Tucker, prolific fenwriter of the
seventies, #uthor of ¢ stezdy strezm of witty, well-written erticles...
znd =z stezdy supply of good mystery novels, too.

The man Impressed me.

I wes beginning to develop = Grounie iMentelitv. I worshipped the legend
from «far, s it were.

I zctuzlly got to see Tucker ¢t the 1972 liidwestcon. Xor = legend, he
looked remzrkabley zlive. For =zn eofeén, he looked remsrkably young. Tall,
silverhezired, dlstlngu1shed end slightly sozzled, there he wes. But I'm
shy zbout zpproszching Tegends, #nd he was busy, leughing with friends, with
& drink in one hznd =nd his zrm zround the prettiest lzdv in the room. Whe-
did I, & mere Sweet Young Thing, hsve to szy to the Fzbulous Tucker?

By the next iii"westcon, I had plentv I wanted to s&y. John 11i1llerd  hzd
put me in charge of the £11 Dur Yesterdeys Room, the fcnhlstory displey.
I'd been s1ft1ng through Seventh Pendom, Sixth Fendom, &nd =11 the lzyvers
down to eofsnnish bedrock, which seemed to consist lergely of people like
Herry Yerner, Jr. Walt T.iebshcer, &nd, you guessed it, Rob Tucker. Y@l zei
ten interested in fzndom, 1in fanhistory, ‘infentreditions. I was getting
thet room re-dy, in pzrt, for the three eofen I mentioned, plus John ifil-
lzrd, to give them bzck = little bit of their pzst in return for the fendom
they'd given me.

Idolotrous? Meyhe. I told vou I wes develoning ¢ Groupie FMentality.
¢iven mv choice of & vro party or & First Yendom gethering =t znv con,

I1'11 tzke Lhe fen, snyviime.
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Resides, I rezlly wented to hear more Tucker stories, preferably the
ones Hezrry Warner left out of ALI. QUR YESTERDSYS.

I didn't get to tzlk to Tucker &t the 1972 iiidwestcon, either. I did,
nowever, telk to the Mervellous Jodie 0Offut, end I think some of my groupie
spirit rubbed off. £/ week or so before the worldcon, she meiled me & brick
thet szid "Heldemen" on it, for the Tucker Hotel. I squezled &t the Very
Confused mailmen, who wes used to the Rotsler #nd Firk ertwork I showed
him, but not to hezvy percols whose customs declerztions seid: "Contents:
one brick." (Come to think of it, I wonder what the Customs officiels
thought?)

T zlso relexed. The spirit of fendom seemed @live end brushing off its
propellor beznie for TORCON 2.

} couple of deys lzter,® thet spirit walked into the 211 Qur Vesterdays
Room.

Tucker Himsjlf.

I pointed out the 1948 Torcon edition of T.E Z0OI'BIZ, loened hy Herry
Werner, &nd the 1973 TORCOMN edition of his NFOF/N'S GUIDE, reprinted by
Lindzs Bushyager znd Lounsbury. Tucker smiled, TI pointed out the weater
pistols. Tucker nodded, zpprovingly. I pointed out the floorplen for the
Tucker Hotel, &nd the growing pile of bricks surrounding Jodie's percel.
Tucker grinned! £nd he produced &zn envelope full of rebulous Fannish
Photos for the displey. Scon we were chetting ewsy ebout fannish me tters.

TORCON is & huge blur for me; sometimes I don't believe it ever happened.
But I do remember Zob Tucker, lezning on & displey case in the AOY Room,
weering = propellor beznie &nd & huge grin, talking to fans. futogrephing
books. Going "remember when" over the finzines &nd photos with his cro-
nies, Swnpping stories with Welt Liebscher., Telking to reporters from the

cel popers, znd completely charming &n &ttrective young blond from the
Toronto STAR. TalkingSEEsime

/nd szving: "I hzven't hed so much fun since the first Torcon. /11 this
sttentiont I feel like & star! How'd you like to be & Tuckergroupie?”

tnd me saying: "Yezhi What do I have to do?"

tnd Tucker grinning end saving: "Welll...."

Just then someone czlled me from the fer end of the room, &nd someone
celled Tucker from the hell, end when I turned &round, he was deen in con-
versztion with Phyllis Eisenstein-- who wes lzughing, &nd nodding. T.earninge
to he & Tuckergroupie, no doubt.

In the fznnish fog that wzs my TORCON, I kept bumping into 2ob Tucker,
but somehow never hzd & chance to telk. I wanted to find out whet my duties
s ¢ Tuckergroupie involved-- zpart from collecting bricks, or wes it rose-
buds? I sew him venishing into the ber, with Liebscher &nd Jodie Offut,
whose brick certainly quelified her to become & Tuckergroupie, She wes
lzughing #nd nodding... sure looked like fun.

I sew Tucker zt the First Fandom psrty on Sunday night. He end Dave
yle mzde me zn honoresry First Fandomite. I was proud. #lso tired. 21
thzt point, I had no energy left to become & Tuckergroupie. Besides, he
wezs involved in converseétion with the prettiest femmefen in the room, who
wes laughing, &nd nodding, &znd...

The next morning, I sedly dismzntled the £0Y Room. The Legendary RobD
Tucker, who had proved to he z remerksbly nice human being, dropped in to
collect his photos znd stzved to chzt. He zutogrephed & copy of YTAR OF
THE QUIET SUN for me-- znd zpproprizte ster sction. #nd he finally began
to explzin my duties.

"The first reoquirement of Tuckereroupies and Honorery First Fendomites
io thel ithey kneal =t tha fect of eofen,.." :
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So I 7id. So Aid Jerry Keufmen, who wes helping me dismentle the
Room. Jerry wes & Tuckergroupie?

"The second requirement," Tucker continued... but someone ctlled me z-
way to clzim their feanzines,; &nd someone czlled to Tucker, end when I
looked zround he wes welking off, deep in conversztion with fnn Pessovoy.,

So here I em, z poor, isgnorznt Tuckereroupie. "hen iiike Gorre wrote to
me &#sking for meterizl, I thought: frezt! 1I'll help the Tucker “und, znd
the Tucker Fund will pay Tucker's plenefere to the 1975 Worldecon, snd I'1ll
be  onuthet splene, too «~ ~fim isure ~Lhed, on thes LD i+l a@eEN <LINE. out 2t . last
whet it reazlly mesns to be = Tuckereroupie. After 235 I*m sure: Teean
corner Tucker somewhere between T../. aznd Melbourne... probzhly bhehind
the &irplene'’s her! -

-




THE LIFE & LEGEND
OF WILSON ‘BOB' TUCKE R

DEAN 2. GRENKELL

£s the uninitic ted reazder probes into the mythos:- surrounding ghe Szge 5f
Rloomington, he or she is zpt to be perplexed by numerous phreses nd cetch-
words thet hzve esoteric significznce among the coghoscenti, but rether less
emong the hoi polloi. VWhy, for but one réndom exzmnle, should there he &
specizl, in-group releveance to things such @s Seeded Shoulders, Rosebud, or
the Ten of Clubs? Vhet sinister -s:-ning lies behind such cncient references
to Ritesbureg? Whet is the fine distinction between smooth znd
Schmoooooooth! "?

Is Tucker zctuslly z reincernztion of Cilgemesh, or is he the originsl
feCoy? 1If the latter, whet is the connection between Bloch &nd Thkidu?

Whoo knows whezt weevil lurks in the fotton Bowl?

When I first encountered Tucker zs zn zllegedly livine entitv, he mzde
hls dzrksome lz=ir‘out of Box 702, in Rloomington, Illinois. This w&s so ©
long #go thet the zipcore wes but ¢ glesm in frthur Summerfield's eve. When
I mede my initizl pilerimzge to osmote wisdom =t the feet of the "aster (r&
her like "imhzll innison meking his first run to Arisicz ), he continuved to
reside in Ploomington: not in z PO box, but in & house not fer from &n empo-
rium of euphoriz thzt sold Gluek's Stite, @mong other goodly weres, I re-
member it well, thet sultry night in July of 1955, We put out & one-shot
fznzine, thet being the custom of the distent ers, c&lline it LE GRUESOME
ZOMBIE,

Next dey, efter swezring me to secrecy on z szcred relic (one of Bloch's
bzby teeth, if you re:lly must know) Tucker took me some Ffourteen miles or
S0 south of Rloomington ¢nd revezled to me his future zbode, then still in
the finzl ministretions of cerpenters and the like. It wes loc:ted on &
street pleazsantly yclept Dineley Dell (lzter chenged to & nime so vrosaic
I've forpotten it), within the city limits of & bucolic hemlet thet re-
joiced in the neme of Heyworth, Illinois.

For regsons hezvily reduntznt to envone so r&sh as to héve meinteined ¢
known street zdress in midwest fzndom of the midfifties, Tucker had & fierce
Teunch to clozck his wherezbouts from the ken of the nomsdic fzn-horde.
Feerine that, once they mersuded o fer ss the Hevworth city limits, they
might be zble to treck him down by #droit investigztion, it wes decreed that
the very neme of Hevworth wss not to be uttered in the hesring of @nv not
of the innermost circle.

flong throughthe later '30s znd esrly 'L0s there hzd been & film zctress
of some notoriety, known by the professionzl nsme or Rite H yworth (née Czr-
men Ce&ndide Censino or = similer monicker, if memory serves). She went on to
merry Prince £lyv hen, plus' z host of others, being little mentioned in thess
leter deys. (In &1l feirness, so fer s I know, she merried them one ¢t o
time, divorcine ezch before the next, causing some to mutter, "To hell with
The I'APP weliting list; how do I get on thet one?")

£t eny rate, the heéppy coi ncidence of nesr-congruent spelling provided
the euphemism by which %he Chosen were wont to refer to Tucker's rursl ey-
rie. We called it Ritesburg znd let the fueegheeads (to use the archzic term)
streain their eyes in vein to loczte it in the Illinois ro&d maps.




- I heve smell, smue recol-
lections of beine awszkend in
the wee sme' hours of & long-
&go evening by the insistent
burring of the phone bell.

Re eling, shembline, barking
my ~hins through the darkened
house to clutch the noisv
instrument, I mede vecue mum-
blings into the ezrphone, re-

g versing it when I found I
e I? could not heer &anything fror
3~ the mouthpiece.

The vdice =zt the other enc
identified itself in slurred tones zs z fen then meéking ¢ name for himself
&s = fueghead of Probdingnzgisn stature in ¢ stete mostly noted for its oil-
wells &nd, in those dzys, for its burgeoning crop of fuggheszds.

'Cen you tell me Tucker's phone number?" the voice weznted to know.

"Sure T czns be heppy to. Rut I don't have it richt on the tip of my
tongue. Cot it written down here. <Somewhere. Hold the phone, huh?"

ts long @s & person is once up £nd zbout =t that ungodlv hour, there szre
thines that cen he attenced to to meximize crezture comfort. I closed the
door, to keep the sound-effects from betrzying me over the long distcince
wires. /ffter # leisurely while, I ssuntered forth, refreshed znd with =
lzmbent gleam of the eye thzt illuminsted the phone on its tzble, thoush
faintly.

YAre' yeou' 'still "there?™ il +.oked !

"Yup. Have you got Tucker's phone number?"

"Hey look, I'm ewfully sorry. 1I've got it here some plzce. I had it
just the other day. Just & metter of finding my zdress book. five me &
little time to find it. Can you hold?" ¥

"Yezh, I'll hold on, but meke it snzppy, willys?"

I 1zid the phone down, with z sinister curl of the lip, unhezreble to my
distent gadfly. I softfooted beck to bed, settled in, drew up the covers
¢nd fell into one of the most blissful, deepest sleepg I heve yet to enjoy.
In the morning, when the #lzrm went off, I went out to the tsble thzt held
the phone &¢nd found thet the 1l#d had given up zlong the wey. The phone wes
meking thet irriteble little sound-effect thet phones meke when thev've been
neglected unduly. I hur- it up, wondering how long he'd held out.

Some yesrs later, when Tucker- for ressons best known to him- came out
¢nd £letly snnounced td =11 the girbering world thet he.lived in Heyworth,
Illnois, T found theat for & lone while efterwems I hed trouble in zctuzlly
celling it thet, instesd of Rit:sburg. 0ld hebits die herd, they szv, e&nd
they're right.

Though 1t m&y sound unlirely in this enlishtened modern zge, lone after
Hugh I"erston Hefner hes discovered pubic hzir, there once wes &n unsophisti-
ceted time when enterprising entrepreneurs enjoyed & good thing by marketine
cecks of cards that festured ¢ different- to borrow Willie Rotsler's expres-
sion- nekkid 1lzdy on esch different cerd. In thet long-fz=ded ers, Tucker
hed purcheésed or otherwise geined possession &nd control of & deck of cards
thusly emblzzoned @nd hed tsken szid deck to o Hidwestcon, where it wes
used in the furtherence of zg: e of chznce.

Feivete, by the wey, czn be defined zs pleying cerds with Tucke while
referring to it zs & geme of chaznce, but that is gnother story for which-
¢s Wetson used to seéy- the world is not yet prepared.

Suffice to szv, zlong the way, some lowlife conniver wes heart smitten
by the unemcumbered dzmosel whose lovingly engineered fusilazge orzced the

UM...HES OLD. ..
AND
He's

FR%TA Teivois!?
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Ten of Clubs &nd the slip of pestebozrd was spirited sw y, never to he seen
egein by the deck's more or less rightful owner. Some &y the guilty cul-
prit (znd guilty culprits, zs lipdern iedicel Science nows Todey, re the
worst kind) wes Dr. Dwight /simov: others prefer to pin their suspicions on
Celvin "Biff" Collidge. UYistory gets hazy, thzt fzr bzck.

Fles, the world hes not &s yet gzined sufficient mzturity for the full
facts to be revezled in re Seeded Shoulders. The only thing that czn be
revezled zbout the mztter zt this point in time is that it is very myster-
ious.

However, &t hend, is & priceless relic, &n surochic =rtifzct, in the
shazpe of ¢ FAPfzine entitled CHAPTER PILAY Number One, for the FAPF mziling
that went out in ey, 1953, from the zforesszid infestor of Box 702, Pl om-
ington, Illinois. It bubbles with revesled vices: wallpsper with erinning
octopi #nd good jess like that-there.

It even sheds & bit of luminznce upon the Seeded Shoulders legend, nc-
ting thet it had zssumed cosmic significence while Tucker weas hzuling one
Shirley Relle Hoffmszn home from the ChiCon of 1952. It mourns the hook
Tucker was coing to write on noteble plzce nemes of fmericen Ceography.

Ind grits its teeth thet others hzd trod the ground esrlier.

"But I will not be so ezsily out to rout on & similsr mstter," it con-
tinues. £4nd we will continue in the voice of the I"zster, regrettine thet
we ceénnot set it down in the sans-serif of His zncient Royzl tvper.

"It 211 began when Orson welles mede movie entitled 'Citizen Kane' znd
czused & dying meén to whisper 'Rosebud' in the first red. 01d hends zmong
my &udience wll immediztely guess what is coming. Orson Welles meyh»
femous zmong the lztter-dey fens for his redio progrem, but with me his
reputation rests with thet single picture, = very fine &nd preced orft-
shattering movie which won no awzrds, didn't meke & fortune, #nd wss seen
by compzritively few people thanks to Willism Rzndolph Herst. ‘'Citizen
Fzne'was whispered to be the biogrzphy of this charscter Herst; & highly
fictitious biogreaphy to be sure, but solidly bazsed on meny stertling fects
of the old men's life. /s ¢ result it wes zlwsvs fought #nd fzlsely deamned
in every city where ¢ Herst p-per wes published; in meny ceses they refused
to mccept advertising for it &nd movie wes przcticzlly strangled to death,
I seem to recell too thet in some cities the Herst papers brought out Fhe
fmericzn Tegion to picket those thezters showing it, ¢nd of course their
own film reviewers were unenimous in condemning it-- if they mentioned it
et #1ll. So I becime :wrre of Orson Welles, budding genius.

"/s might be expected, this lovely word ((Rosebud)) found quick entry
into fendom. In & Doc Lowndes story, 'Trigger 'Blk &t Green Guna" &n old
cherzcter mutters the word znd dies. The TFancyclopedia ettributes to me
the popularizetion of the word in everydsy fendom, but =t this lete dete
I'm not &t &11 sure of the zccurszcy of this, despite the fact thet I helped
check the Pancyclopedis for zccurscy before publicetion. /#t &ny rate, Wl
T.eibshcer visited Bloomington one fine summer dzy &nd I took him on &
tour of the town; we ended up lete =zt night on z deserted picnic ground &
few miles from town-- he =znd his dzte hsd one picnic teble to themselves
while I &nd mine h&d znother. One or the other of us red-blooded fmerican
Boys rose up sometime lzter to hurl z chzllenge into the night sky: "Ro§e—
budi" Like maybe Terzen after mzking & kill. Therezfter, Liebscher being
Tiebscher, &nd Tucker being his modest self, fandom was bzdgered &nd
plegued with the word on every hand. For zlmost & yezr there was & fan-
zine by thet name., £#And now, patient reader, I'm =2t 1°st coming to thg
subject I sterted severzl peragraphs ago---I begsn & postcerd collection,
or more precisely, & postmzrk collection. I mziled tlank postcerds to the
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postmzsters of every town in fmerice (thet I could loczte) nzmed Rosebud,
énd shortly had zn estecnishing collection of Rosebud postmerks. So
there now, I've finzlly gotten & piece on plece-nzmes off my chest.”
S0 now you know; more or less,
Didn't you rezlly like it better, the wzy it wesn't?




MIKE GLICKSOHN (141 High Perk Ave,
Toronto, Ont. "6P 253 CANIDA) You've
every right to be proud of BANSHEE, e-
ven though John Berry is correct in
seying that &s fer &«s appeerances go
you've still got quite & bit to lezrn.
But for enjoyveble content BANSHEE is
right up there in the forefront of
current fznzines ¢nd is & remarkable
echievement for & single yezr's pub-
lishing. You've gotten some of the
better writers in fendom who've heen
silent fer too long to come out of hi-
ding #nd I hope you cén keep doing so.

Thn covers é&re nice; nothing spec-
tzculer, but the coloured ink is &n ef-
fective touch. The interior ertwork
tends to lzeg behind the quelity of the
written work. Sheryl's critturs &re
very cute, though, znd Grent's certoons zre good; not his best, but ecsily
g000 enough to stend out in the issue. While I zpplezud the ides of hzvine
Fric Mayer illustrete the "Degler" piece, his zrtwork doesn't perticularly
sppeel to me., He's competent, but & bit too cluttered in plzces.

0f Bill Kunkel's'nifty litle titleldllos, the, only one thzt doesn't
work is the one for Cy's columm which is przcticslly unrezdedble. It wasn't
until I sterted rezding the zrticle, recognized the style, looked bzck &t
the toc,‘and confirmed my suspicion thst I wes zble to decipher the words
Cy Chezuvin in the picture. ((Bill didn't like that perticular cartoon
very much, but for some rezson I fell in love with it, &nd used et )

I liked the wey you sterted your editorizl. I guess thzt's because I
pecognized both quotztions znd thet let me feel 211 smug &nd superior (Whi@
isn't my nzturzl stete: most of the time I'm 211 curled up sucking my gEpAZ
BELLLE thumb. )

I reverently stend down @nd haénd in my title s writer of the most hum-
orous ‘aérticle you've yet published in BANSHFF. Dave Locke, that paragon of
f:nnish virtue, thtt non-pzriel zmong fznnish humorists, thet Dol + ORE &EHE
scrotum of fandom ((I think I'm zbout the only person in the world that
hzsn't rezd that serticle.....)) hes clesrly esteblished his write to the
title. This fenzine review columm is brilliznt, completely belies Dzve's
concluding remsrk, &nd would be &n outstznding czndideate for " prticle of
the Year" as proposed by some idiot lzter on in the lettercolumm. In fect,
this one piece will shortly inspire me to do wh&st I've been plénning on
doing for some time, £nd thet is to go back through the fenzines I've gotten
this ye&r znd note the exceptionzl pieces in case Bowers tnd I ever do put
out the ¢nthology we've bendied zhout & hit. Deave is =n exceptionally tel-
ented writer, &nd even though one is tempted to wonder zbout the maritel
status of the perents of cny men who'd pollute Chives with sode: water, one
cennot deny his very recl contribution to fennish humour. This is e&ésilvy
therbest piece in the issue, =znd one of the best pieces to &ppeir this
year,

One @& more sober note (zlthough thet word is ill-chosen when D&ve &nd
I are the fzns concerned) I will no longer be showing up &t conventions wit
¢ gisnt snake eround my neck since Lerson E, that Boz Wonder of fendom, is,
cles, deceaged. Ee wzs zn @dmireble crecture, ¢énd I will miss him.

Surely if you're going to judge & fanzine, you have to judge it &s &
consumer, not zs :z producer? Or &t the very lezst s & combination of
both? Cy mey be correct that the mere zcl of putting out &n illegible
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crudzine full of rotten materizl setisfies every need of the editor, but if
se:id editor zctuclly méils the thing out, then he's asking for your resc-
tions &s & consumer, znd he must be expected to zccept your own personcl
stendards or criterisz. These willdiffer from one fén to the next, but thet
hardly invelidetes ¢n individuzl znswer to Peter's question. (Peter ((Jo-
hznsen)) wes &n Ottewe fringe fen, by the wzy, being Suszn Wood's boyfrien:
for four yeers before I met Susen. He helped run off &nd collate & couple
of Cenadiszn fenzines &s I reczll, so he had @ bit of the backeround &s

fer @s knowledge of fandom is concerned.) It might even be possible to i-
solate & few hasic ¢bsolute criteris, for that matter, such #s legibility,
gremmetical correctness in the writinhe, @ndf Eo FORLE.“*'ItYswoh _méEticrs of
content that the rezl sub1ect1v1ty<xf fanzines comes to the fore.

I won't argue with DZve cgcln over “the best fzn zrticle thingee. He
writes most persussively but I'm stlll not conv1nced theét the move would
be possible or even zdvisscble. He's write ebout the overlep in fanzines
meil e Tists, bt T WcS telking &s much cbout the voting &s &bout the nom-
1n<t1ng I thlnk we're bezting = qt:llborn horse, though, since I don't
see nyone cttemptlng to put the chénge into effect. Perhazps Dave will
spring & surprise motion on the DISCON business meeting, which should liven
things up & hit. But 211 in 11 I can't bring myself to argue with someone
who compsred somethlng I wrote to & glegss of ton vorr old scotch.,

BEN INDICK (428 S:zgemore Ave Tesneck

Ng 07666) 1In re PGWodehouse, it

wes long. yeers before your birth

when I first rezd end loved his

Jeeves books. They zre still ep-

peering ¢nd I'm gleéd & new gener-

etion is enjoying them. You mzy

be interested in knowing +th:st PGW

has zlso been @ distinguisched

writer of stzge comedy. O0Only

nege e Tl Saw @ -re vivel ef s

1919 musical he did with Guy

Polton #nd & young composer

nemed “Jerome ‘Kern .« = THé “pllzyy

2 cherming &nd still comicel

period piece, OH TADY T4DY.

Since you like PGW, I zlso

recommend to vou the books

of Thorne Smith, very 1930ish

in tone &lso, but brash znd

funny, znd fentasy es

well ) *“0fThis,"'my fa&vorite

wes alweys RAIN IN THE

DOGRWAYS “Hut’atds INDehHo

time ego, liike... & z
((Wodehouse is the VCHOKE

zuthor of z book entitled  NOBOPY

AUTHOR! AUTHOR which con- 14

sists of his correspond:znce L.ocCED

with cnother writer zbout

writing. Very funny &nd

interesting. It hes quite

z. b1t @bouthlis ssteget deffcon

in it. Also the price that the

SATEVEPOST paid for & sericl,

which ;e incredible .. ))
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PAUT. DOCHFRTY (18 Stelltrton Rd. Scerborough, Toronto Ontirio MLT, 3C9)
'Cleude Degler' wes very entertsining- someone should put tozether & col-
lection of such pieces, including perhcps things like '/ ey of Tife’ end
'The Enchented Duplic:tor'. ((#nd "The Purple Prstures"?)) However, eside
from the fzct thet such ¢ collection would probsbly be r:ther unprofiteble,
there is the denger thet somebody might teke it seriously. T cin see al
now: Vest conspir:ccy uncovered! 7ANettics bent on overthrowing esteblished
order.,..,our blood might run in the streets. The Stlem fin burnings?

iost of the ¢rt you're printing seems to be lergelv of ¢ ctrtoonish né-
ture, ¢nd here ¢ few nimes struck me. I reslly enioyed Sheryl Rirkhezd's
jllos for TLoren 'zcGregor's columm- they complimented the writing style per-
fectly. Cenfield, Rotsler, :nd Finney ¢re keeping up their high stenderds
in ecch of their verious-.dine mednesses. Fric lMcyer's bzcover hes & simpli-
city of dynzmics thet brttles with his cluttered shiding techniques &nd
wet kens the drswines The effect is, thzt of & leck of control over the
spece values. The idess zre there but I'm zfrzid thet the execution needs
¢ bit of ordering. lizrc Schirmeister demonstretes & clein control of the
certoon style thet is very s&atisfyine @#nd his subiects zre tlweys smusing.
But then, wh:t do I know? They kicked me out of the University of Toronto
fine zrt depzrtment for czlling ¢ depsrtment meeting z 'collection of no-

t%leng zssholes' (zlso for not doing whit I'm told, but thet's ¢nother
story

JPY KINNEY (160 Ceselli, Sen Prazncisco CH 94114) #8 wes snezzy &nd
looking good. ZIric Meyer is ¢ find. His bzckcover is one of the weirdest
I've seen in yesrs znd reminds me of some vintcge 50's fenzine ert. The
¢rt on white sheets with 3/4 pzges before worked rezlly well, though neit-
her piece quite deserved such extravegant disploy.

TLocke's fenzine reviews succeeded ¢t both pzro dying such columms gnd
rctuzlly being good irreverent reviews. In contrist to his &ttitude though;,
there sre meny times when I'd rether recd @ good finzine review thin the
zetusl feanzine,

I just rezd "y Life in Tibet" by Cleude Degler &nd stind in cwe of its
sp endid prose znd blithe spirits. It b.raight to mind the reare enclosed
wish drewing which I've hzd in my posession for sever:l ye:rs, passed on
by & tired o0ld fzn long since gzfizted. It is not reproducible in simple
mimeo znd so I trust th:t you will simply tre:sure it in private &nd perheps

. : the honor:cble suthor of the Tibet srticle. ((Thrnks, Jey.
The drewihg is on its .w'y to the pieea's 2uthor, who R | (@ now be:re-
vocled. "Ny Tife in Tiket" weo written bv CEXY/BY7/ A7/ the picce's illus-
B EGCE L B Ca i, " 5

JODIF OFFUT (Funny Ferm  Holdemsn 1Y 40329) I like "oe Pezrson's cover
bec:use it m:kes me wint to get out my wster colors or criyons. Sheryl's
dr:wings heve the sime ffect on me, £nd her.*s meke me laugh., T8y Kinney's
is funny. Terry G. Brommer's cries for & pencil ((How miny of you readers
tctuslly tried the mzze? How meny of you cctuslly took pen or pencil to
it?)) &nd the bzck cover berrs studying. In fzct, there isn't zny &rt this
time thet I don't like, :

The columms by John Berry znd Cy both h:d ¢ melancholic feel zbout them
Rerry seemed to reminiscing :t z leisurely pece; he seemed subdued. Cy's
columm is thoughtful, the cquestionzires interesting, :nd he riises some
fescineting questions cbout the world of fandom.

Toren hzs ¢n ecsy, personsl wey of writing. Believe the bootlegeer
story. Believe zny bootlegger story. They zre seldom exzgger:zted--they
don't need to be-- znd necrly «lwtys true,

D:ve Locke's fenzine reviews zre terrific! Thet moen writes so funny.
Plthough I zlmost skipped it-- znybody who mixs Chives Regel with club
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sods lacks proper respect snd upringing. Bet he puts catsup end mustard
on his hemburgers. fnyw:sy the whole thineg is good:; I nirticulirly like
the cleverness of the TITLS review.

“ihes 49 Nofe T iSO 48 very filvays® - D Ferarts

“RBusby's tcle is interesting, ¢lthough I liked it lecst of tnything in
the issue. I suppose bectuse, being ¢ writer's wife, stories of thet kind
tre o0ld hzt =znd nothing new:-to me.

TERRY VAURIIAN (622 W, 114%h Street Hew York NY 10025) I went to preise yor
for the m:terizl vou hzve forced out of sever:l fine writers; Johwy Berry
¢nd Toren ;zcCregor. -Tohn hes one of the fine minds of fendom, t¢nd he
uses it so infrequently. Perheps I should rephr:se thiét. John writes
thoughtfﬁf, anelytic crticles; snd I enjoy them: “Toren is the best znec-
dotzl writer in fendom (he is #lso- the best teller of &énecdotes we
heve) And neither of them is overexposed. ((T cen't sty whether or not
Loren is the best teller of ¢necdotes in fendom or not: I haven:t spoekn
to thet meny fens. But I heve spoken to Toren on the phone, twice, &nd
he is very good ¢t it. &
“John Berry points out th:t Czlvin Demmon is hiding out in Tdmonton. .
suppose th:t the finnish fens will shortly besin moving there., It will
be snew:ome sight, I'm sure, since they will heve quite & cireven frO@
Frlling Church. 1 suppose Ted White won't wint to lezve his house behind,
so it will be set on wheels; £nd since the Felling Church Tznoclests fre
znything but rich (except for rich bhrown) Din Steffen znd John will heve
to pull it. They hive my full mor:zl support.

T.oren loves to tell znecdotes so much thet... well, @t Tarcons Loren
scrstched his corne: by leaving his contret lens in his eye too long, &nd
wes in tremendous pcin Sund:y morning. And told hospitcl zqecaotes ¢s he
wi:s being teken to the hospitsl. (Toren is fine now... he just wrote me
: letter to s&y so, znd told this tnecdote chout losing his wzllet 1in i
ne: plolis. He mentioned going hzck to Se:cttle with 43¢ =nd getting drunk
in the bus enroute. Drzzfzzz didn't el:s:borste.)

Welcome bzck to Clzude Degler. 1In these times of disorginised &nd
fregmented frndom, Degler will be just the thing we need ©.S ¢ focel polnt.
Degler will join us ¢nd meke us grezt. He will mzke us one fendom with
one .gotl, just’es he 'did in the forties. The go=l mey be the stme.

Dzve Tocke's reviews zre just the
sort I've zlweys wented to write,
but heven 't Sed . the gulks ten ' J- al'=
wzys figured thet to sty exectly whet
I though, would require me to be &
hermit. Fven in the prcising dep-
srtment. I even l:ughed sometimes,
aEpeEi e iy Terhy gie - s ian- 1ol
Stothis. "Lou Stethis" is reclly
pen neme for Richerd lieltzer.

TORTN 1TACGRTEOR (Rox 635, Secttle
98111) Ruz' :rticle wis good,

I'm surprised thet I re:cd it through
with fascinttion., Why? Well, I've
hesrd bits ¢nd vnieces of it before,
¢t Memeless meetings, @nd ih gener:al
conversation with Buz, so I thought
to mycelf "I've he:trd this before, "
tnd went into the trtirle with thst
in mind.




I Wl THE LETTRR-
TRom Harey WrenNeR
B¢ mMisTRRE

B s

lego

I shouldn't hive; it wis good. Also, hiving it here in print gives me
¢ chence to.look it up wherever I feel like it, ¢nd Buz tends to get cntig-
onistic when ez1ll him up ¢t three in the morning.

"My Life In Tibet" w.s grezt, snd. I find the nigegl ings of somebody's
stvle creeping in there somepl:c: ... but I'm not sure. ((Who, prey tell?))
Rridn driwines were greot,

I understind thtt D:ve Tocke onublishes ¢ finzine, whose nime I kinde
forget (it hes th:t quslity) ¢nd which is meking @ nime for itself (though
I foreget whv) I notice hd didn't review it, which is probzbly ¢ good thine,
bectuse then I would know its nime, ¢nd would therefore h:ve nothing whit-
ever to scys insterd I hove this foseinsting fonnish puragriph.

Johnny Berry sounds 0N1d :nd Tired in his column; I hone future issues
of RANSHFE return his youthfulness. (The only problem :t the moment beine
thtt when I met him I thought he w:s younger thin I, :nd th:it's got me
worried.) i : ;

/T SIROIS (232 County Street, New Hiven CT) Wodehouse! ch, msrvelous. I'm
¢ Betrom Wooster fun from way buck, & good eight yeurs :zgo now. The British
type of dry humor hts rlwiys been.c favorite of mine, ¢s exemplified by
Wodehouse., Probebly my frvorite Wodehouse chir:icter is Jeeves. You mide

no mention of it in your editorisl, but Wodehouse wrote ¢t le:tst one book

in ¢ weird sort of funtigsy vein; it's zbout ¢ bisic Wodehousiun ‘herd

who goes to the dentist for some sort of routine work, is put to sleep by
gis, ¢nd cwekens to find ‘his brein trinsferred into the body of ¢ perticu-
lerly nisty six-yerr old. £#tnd vice-vers:, of course. I1've forgotten the
title, but it wes one hell of z book.

Busby's crticle I Tound extremely interesting, from the st:ndpoint of ¢
new sf writer. I've recently been leirning quite : bit zbout the :ctusl
buginess end of the process, &g distinet from the crestive end. - For in-
stence, I've discovered th:t if I expect -to be in cctive member of SFWA,
ewere of the ins :nd outs of publishing itself :¢s well :¢s writing, I have
to truck to regiontl meetsing und the like, meet tnd get to know editors
tnd publishers, like Tlwood, lfoskowitz ((Whet does he edit these days?))
Wollheim, etc. Tistening to these gentiemen spezk cbout their experience
in the field is zn enlightening experience. Thus, for my own purposes of
d: B2 gathering, Rusby's trticle wis resd by me corefully, more then once.

The columms by Berry.:nd zcGregor left me rzther cold. Iothing defi-
nite I c&n nin down tbout them except perhips ¢ lack of direction #nd
purvose., Jnecdotil rimblings don't re:lly do much for me, unless they
serve & purpose.

I liked Chzuvin's piece heczuse it zdheres to my frimework for critiques
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of fennish writing, listed :zbove, Cy his ¢ definite tirget in mind, &nd is
¢ frirly erticulcte nerson. T m:y not clweys zgree with whit someone hes
to szy, but he sure ts hell better be zble to sty it frirly well if he ex-
pects me to listen to him. I listen to Cy, for the most prrt.

TERRY HUCHES (866 M. Fredericl St. Arlington VA 22205) You re:¢lly need to
he more selective in choosing vour zrtwork. With just : few exceptions most
of the zrt in this issue w:is bzd. Your fanzine deserves better fare thin
this. I would h:ve preferred more text or even blink spzce to some of those -
illos, &nd th:t does include the covers,

The text itself wts uneven snd gener:1ly quite week. TRushy wis the 5
strongest of the pieces this time out. You h:d one of the we:tkest D:ve Tocke
pieces I've seen, ¢nd it hored me throughout which is somethins he usuzlly
doesn't do. fnother unusucl thing in this issue wcs the feict thet Tohn Rer-
ry hed ¢ werk column for you. I tm : big fin of Tohn's writing ((Te too.

He seems to be one of the best writers of mood pieces in findom-- I love

¢ good mood piece!!)) but this column seemed very rushed :nd sloppily thrown
together. But since it is ¢ column I :m sure he will turn in his usuzl high
quzlity materisl in future instzllments tnd I ecgerly look forwerd to them.
Who wrote the Degler bit? It wes kind of cmusing «nd brought out some
chuckles from me zs Did Loren lizcGregor's piece. The rest were wetk £ nd
forgettihie,

The whole tone Of this loc seems down ¢nd I regret thet. I did enioy
the zine... just cettinz ¢ fennish zine sgiin is & trect in itself, ((Sovldrdt
ggree with you more. If T don't get ¢ single thing else, it's slweys & good
meil dev if T get ¢ zine like SWOONMN or XFNIUM.)) I :m &frcid I suffer from
the stme feelings of being cut off from genercl fandom ¢s John mentions &nd
for the s&éme ressons. Put I hopne to pull out of it ind become involved once
more. I did enjoy your editoristl :nd you seem t¢n interestine writer even
if you do huy 11 the M:rvel comics.

FRIC TAYPR (RD 1 Box 147 TFells PA 18615) Its difficult to.comment on, the
¢crt; you hive such ¢ big selection this time. I zlwezys enioy Terry Jeeves'
stuff, It hes thit cur: of feinishness thet I ususlly @ssocicte with Rot-
sler., Grent Ciénfield's czrtoons this time zre slick, well done, but rzther
uninteresting. I zdmire techniczl competence, but mere technic:l competence
isfdt sufficient. (I feel ¢ bit uncomfortible criticizing eny fensrtists'
driwings, since the gl:ss of my own house is not exectly hervy duty séfety
plete type, but I do like feedbzck, przise, criticism, so I offer stme.)

Interesting, how you 1l:id out my illos for the Degler zrticle, That's
precisely how I would've done it. -

}s for Cy Chruvin's column... why is it th:t the people who cttempt to
investig:r te findom :re never fens? They can't help but come up with ¢ su-
perficicl view of ¥Findom. I've only been zround Fendom for & or 9 months--
but I'11l bet thet none of the folks conducting these 'studies' intend to do
8 or 9 months intensive reserrch. (Werth:m m:ybe) Besides, yvou cen't
reslly see wh:t goes on in Pzndom from the outside. You h:tve to psrticincte
to some extent, write locs, trticles, do srtwork,; publish, ¢ ttend cons; or
whe tever, to rezlly understind findom. I don't see how znyone, unfemilicr
with findom, ctn even begin to select ¢ represent: tive s:mple populction to
send question:ires to, let zlone discover :nything of vclue shout frns.

sure. fnything ¢ fen does is fezenish. llost fornish writing is simply
& recountine of mund:ne events. (T.ook zt Suszn Clicksohn's crticles, or
frnie Ketz') Whet mekes the eventsfrnnish i=thete fin sees fit to write &- .
bout them for ¢ frnzmine. It is & misconception thet ihis tvpe of writing is
limited to findom. On the contrzly, it is the stiple of miny locs1l newspe-
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per columns. The difference is thet most loczl columns I've seen zren't &s
well done.

CY CHAUVIN (17329 Peters, Roseville jI 47066) The most brillitntend orie-
inel item in this issue is Deve Tocke's humorous f:nzine column. T don't
think &nvone's ever done one bhefore, =nd Dsve does & greet job, I reslly
wish vou could convince him to do more. His one on TITIT in perticulsr was
greet; T think Diéve should stick to exsgrerzting the pecul igr cherecterist-
ics of & zine, znd not worry sbout doine = feir/eceurste review (tho I doubt
he worried much ebout that in the first plzce.)

The second most brillzint item wes John Rerrv's column-- onlv T don't
know why it is brillient., I pguess it's just thzt it's written with more
stvle then most fannish pieces nowsdszvs.

In my column, I szid something like the only "essentizl" thing in & eoo0”
fénzine wes & strong editorizl personzlitv. When talkine to Chris Shermen,
we ceame up with two or three others; one wes obvious, good repro, but the
other two &re worth thinking sbout: resuler (‘preferzbly frequent) appesr-
ence, &nd & good, lively lettercol. I know how reluctznt I &#m to write &
letter to & zine if I don't know when it's coming out @gzins with & zine
that's frequent, you don't forget it exists, znd you build@ up your expecte-
tions for it--zn, POC/T POINT should srrive tomorrow, =t 11:00! You z1lso
don't forget what the people in the lettercoll were telking @zbout zs ezsily.
That brings me to my second point: & good lettercol. 1It's nice to have good
feedbzck in & zine. Thit wes one of the weck points zbout the I'ztz' zines--
their lettercols were zlwzys pretty poor. On the other hend, the lettercols
in ENTRGUIEN &nd ST COMANTARY were snd sre generelly the best written part
of those zines, &nd better then most of their competitors.

((WAHF: Don fvres, Joe Szn-
ders, Jehn D Perry,  F,.iq,
Rushy, “renk Pzlszs, Tiike
Glyer, Sheryl Rirkhe:zd,
Terry fustin, ®rets, Cox,
Dave Sell, Sussn Wood
Glicksohn, Norm Hoch-
berg, Joe Pesrson, 2ill
Rreiding, Fd Connor,

Teeh A. Zeldes, Dzve
Locke, Richerd Stook-

er, Dick Patten, Tom
Rezmy, mike czrlson,

F1li Cohen, Brazd Parks,
TL,ee Hoffmen, nd =d
Slavinsky.))
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I expecter thet the ninth BANSHEE would be my best issue yet. But when
I first forumlzted plens for it, I didn't dream thzt it would be the grezt
sucess thet I feel it is. I hoved that I'd be #ble to present top-quelity
mdterial,;rbut Indidnitiresiicticslly: thiak (“oh, T freamed, T dresmed) thet
I'd be printing erticles by Burhee znd Grennell, People I'G never heerd
from before, but whose work I hed zdmired, ceme through with grest contri-
butions. Putting this issue together hzs been lots of work, énd it will
continue to be lots of work until the lzst envelope is closed, but it's
£11 been mzde worthwhile by virtue of the meterizl I had to work with.

I"eny of you know thest this, the best BANSHEF, iselso goine to he the
lest RANSHRE®, I'm not geTisting-- fer from it. Insteed, I'll be publis-
hing & new fznzine. Something ¢ little bit more reizxed, informel, more
contents-oriented, rzther then zrt-oriented, nd hopefully & little bit
friendlier. #/nd perhszps chezper s well,

Tt's to be celled RAVDOM, =nd it will bhe publ ished monthly. It won't
be & lerse fenzine; twenty four pzges @t most, so thet T cen mzil it for & .
Aime.,

But I ezn't publish RANDOM with & meiling list of the size T have now.
PANSHEF's circuletion is &bout 150, eénd both the cost #nd the drugework
would be prohibitive., .'a ¢ student, with ¢ very limited income durine the
winter, #nd there zre no fzns in the sre: to help me with collzting &nd
stepling. RINVDOM's circulztion hes got to stey helow 100. It's - herd de-
cision to meke, but I hope thet I'1ll he zble to do it without hurting &ny-
body's feelings too hzdly. If this box /_7 is blenk, your nzme hes &1-
reedy been engrzved in my gold-plzted sdcdressbook. If there's &n e
there, vou hzve to send me somethineg thst yvou ceén convince me is wor th
printing to get RANDOI:. f nice, substentizl loc on RINSHEE could turn
the tricks; I will be publishing locs on this issue in the first few
RANDOMs. #nd finsally, the zine will not he eveileble for money.

The first issue will be published on the heels of this one, &nd will
heve its initizl distribution &t Discon. If your box is blenk, don't
hesitzte to come up #nd zsk me for @ copy of it; it will give me & chence
to meet some of you fescinezting people whom I might miss otherwise., T'll
he weering = foothzll jersey; white with & blue "77" on it, &nd my last
neme on the bzck. RAMDOIT's first issue will heve columns from John D.
Perry, llichzel Gerlson end Toren I"scCregor, znd & reprint of Walt wil'
1is' clessic piece on fendom #s & form of sexusl sublimetion.

See you then,

C;Z;%ZZZ/ﬁl
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