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| have dways known thet | have a highly devdoped ego. It
containselementsof arrogance and righteousnessthat can be evoked
whenever gopropriate or benefidd. | have tried diligently for years
(ever dnce the Spectator Amateur Press Sodiety and the Los
Angdes Sdence Fantasy Society labded me “Killer Kemp” in the
mid ‘50s and brought my unknown bad hakits forcefully to my
atention) to suppressbath of them. | have dwaysthought of thisego
asbeing an essentid part of persord self-awareness, of prideinwho
| am and what | do, of dignity in the manner by which mogt of that
hed been accomplished inthefirg place.

| came by dl thisnaturdly. | inherited it from my mother. She
wasatextbook dassic Type A egomaniac. Mother caused thesunto
riseand s, thetidesto flow, and directed every living erttity, bregth
by breeth, through its day. Living with her prepared me for any type
egomaniac | might ever expect to encounter.

Theword ego definesthismemory, and it comesin the form of
Robat A. Hanlein. Arthur C. Clake's friends and British buds
cdledhim“Ego” intheearly 1950s, but they did so out of affection,
however gopropriate. They were writing pseudo “ scentific journd”
humor atides for UK fanzines about cgpturing, containerizing,
goring, and digposing of routine human wagtes in a gravity-free
environment. Thoe atides weare complete with diagrams ad
advertisng dogans. My favorite was “pin your piddle in a Shawv
dosst” Henlein's acquaintances (it is difficult to use the word
“friends’ in this context) wouldn't dare make the same migtake
regarding him, and live...a leas in Henlein's world, hence the
“diemembered’ category thet seemed to be cregted only for his
exdusveuss

Bill Hamling had been my friend for a decade, and he had an
ego aswell. Fortunatdly, | knew that dl dong and tried to dlow for
it. | hed dreedy been working for Hamling, editing his smut books
and, moments away, | would move to Cdifornia with him and
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continue arather dose assodiaion for an additiond ten years during
which bath our egoswould expand condderably.

Asfar asegos go, Henlein was a piker, a pissat, atste fly,
when compared with some of the biggest. In redity, he was much
moreof apanintheass
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For many years Robert Heinlein ranked right up there a the top
of my persond ligt of favorite science fiction writers, bounding back
and forth from thefirg to the second position depending onwhat day
of theweek it was. | adored hisbooks. | worshipped them. | garmered
much persond enjoyment from them. He was my on-again-off-
agan Number One Hero Sdence Fction Writer. 1 wrote him
embarassangly flatering letters, bought al his books and literdly
loved the man-as-writer (it is critica that he not be confused with
maras-man).

Somewhere about mid-way through my sdencefiction caresr,
wefindly met and became*“friends” | have sruggled long and hard
to come up with the exact memory of where, when, or how wefirgt
met, but | can't drag the information up. All | know isthet we did get
tomegtalongled....

...and | st there looking a the out-of-shepe, tending-to-fa,
dicked-down greasy dd bad men before me dressed like and
dfecting the manneriams of Adolph Menjou in some old 1940's
black and white MGM flick wondering who was pulling my leg or
wha?

| knew Robert Heinlein very well, had known him for years,
and had looked into his amiling face countless times over the
decades So, who was this old man and who was trying to fool me
likethis? Comeon, now, you guys, bring out thered Heinlein.

Only it was him, he was red, and he was a big fraud, daing
everyoneto recognize him as he hid behind the 20-yeer-old publicity
photogrgph he wanted to think was redly him....not old...not fat...
not embarassingly ordinary...but someone sgnificant. | should
have known & thet very moment in time thet anyone so tenuoudy
fragile in his or her own inner persond security as Heinlein wes
should beapersonto avoid likethe plague.

| was gandng & the crossroads of time and the world, in
Chicago, where evaryone of any dgnificance within the science
fiction cosmos frequently passed through. In time | became known
to them dl, and they to me. | sood in those crossroads for fifteen
years you @&n make a lot of friends in that length of time or
enemies. For ten of those years| pretty much cdled dl the shots. |
wes very lucky to have lots of help; | have never accomplished




awything of ay dgnificance done Thee have dways bean
numbersof loyd assgtantsbacking meup and | have dwaystriedto
acknowledge them, thar hdp, and to meke sure that everyone
sharedindl rewards, red or intangible

Somewherearound here, Hainlein entered the scenefor me.

In 1953 | became presdent of the Universty of Chicago
Sdence Fction Club and was completdy involved with sdence
fiction power pdliticsa thetime. Thismade me ogtengibly theleeder
of the Chicago faction and, as such, dways required to be on my
bes behavior epeddly as fa as awy visting firemen were
concerned. Heinlein qudified as avidting fireman. | never fdt free
to ded with him in any manner | fdt would be the least bit
gopropriate. It was essentid that Heinlein (and dl other dgnificant
stiencefiction people) gppeer to beafriend of Chicago fandom a dll
cogts, and hiscogswereexceadingly high.

THE UNIVERSITY OF CHICAGO
SCIENCE FICTION CLUB

SPECIAL MEETING
Downtown College 19 B, LaSalle
Sat., Feb 9 8th Floor N P.M.

Robert A. Helnlein
T+ N. Scortia
AFTER GERNSBACK, WHAT?
the present & future of s-f

Mr. Heinlein is eppearing by special
permission of University College, on
condition thot only legitimage, dues
paying mcmbers of the club be admit-
ted. Members in arrears may pay at
the meeting. (One dollar per yecor.)

Universty of Chicago Science Fiction Club meeting announcement
postcard reflecting a special Heinlein requirement. Courtesy George Price
Collection. Notedues $1. per year and .02c samp. Postmarked February 6, 1957.

| became aware then of the League of the Disemembered, the
large, continuoudy growing number of people Heinlein had smply
sopped remembering for causes more often than not totaly
unknown. Many of themtold meprivately and secretly to“beonmy
guad.” Forie Ackeman was one of them, one of the
disemembered and one of the people who tried to warn me about
Heinlen'shabits

Forrie was do along-time friend who proved hismettleto me
on more than one occasion when Forrie good done & my dde
againg unreesonable adversty. Hetried to tdl mein anice way thet
Heinlenwasasakeinthegrassjus waiting to srike. | told him thet
Heinlein had dways been gracious and friendly with me (I waan't
ableto face the truth mysdf at thet time), and Forrie told meto teke
gpedid nate of when and why it would happen to me, and he said
thet it would happen to me, and he was right. Forrie had bean
dis'emembered for someobscure mord” reeson many yearseatlier,
but numerous decades had dready passed without Heinlein once
rememberinghim.

| did not want to acknowledige any of these Heinlein quirks

even to mysdf. He was my writer god; he could do no wrong. It
must be some misunderstanding on my part. If | just waited long
enough. ... | was heavy into sdf-denid and gpologizing for Heinlein
to mysdf. | was ashamed of mysdf and the way | catered to Him,
and embarrassd for fear that | wouldn't be able to hide the truth
from the Chicago faction for much longer.

| hed to remind mysdf thet | knew Heinlein well, not casudly.
After a cartain point in time, we moved in the same drdes both
professondly and socidly, knew dl the same peoplefor dl thesame
reesons We atended the same medtings conferences, saminars
paties and tedimonids In many dties may daes many
buildings many offices many corridors | was adle to obsarve
Heinleina closerange, for years, and to note how he reectswith and
toward people. | did everything | could within mysdf to contain dl
of thesethings, to deny them, and to try towish them away, only that
didn't work a dl; it never does

Heinlein hed to be prased a dl times. He would artive in
Chicago without prior natice phone me with an order loosdy
trandated as “I have arrived; bring acolytes and worship me in my
ordained manner.”

He hed thisredlly peculiar tangentianess about himsdf asif he
deiberatdy tried to st himsdf gpart from dl others This was
evident in his unusud choice of dothing (gtting around in slk
pgamas and dressng robes), and in his imperid manner (never
dlowing anyone to st higher than himsdf). He dso pad favning
atention to females (with asnear and awink; they terrified him), and
abolutdy never ever parmitted himsdf to heer a negetive word
asdiated with himsdif.

| knew everyonein sciencefiction, or flattered mysdf thet | did,
and went way out of my way trying to meke surethat they knew me.
Espedidly, | fdt, | knew Robert Heinlein, because | was becoming
obsessveabout hislessattractivefacets

| routindy socidized with science fiction movers and shekers
and many of them became dose, persond friends, not sciencefiction
gods. People like Doc and Jesnnie Smith (Edward Elmer Smith
“piled higher and degpar”™—as he was fond of introducing
himsaf—was the dasest thing | ever knew to having a science
fiction godfather; he trested me like a treasured and vauable son;
Jeannie waswarm, reassuring, and the ultimate earthmother. ...), Phil
and Betty Famer, Ed Hamilton and Leigh Brackett, Catherine
Moore (Henry Kuttner was dead by that time), and others. It was
commonplace and routine for usto just St around and be family; to
tak about kids and trips and food and fun and, rardly, publishers,
editors, agents, or sciencefictionwriters

| fed sure Heinlein would deny that anyone at dl resded inthe
samelofty category ashimsdlf, but these peopleweresurdy brilliant
gdarsinthestiencefiction coamos, and every oneof themwasfirg a
person, and second awriter.

Heinlen never dimbed high enough to reach the “person’
leve.




When | wastrying to bring about The Science Fiction Nove for
Advert, | hed to ded with Heinlein and his ass-kising demandsthat
dmos souttled the projet completdy. Fortunady, Lurton
Blassingame Henlein's agent & the time came through and
lessened some of the obligatory demands. There were severd other
prominent writers associated with thet book; not one of them medea
sdngle demand regarding ther participaion, but entered into it
willingly and productively.

Henlen made one of his infrequent convention appearances, arriving just
in timeto strideinto the banquet hall at the proper moment toreceivehisaward
(Starship Troopers, bes nove); such exquiste timing made many attendees
wonder if it wasreally acoincidence.

—Richard Lynch, Fan Higory Book of the 1960s, on the
1960 Pittcon

In 1960, 71 rather prominent sciencefiction people contributed
work for the firs SaFari annud, Who Killed Science Fiction? Of
that number only one made any unusud demands or set condiitions
upon thar participation; thet one was Robert A. Heinlen. The lesst
mogt offendve of hisreguirementswasthe oneforbidding meto use
hisnameor infer that he had written the piecefor me. Consequently,
Heinlein's artide gopeared under the byline of AnonymousNo. 1. |
suspect it might have been a piece that Alexei Panshin did not
identify, evduate, or indudein hisHeinlein chronology.

...Sdencefiction isa branch of the entertainment business, the first axiom
of which is: if the audience doesn’t laugh, he clown is not funny. Tedious
rehashing of ederly themeswill not causethereadersto applaud. | suspect, from
some of the orud that one seesin print, that there are science fiction writers who
jumped in because they thought it was a gravy train, an essy way to get rich
without working.

Any writer who comesalong today with storiesasfresh and nove asthose
of E.E. Smith and Stanley Weinbaum were when they were firs published is
certain to find a publisher and to receive ringing applause from the cash
cusomers But awriter who serves up the sametired old stew, Smply polishing
old sories will causethereadersto st on ther hands—no matter how finished
or dick ther writing techniques.

—Robert A. Heinlein, Who Killed Science
Fiction? Dated April 15, 1960.

Killed Sience Flctlon’> Robert Herien approached me. He had
this ddiberatdy cdculated way of insulting through fant praise; his
words would flow out of him effortlesdy as if he had soent some
time rehearsaing them, perhagps saying thewordsaoud to himsdif.

“If I hed of known what a good job you would do with \Who
Killed Science Fiction?' he sad, “I'd have dlowed you to use my
nameinit”

Gee, thanks, Bob? | bdieve thet wasthe doset | ever cameto
recaiving an gpology from Robert Henlein.

| was halding my persond copy of the book at thetime; it hed
been condderably annotated and autographed by the many
contributorswho were as proud of thevolume as| was Without me
asking, Heinlein took my copy of Who Killed Science Fiction?from
me, opened it to page 13, and wroteabig “Robert A. Heinlein” over
the AnonymousNo. 1 byline Tardy largessfor thepeons. ..

By 1962, | had reeched the absolute limit of my persond
cgpabilities as far as produdcing anything within the fidd of sdience
fiction was concearned. | was retched S0 far in so many different
directionsit was touch and go, from day to day, how much of it, if
any a dl, | might be ableto bring to fruition. Hainlein figured rather
prominently indl of this and becameincressingly moreand morea
painful thorninmy sde.

Eveyone and ther brother remotdy connected to stience
fiction was hitting on me for something. ..some very extra Soedid
litle private savice tha would improve ther condition
immessurably and only take up just so much more of my time. | was
soretly and not 0 secretly producing books for a couple of
anthologigs under ther names, and writing dl ther biurb copy as
wdl.

Playboy was one of the biggies making demands on my time,
and Spec (A.C. Spectorsky) was my connection a the megezine
The firg time he ever phoned me was ared sunner; it was dl |
could do to try to act rormd and not scream in ddlight. Spec was
dealy phoning for Hugh Hefner, which worked wel enough for
me Whenever hewanted anything, Spec phoned me, and whenever
| wanted anything, | phoned him. (This dl worked out rather well.
Because of Spec, and Hefner, | met such hero types as Shd
Sivergen, who played his guitar and sang the damnedest songs by
the hour, Jules Feiffer--dways a ddight--my red, red hero, LeRoy
Neiman, and many others)

Secrdly it was quite athrill for me, thinking | hed afriend right
a thetop of Playboy. Actudly, and | catainly didn't share it with
Sec, | knew grunt-levd employees throughout the Playboy
operation. The grapevine was fantadtic; | fdt like | knew everything
going on around therefor awhile

| hed dready been working as an editor for sexless
pornography with A.J. Budrys the boss & Regency Books, and the
front for Bill Hamling's smut book operation for some time
Hamling was Hefner's archrwannebe-riva and former friend (they
hed worked together & Today's Man), therefore it was paliticaly
expedient for Hefner and mysdf to remain separated as much as
possible Specand | actudly discussed this separateness and we both
agreed it would be much better for meto maintainit.

Foec wanted alot and it took up alot of time satifying him, or
Hefner, for whom he spoke. Murray Fisher wias Spec’s gopher and,
coincidentdly, one hdl of awaking pharmacy. “The Fdh” could
pull themogt incredible drugs out of the pocketsof hisnicdly tailored
three-piece suit: “How do you fed ? Wannaupper? A downer? How
about aling? Oh, | know, do a Dexie” Only in those days, even
though | wias an gpprentice Prince of Pornography  lesdt, | was




grictly Johnny Straight Arrow, Mr. Mord the Wussy Manin every
direction. No drugsfor meat dl, thank you! Wussy!

Soec wanted an interview st up with Hainlein and suggested
guedtions and topicsto query him on. Spec wanted a symposium on
stience fiction to be gaffed, induding Heinlein, and topics to be
conddered. Spec wanted a goecid party daffed a Hef’'s mandon
thetincluded Heinlein. . ..

And every time | would contact Heinlein for anything, hisprice
to mewould go up higher and higher asif he was gaining physica
plessure from ddiberatdly taunting me. It got to the point where he
seemed to be eagerly awaiting my next pess-on message asif there
weresomething persond init for me

It was incredible the extent he would go to be adored, in his
opinion. It was very essy for the adorer to goof up and not plesse
him a dl, and be “digemembered’ in the blink of God Heinldn's
ge

All these gpecid requests from specid peopleredly got inthe
way of putting on agood sciencefiction convention.

Asafind symboal of my truedevationto him, Heinlein required
me, as a condition for his gopearance a ChiCon 11, to absolutdy
guarantee him, aheed of time, the Hugo award for Sranger ina
Srange Land. (Doing S0 was essy, only very unethicd; the book
won hands down; | didn't have to hasde with mysdf to see if |
would interfere) Therewere somefootnotesaswell to hisdemands,
like he hed to be singled out and spatlighted while waking around
the convention floor. That cartain dleged cdebrities would be
directed to and through his hotd suite where he dispensad largess
and blessngsto his supplicantswearing hisuniform. | beieveit was
Howard DeVore who adequatdy described Heinlein on that
occasion, “Up there (meaning in Heinlein's hotd suite), God in a
dirty bathrobe”

...once again, as he' d done two years eerlier in Pittsburgh, Heinlein made
adramatic entry totheHugo Award banquet just ashisnamewasbeng read as
thewinner (Stranger in a Srrange Land, best novd); but even though fans had
seen that act before, they ill gave him astanding ovation.

-Richard Lynch, Fan History Book of the 1960s, on the
1962 ChiCon

Ancther undeniable person making demands on my time was
the Food King. H.L. Hurt (billionaire, Hunt Foods, Wesson Qils,
ec) was dtending ChiCon Ill from Texas [Cory Panshin
pointed out that | had completely misidentified Hunt. The
H.L. Hunt I met was the Dallas, Texas oil billionaire, the
Grease King, not the Food King.] He kept sending me
messages requesting private meetings and | kept sending him back
messages that | was too busy. IJm O'Meara, my right hand and
convention vice-char, dued me in on who Hunt was and advised
me to make room for him right away. | acoepted Hunt's next
invitation; | would have bregkfagt wi th him thefallowing morning.

Thedevator whilein route to Hunt' s floor sopped firgt dmost
exactly opposite Heinlen' sdoor. The door waswide open asaroom
sarvice waiter was ralling a bregkfagt table into his suite. Heinlein's
beck was to me; he was wearing yet a different dressing robe this
morning. Facing him, looking out through the door and into the
devaar were Fred and Cad Pohl, Henlein's bregkfas guests
Caad spotted me, amiled and, just as the devator door dosed,
winked conspiratorialy.

| sepped out of that devetor into ancther world light years
away from Henlein. Here the truly sgnificant hotel guests found
privacy and sedusion; the carpet, even the light fixtures smdled like
money. Hunt's suite, of course, was near Heinlen's, only there the
smilarity ended. It washuge and opulent and interior designed tothe
extrame The dlite done would have made Henlen tun an
undtractive shede of peasoup-green in envy, to say nathing of
Hunt' spersond gff, dl decked out intailored finery.

Hunt's own butler ushered me into the incredible suite, one |
imagined dmilar to what Las Veges casnos might comp to
potentetes, sheiks, high rollerslike King of Pornography Larry Hint,
orrock dars

Hetold methat | wasontime. | sure hoped o, | had never hed
breskfagt with a billionare before, and | didn't want to missasingle
morsd of it.

H.L. Hunt waked up to me and introduced himsdf, offering
me his hand for awesk, fedhle sheke. Hewasin hismid-80s at the
time, ungteady on his fet and in his thoughts He was confusad,
naticesbly senile, and very, very out of his dement & a stience
fiction convention. He made me think of him as having outlived
everyoneheever knew or loved, and doneand adrift on abecamed,
shordesssmad nightfal. Thelast broad swegps of brilliant redswere
dill bardy visble and, for Hunt, unaccountably, the sars were
dowly, one by one, blinking out, indtead of blinking on. He died a
few short monthsafter out medting.

“Areyou reedy for breskfes?’ heasked me.
“l suream,” | sad.
“Wdl,” HL. Hunt sad, “wak thisway...."

Weleft the suite and took an devator to thefirg floor. | actudly
hed to hdp him walk a times, and negotiate corners Heled meinto
the hotd coffee shop and to the quick service counter. We sat there
sde by dde on two gtodls while he ordered our bregkfast: “Two
coffees black....” Yeah?

Aswedowly sipped away at brekfadt, | did my best to pull out
of him whatever it was he was trying to get out of himsdf. My
eforts were hopdess. It ssemed he didn't even know whet the
questionswere, much lesshow to formulate them.

| did discover that he hed just written a“ science fiction nove”
named Al paca, and paid to haveit printed himsdf. Hewas somehow
seeking hdp in explaiting his book. He gave me a copy of it and,
later, | looked indde. | could hardly force mysdf to read any of it,




and the printing production job was thewordt | hed ever seen; Hurt
hed beenwel| taken by someone | told him | would try to help him,
but | knew | wouldn't. I did wart to be nice to him though.

He dso hed one other favor, he sad, ashedipped meacopy of
his persond A Lig, the people he wanted me to round up and direct
to hissuite. Jud like Heinlein. . .dmaost word for word in hisregues,
only there was one huge difference. Heinlein didn't head off Hunt's
lig; Kurt Vonnegut, J. damed firg pogtion. In fact, Heinlen
wasn'tonHunt'sliga dl.

Our coffee had been consumed and our confusing business
digpetched; it was over, whatever it wes.

H.L. Hurt reached into his insde suit-coat pocket and pulled
out avery od, much scuffed and used, sngp-top change purse. He
opened the purse, reeched into it, and pulled out some coins
Sowly...pdiently...one by one...he counted out pennies and
nickes gacking them up in neat piles of a dime each. He counted
out the exact number of coins nesded to pay the check and, to the
penny, atenpercent tip. Billionaireaccounting sureistedious. . .

| thanked him for breskfagt and for the copy of hisbook. Then|
helped him to the devator and went beck to the convention floor,
feding oddly empty, asif bregkfast with abillionaire wasn't much to
brag about after dl.

#

My ego and arogance was coming to the fore frequently in
those short-tempered, time-pressad days and, asuaud, | let some of
it get out of hand. Spec had mecompiling a ClassA guett lig for

tuxedo to accept his Hugo in person. He had apparently only jus arrived at the
convention. Wasit perfect timing, or just adramatic ploy?...

-Bill Mallardi, “Of Seabees, Mothgirls, & Henlein,”
Mimosa 26, December 2000

...I ended up at atablein the extremerear of thelarge hall, so far to the
rear, in fact, that my back wasto the double door swhich wasthe hall’ sentrance.
Jus as Betsy Curtis sepped up to accept the Hugo Award for Robert A.
Heinlein's Stranger in a Srange Land, | fdt a draft as the doors behind me
dlently opened and in walked Heinlein himsdf, dressed in a black and white

Robert A. Heinlein, Chicago 1962, by (and with the permission of)
CharlieWilliams, from Mimosa 26, December 2000.

Hefner to invite over to his bunny hutch for aparty during ChiCon
I11. 1 told Spec that considering how much | hed dreedy done for
Hefner and Playboy, | felt it wastime he induded an invitation for
me aswal. | dso told Spec it would be necessary for Hefner to put
inawakthrough appeaerancea ChiConlll.

Eventudly | received an engraved invitation to Hefner' s 4-am.
stience fiction breskfast party. It came with the counter move that
yes, Hefner will appeer & the convention on one condition done. ..
thet | guarantee the minute hewa ksinto the door (I would bederted
ahead of time, of course) the spatlight would hit him and that he
would get introduced right away. The exact same demand Henlein
hed mede for his gppearance in a white PAm Beach dinner jacket
andblack dlk tie Boy, was| ever burning out on primadonnas

Asiit turned out, when Hugh Hefner arrived a the Chicago
convention, Ted Sturgeon, the guest of honor, was nearing theend of
his speach, perhgps the single mogt significant event of the entire
convention. Ted hed been dued in aheed of time S0, as Hefner
entered, he turned to me and gave me the prearranged “what now”
sgnd. Indantly | fdt it was disrespectful to Ted Sturgeon, the
convenrtion guest of honar, to interrupt his solemn moment. | gave
Tedthedgnd that sad; “finish asyou go, thenintroduce Hefner.”

And Sturgeon did, and Hefner never forgave me for having
defaulted on my part of our bargain.

Somehow, | survived presiding over thet convention, though
there were moments when | doubted if thet could ever bepossible
And thingsand life continued apace. | was now thoroughly involved
in the editing of dleged pornography for Bill Hamling, but thet was
partidly aknown secret, certainly within theworld of sciencefiction
that dso somehow furnished mogt of the agents, editors and writers
who produced thet dleged pornogrgphy.

Somewhere dong the line | asked Alexel Panshin to write a
critica book about Henlein's fiction for Advent. This was a very
vichle, very needed book, and one thet properly beonged within the
genre, and Alex wasexactly theright personto doit from morethan
one direction of goproach. | had, of course, dready bemn
ovewhdmed by Henlein the insufferable man for years yet | ill
wanted to honor Henlen the excdlet writer for his
accomplishments, despitehispersond actions

And | dill do, today, as| writethese very words Occasondly |
find mysdf rereading one of hisbooksfor my persond enjoymert. |
haveto fight with mysdf to ignore the writer, but doing S0 is often
worth the bettle. | can not say often enough or wel enough just how
very superior mog of hisfiction was...the highest possible qudity
leve of genrewriting.

When it became gpparent to Heinlein thet | hed indigated such
amove and that it was indeed ongoing, he cdled me immediatdly.




Heinlein  “my
friend” tried hisbest
to swest-tdk me
into queshing the
Oed with Panshin.
He wheedled ad
cgoled dl to no

== - avall. | keptindging
thet the time was right for a definitive book about a science fiction
writer and that, being the best, thet writer was Heinlein, and thet the
book would be agreet boost to his career.

Heinlen was adamant thet no criticiam could be made about
hiswriting, thet only praise nesd gpply. He even went sofar asto say
thet abook about hiswritings should never gppeer in hislifetime, but
only long after his degth. | told him thet was a prepogterous position
because he had dreedy achieved the No. 1 spot; he could only go
downhill fromthere

We were both quite deer in our podtions | was taking only
about a book evauaing the public record of Heinlein's cregtive
output. He indged only in talking about a book beng written
detailing dreaded secrets of Heinlein the man. Apples. Oranges He
knew exactly whet it was hewanted to heer and could dlow hisears
hismind, accessto nothing dse, and cartainly nordevant data.

Time passad and there were more phone cdls from Hanlan,
eech new one goparetly beng encouraged by some new
misconception on Heinlen's pat that denigrated his supreme
padition in some fashion. In each phone cdl he would up the ante
condderably with his demands, and | would dedine them as gertly
aspossble

Needless to sy, | wes full of Heinlein and neaded a quick
enama. | was rgpidly getting to the point where | wanted to throw
my hands up into the air and scream for “ Sanctuary...!”

In 1968 Advent changed from a partnership to a corporation, with the
former partnersasthe sole sockholders. We did this because Robert Heinlein
had intimated that he might sue us if we published Heinlein in Dimension by
Alexeé Panshin.... Advent:Publishers, Inc. published the book, and Heinlein did
not sue.

—-GeorgePrice, “ Advent:uring Through the Years” April 2001

Andwhiledl thiswas ongoing, | was being seduced and lulled
intoanew lifetime and anew location. | was going on wesk' s-long
junkets to southern Cdifornia, to PAm Sorings and San Diego, to
contiguous Bga Cdiforniain Mexico. | wasbeing persuaded to give
up everything | had accomplished in Chicago where | wes Little
Miger Science Fiction to my heart’s content, and move on upward
into time and redlity. | was being sretched in so many directions &
thesametimel could hardly think straight, much lessmeketheright
dedisonsabout something asremote asegomania

| knew in late 1964 thet | would ultimatdy greb at thet prize

ring on the merry-go-round and ride thet painted pony like a true
King of Pornogrgphy. It wasonly ametter of time.

Heinlein phoned meagain, perhaps making hisfina good-aith
effort tomakethingsright. . .theway he donesaw them. Heliterdly
ordered me to not publish Panshin’s book about hiswritings, and |
literdly told him that whatever we published wes none of his
busnessand that hewasin noway involved. Hehunguponmeina
huff.

Infact, hewent asfar asimmediatdy having his phone number
changed jugt in case | wanted to phone him for some reason. Thet
Heinlein had been making the phone cdlsto me, for years, and not
the ather way around, seemed to escape him completdy. There was
no need to change his number; whatever it was | had no intertion of
ever cdlingit.

On February 17, 1965 Robert Heinlein wrate me along letter
condemning me, every thought | ever hed, and the horse | rodeinon
& wdl. It wes an incredible leter of inconddencies and fdse
assumptions deemed by Robert Heinlein himsdlf to be the absolute
truth. It was termindly embarrassing to Henlein in its tone and
content. In retrogpect thet letter reads exadtly like a screaming bitch
fight being prolonged by a women a pesk PMS, and has about as
much rdevance to redity. Heinlein rants and raves ebout dl the
incredibly horrible legd things he is going to persondly do to me
andmineif | don't giveinto hisevery wish, expressad or atherwise
His letter winds up with the thoughtful, adult comment: “Kemp....it
wasaorry day for mewhen | met you. Robert A. Heinlen.”

Sometimesit isincredible how very little it takesto meke my
day.

These are not the things that adult, dlegedly rationd menwho
dam to have been friends for nearly a decade do or say to eech
other. In fact, men rardy get nearly so enraged as to be irraiond
over such a minor thing as abject praise being forced upon an
unwilling recipient.

| did something I've dways regretted then; | backed off. | gave
in. | canceled the project out completely, even though doing sowasa
direct insult to Alexa Panshin, whom | hed dreedy adopted and
damed asoneaf my own. That madeit doubly difficult to do. Whet
| should have done wastake Heinlein on; told him to get fucked, and
brought on the lavyers. (Down the timdine jugt abit. . .the group of
atorneys we had in Cdifornia would have diced Hanlein up six
waysfrom Sunday in aheartbegt just for having written such aletter
in the fird place then scattered the leavings out around the court
housefor the benefit of thelegd buzzards. ...)

Then, in March, | resigned from dl science fiction rdated
obligations and started packirg. | moved to Bl Cgon, Cdifornia, a
suburb of San Diego, in April, 1965. My atention and my new
obligations had no focus on sciencefiction a dl and, dowly, except
for persond enjoyment, began dipping further and further away. |
did nat know how ugly Heinlein had become, &fter | Ieft, especidly
toward George Price who was in charge of Advernt, and Alexd, or
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how long that Stuation perasted.

What | did know, or thought | knew, was that Hanlein and |
had somehow come to a complete resolution of our unresolveble
misundergandings when hetold me | couldn’t do abook about his
writings and | told him to get Suffed. | actudly thought | hed
somehow bested the ego beest because, down the line just a bit,
Alexd Panshin's Henlen in Dimension did indeed gppear from
Advert. | fdt awfully good about it, about beating Heinlen & his
game, about doing right by Alexel, and | redly liked the book. It was
just amatter of compressng time and letting it flow backward over
itsdf abit until it dl came out right in the end; a bit like recreating
your own autobiography to st yoursdlf.

All that isexcept Heinlein; nothing could have mede him come
out right intheend, or anywheredsefor thet metter.

| never saw Heinlein again after thet. | rever heard from him
dther, and he ddfinitdy never heard from me The redly odd part
aoout it dl isthat, until this very moment, during dl those long hard
yearsof separation, | never redized | never missed Henleinat dl.

m

*For http://www.panshin.com my dear friend Alexei Panshin, with tardy
apologies and heart-felt affection. Dated February 2001. Copyright © 2001
by Earl Kemp. All rights reserved.

Pler gb defined asthisatid e gpproved asaccuraie by
Robert Heinlein
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CALIFANIA TALES
PART THREE:

The Outlanders Tale (continuation)
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OLD AGE
We all speak prose, but to write it—!
© ©)

| don't know who Harry Warner was quating in his A Wedlth of
Fable when he wrate that someone had andyzed the Outlander
Sodiety by saying thet it “wasformed by agroup of disstisfied people
who gyrated to and fro, back and forth, upon the coatta Isof themighty
LASFSand who wanted someidertity of thar own.”

| hope thet anonymous someone hed his or her tonguefirmy in
chesk when making thet eroneous daemant. At the time the
Outlander Sodety was formed, shartly after the 1946 Worldoon, the
so-cdled "mighty LASFS' was lodng its might as a focd paint in
fandom. True, Outlanders were dso LASFS members and a good
thing, too, as some of us hdped kegp the dd dub gaing when the
going got tough.

Beddes writing and publising or oamn zing THE
OUTLANDER--which ran & leet thirteen issues from early 1949to
May 1957- wedso hdped kegp SHANGRI LA diveand someof us
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sved & LASFS
officers

| saved & LASS
Seorelay when Rick
was Director and
remember how he kept
ode a medings by
tapping his gavd and
sing "No more then
two Speskersa thesame
time!" It worked asit got
a lagh and the
membership  would
quiet dovn 0 tha
whoever hed thefloor &
thetimecould beheard.

The fourth isue of
THE OUTLANDER
(ealy 1950) hed a full-
pege a announcng
LASFSs new Asodde
Member pdlicy. It cog a

: daller ayear and entitled
the AM. to SHANGRI LA and any ather publication the dub might
produceduring said year, and natificationsof Specid Medtings | dont
remember if this helped to incresse SHANGRI LA'S drculation but
this pdicy could have been the forerunner of today's DE

PROFUNDISpadlicy.

After Laney published AH! SWEET IDIOCY! Stan Woolston
and | suggested to Forry Ackerman that hewritehismemairsfor usto
publish. Stan was a professond printer and hed a Chandler & Price
letterpressin ashed in hisback yard and | had some exparience asa
pressman. | thought we would meke a pretty good editing and
publishing team. | guesswe planned to financethe project oursdves.

Forry seamed amusad by the whale idea but he did provide
somecopy to get usdarted. Actudly it wasan atide hehad published
in SHANGRI LA (or somefanzing), the oneabout how hediscovered
AMAZING STORIES on anewssand and how it told him to "teke
me home, little bay. You will love mel--the gory he has retold so
many timesover theyears | dont think that San ever st itintype He
probably wanted the assurance that there would be more forthcoming
but it never happened. Forry was busy with his agency and other
projects and it would be afew years before he gat around to putting
someof hismemairsontape.

But the publishing team of Moffatt and Woodlgton (dways
encouraged by their dosest friend, Sheary) would find a project that
they could complete. Latein 1949 or early 1950 | thought it might be

intereding to try and publish a fan directory. | knew that Walt
Daugherty hed published a neatly mimeographed one early in the
1940s | donit recdl how comprenengveit was but anew one ssamed
inorder.

What | wanted to see was a letterpressprinted bookiet liging
names, addresses, phone numbers sex, hirth dates and fan dub
dfilistions San and | dedided it would be agood ideato get some
finandd becking. Our work would be donated as alabor of love but
paper andink cogt money, probably morethan we could efford.

So we asked the Nationd Fantasy Fan Foundetion and the
Fantasy Foundetion to act as co-gponsors of the project. | dont
remember how we went about getting the NFHFs okay (and the
money) but Forry came up with matching dallas from the Fantasy
Foundation. | don't know how many copies of the questionnaireswe
printed up but probebly dose to a thousand. We disributed them
through fan dubsand fanzinesto fansand prasaround theworld.

Wewound up with more then four hundred names fifty-one of
which were femde We might have hed more names but | refusad to
lig anyone who did nat tum in aquedionnare. My feding wasthet if
they werent interested enough to fill out and send it in they werent
redly interested in baing ligted.

There were probebly those who somehow missad getting a
questionnaire despite dl the hep we gat from dl over fandom in
digributing them. There were probebly a few fans and proswho did
nat want thar addresses or phone humbers publicized. We did nat
asumethat dl and sundry would want to belisted whichiswhy Andy
All and Sam Sundry’'snames did not gopear inthedirectory.

We even crossindexed the directory. The firg section was
ubdivided into Countries and Saes, in dphabeticd order, with the
names under each heading in dphabeticd order. The sscond section
liged dl of the namesin dphabeticd order with Country or State, and
pege number, fallowing eech name.

| don't recal how many we printed but it took awhileto sl
mog of them a twenty-five cents a copy. | was epecidly unhappy
with the NFF- (and may have dropped out of it & thet time) because
mog of its members did nat buy copies Nevathdess | eventudly
mede surethet both the NFH- and the FF- gat beck the money thetwo
outfits hed put into the project, and that San was rambursad for his
out-of-pocket expenses

The god hed been that if the project made prdfit it would be
divided between the NFHF and the F-. Evertudly | divided up the
unsold copies between the NFHF and the H- and have no ideahow
many, if any, of thosewereever sold.

In my Introduction to the 1950 Fan Directary | wrate "'l hope
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thet this Directory will sarve you many times many ways and thet
you will have as much fun usng it as| did compiling it!" Well, | did
have fun compiling-it was the lack of interes of 0 many fans
dtawards that angered me. They wanted to be ligted kit they didnt
want to spend alousy two-hitsfor acopy. They were expecting maybe
"'contributor'socopies’?

But for Stan and me there was a hgppy ending. Some twerty
years laer, | recaived a nate from Terry Car tdling me that he il
used that 19650 Directory. Modt of the addresses and phone numbers
wereobsdletebut he often found the other information ussful.

Countries represented in the 1950 Directory were Audrdia,
Canada, Cand Zone, England, France, Hawai, Irdand, Soatland and
U. S A. Thiy-nine Saes ad the Didrict of Columbia were
represented inthe U. S AL section. (Um—in 1950, Hawaii was not a
Sgparate country. —ed)

Although it wasobvioudy aseroon project therewasabit of lly
humor provided by Ackerman. He gave us a propaly filled in
questionnaire (asdid Wendayne) and then ancther onethat filledinthe
blanksasfdlows

Name WRIGHT, Weaver. Address P.O. Box 260, London,
France

Phone Out of Order. Sx Fresh! Birthdate: Early in Life Fan
Organizations Psaudonynms  Fanoynous,  FAPA - (Finance
Ackerman's Personal Affairs), LAS-S (Laney and Searles Friction
Soaey), ETC,, USW KTP.

Wedutifully ligted it in the France section, right under the only
other French entry, George H. Gdlett, Francgs Number One Fan of
theday.

I remember hearing or reading about Walt Daugherty meking
phonagraph recordings of fans medtings, even Perdue playing what
he, Elmer, cdled "tink finger piano™-but by the 1950's meking wire
recordingsbecamethefannishthing to do.

Weusad wireto correspond aswe| asto record conversationsat
mestings or parties and music off the redio, for thet mater. Wemede
morethan onewirerecording & Outlander medtings, and the Insurgent
Element added to their fame (or infamy, teke your pick) by recording
uch dassics as "Sheary At Bay.” | think tha one hed the voices of
Burbee, Laney, Rotde and Seary and | remember Redd Boggs
tdling me years ago that he hed that wire (or acopy). | wonder if itis
4ill in somefannish archives somewhere. (I do have Ridk'svoiceona
tape mede some years later on which he adts as announcer for some
music herecordedfor me)

The problem with wire recordings (other than baing morelofi
then hi-fi) was that the wires broke 0 eedly. You could retie then

together (losing part of whatever was on it) and record over the
mended wire. | remember onetime a our home on Lanto Stret in
Bdl Gardens when awire broke and somehow gat dl over theliving
room and even into the kitchen. I'm nat sure how this happered but it
took usalong timeto get it sraightened out and rewound (by hand)
beck on its gpoadl. Once thet chore was accomplished, it worked as
goodasnew.

| dont think that when the Outlanders darted to atend LASFS
onaregular bedsthet it was conddered a"'barbarian invason'” aterm
thet wias used later when new and younger fansjoined thedd dub and
didnt dwaysdo thingsthat met with the older members goprovd. The
COutlander Sodety did have its younger members but we adso had
enough older and adult members to sort of baance things out. And
mog of the OS membears were willing to do the work to keep the
LASFSgoing assasdencefictionfan dub, aswdl asodd group.

Adkeman was usdly the fird person a vigting fan phoned
whenarivingin LA and soon thetimewould comewhen Sheary wes
judt as likdy to be cdled, or cdled on, by fannish vistors Asfor
paties dl of theparties| havebeento & Forry'svariousabodestend to
blend into each other. Besdes the fun of partying with ones fdlow
fans thereweredwaysinteresing peopleto mest. Not just s-f proshbut
adorsand diretorsfrom tremoviesand TV.

The Hearshey and Moffatt househdds dso hosted parties thet
were nat limited to Outlanders. We dmogt dways had spedid guests
a our monthly metings but the non-megting parties might indude
friends who werent Outlanders but were probably LASFS members,
aswdl asvigtorsfrom out-of-town.

I may have dropped out of the NFFF in the Fifties, after sening
on its Board of Directors with the likes of such gredt fans as Rick
Seary, Art Rgpp and Ed Cox. | think Edco dropped out eventudly
but Rick and Stan Woolston sayed with it and Stan became one of the
NFFFshardest and mogt productiveworkers

| was dill amember of the Fantasy Amateur Press Assodiation
and a one paint was able to make mysdf its temporary benevdent
dicaor. A couple of members took my sdiricd commentary too
saioudy, athers thought it was funny and to the paint, induding Fran
Laney and Charles Burbeewho sent meapodicardinviting metojoin
the Insurgent Blament. (I should have mentioned aove thet Burb
threw very good partiestoo...)

m
(To Be Continued)
Pler gb defined asLASFSagain being asinteresing asit was
then.
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FANAC BY THE FIRELIGHT b

No, | gatta be here tonight. Not

just becauseI’'mtheguy peopleare

riot area.

“It's got to be a chegp movie &,” | think. The roads are d&-
serted, and it’ s three hours Since sunsat. The sredlights are on, with
aydlow sckly glow that lights up the roads. In the Felf-hour Snce
we ve been off the freaway, my nose gill has't gotten used to the
odorstheburnt out sorefrontsaregiving off.

“Maybe The Omega Man, that 71 film thet was st in LA. |
can dmaog recognize the skyline Or how about Priceg's The Lagt
Man on Earth? Okay, Manchester Boulevard looks nothing like
Itay, but the debrison the Sdewdk, the smoke sainson whitewadls,
the windows broken and only partly covered by plywood. Then |
redize with ashiver that shekes through my kevler flek ves, I'min
Inglewood. Mahesonin | Am Legend hasthe hero, Robert Neville,
living in Inglewood. Son of abitch.

Then we passad a checkpaint. One lone palice car, with acop
and asmdl handful of soldiers ganding around. Someone waves a
gregting. No stopping for us there. It's not part of our unit, and the
only people driving around are friendly forces At leest, no one has
reported aHUMV EE or policecar solenyet.

“Ed, can you pick up the pace?’ Hood tels me, over the loud
enginenoisethat ispart of a Hummer's charm. | nod and pressdown
alittle harder on the gas He points out a drest aheed and tdls me
thet's where our Batdion's sector begins Then he says, “Judt Say
codl. It's not nearly as bad as the firg night. You'll want to drive
dower then usud, ' cause of what's out here. Try not to focus onit.
But you' re gonnasee somethingsyou haven't ssen - ever.” Thenhe
chuckles. “Unlessyou saw that Heston movieyearsago.”

Thelaught that comesfrom meisdmog abark. | wasn't about
to tell Chriswhat 1'd been thinking. HeE's sweer I'd gone loopy and
send me home. And | waan't about to step away from this night.
Although thethought did crassmy mind as| sarted out tonight, You
aren't going someplace with 30 rounds of ammo 'cause it's safe,

Wherein Ed relates his National

Guard stint during the Los Angeles and a throwback to times when we hunted in
Riots. We pick up his story as e ; e 2y woodiands with rocks and sticks
finally gets out onto the dreetsin the Have to show the troops the leeders, and my-

part L gonna want to tdk to if there are
family or persond issues. Not even
by Ed Green because I'm a Fan and have this

twidted interest in seeing the end of
the world, aswe know it, dose up.
Nope, it' sthe soldier thing. Stupid,

odf, that | havewnhat it takesto beoutinit. The
esgy patistohideintheoffice Attheend of dl
the chegp judtifications, that’ swhet it redly becomes Can | mekeit?

Two quick turnsand we rea theinfamousintersection of Hor-
ence and Normandy. Thisiswhere anation watched on live TV as
LA becameunglued. Thereian't asngle building on any of thefour
cornersthat does't show fire damage or scorch marks Theré s ac-
tudly dvilien treffic here, which surprises me. When | ask him,
Hood tdls methat these are people who haveto travd dueto work.
He doesn't see me raise an eyebrow but he then says “1 don't ke
lieveit ether, but we re not supposed to kegp thisthing going. We re
upposedtocamit down.”

| count & least 25 cops and Guardamen at the intersection.
“Y up, looks pretty fuckin' cam to me. Unless someone dartsafire
fight.

Indicating the corner with severd paliceunitsinit, | pull upand
stop next to one of them. Hood recognizes one of the Inglewood PD
Sergeantsand dartsto tak with him. Grabbing the sock of my M 16,
| drag mysdlf out of theHumvee. | sretch and look around, cradling
my wegpon in such away that | hope looks as caaud as everyone
dse ssemisto be, yet is dose enough to use when thefirefight | ex-
pect bresks out. Glancing across the dreet, | see one of the troops
waking on the ddewak. One of my own. | turn around and €l
Hood thet I'm going to go tak with him and I'll be right back. As|
gep off, thecop nearest me say's

“Becareful of thesnipers Wehaven't deened them dl out.”

I nod my heed and in an even voice sy thanks to the officer.
But in my mind the thought comes, Thanks, you bagtard. You could
have mentioned that when | first got out of the car! | can't just
change my mind and gay there. Oh, | could, but it just isn't agood
leedership trat. Cursing him mentally, | move quickly across the
dredt. It s|emsto be dbout two mileswide now. Thewhaletime, the
cross hairs of some gangbanger’s AK47 is zeroed in on my back.
Thevest sould sop theround. Or a least dow it down. Jesus, what
wasl thinking.. ...

| trot up next to the troop, who starts asking me ques-
tions about when they’ re getting pulled back to the armory.
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Those turn out to be the first questions everyone throws at
me when | show up. Sleeping on sidewalks is getting tough
on these guys and | don’t blame them. | also don't have the
answers, not uncommon these days. He then hands me a
couple of letters and wants to know if | can mail them out.
He was 30 feet from a mailbox, but the USPS had stopped
sending their people in a couple of days ago. We talk for 10
minutes, then Hood yells at me to hustle up, we're moving
on.

A wuick slap on the kid's shoulder, telling him to stay
safe and I’'m back across the street. As | go, | make up my
mind that if some sniper does wing me, I'm gonna shoot
that damn cop in the foot. It's an ugly thought, but not as
ugly as the feeling that I’m on the wrong end of a shooting
galery.

Aswe load up, Hood asks if I'm doing okay. | say sure
and demand to know why he's asking. Laughing, he said,
“I’ve never seenyou move that fast.” Then he looks directly
a me and says, “You know, that cop was fucking with you.
There haven’t been any snipershere at al!”

The next checkpoint we cross is nothing but cops, who
have the rare treat of watching a Humvee roll by with a
voice shouting curses over the noise of the diesel engine.
That, and along, loud laugh.

The list of positions we need to check is long and all
over the riot zone. As we drive deeper into the main riot
zone, the level of destruction is beyond anything you'd see
in aHollywood film. Building after building is nothing but a
burnt out skeleton. The few shops that remain standing are
boarded up and al have the words “Black Owned Business”
spray painted across the boards. In a couple of cases, the
magic words didn’t seem to help. The streetslook like some
mad god's idea of Christmas time. TVs, furniture, large
boxes are all laying around, in some cases, swept to the gut-
ters like a snowplow went through earlier. Here and there,
people are wandering around the backs of the buildings. All
races, all manner of dress. No onewaves, or evenlooks. I'm
driving and terrified. If the Hummer breaks down now,
we'll never get back home. Hell, we'll never get out alive.
Thisisn’'t LA. There aren’t any rea war zonesin LA.

WEéll, there weren't any.

Hood checks his list and directs me into the next large
parking lot coming up. It's alocal supermarket, and there
are four of our guys there, along with a cop. All the large
markets are being guarded. They were all targets of mobs,
intent on looting and violence the first day. As| pull in, the
sight | see snaps still like a photo.

The Inglewood cop is a hig, heavyset black woman.
She'syelling; her right hand is extended. The nickel plate of

her large revolver (looking small even in her hands) gleams
off of the remaining pale white lights of the parking lot.
Two of the soldiers have their M-16s up at their shoulders,
muzzles pointed in the same direction as the cop’s weapon.
One has his left hand up, shielding his eyes, looking directly
a usaswedrivein. Thefourth is bringing hisrifle up in our
direction.

The five remain frozen in my mind for hours, or o it
seems. But of course in the world outside my mind, it’s over
in less than a second. All the attention is being directed at a
small crowd of 20 or more males. They’ re hooting, taunting,
and moving towards the market.

This time there is no thought process; | just gun the ec-
celerator and pull the whedl over to the right. | whip the
boxy Humvee around and place it between the gang and our
folks. Out of the vehicle, and across the hood, I’'ve leveled
my rifle at them, wondering what the hell I’'m going to do
now. The cop is behind me, yelling a them to get the hell
out of there. Now Hood, his /45 pistol out and cocked,
dams against the body of the Humvee, next to me. I've
lined up my sights on the lead gangster. | won’t shoot unless
someone in that tiny mob fires first, but | know who's the
target if | have to pull the trigger. Our soldiers have taken a
couple of positionsto our left and right, and | yell for one of
them to “watch the rear.” Hood' syelling at everyoneto stay
cam and not shoot unless he orders them. The rioters are
screaming at us, daring usto “pop acap.”

The female officer steps around the side of the Hum-
vee, raises her pistol and in a deep voice yells at them to
“. .. gethe fuck outta here! Or I'll drop you!” Thereisno
fear in her voice and none in her body language. | have no
doubt that this fine officer of the law is about to start some
bizarre modern version of The shootout at the OK Corral.

Now things stop. No oneis moving, no oneis making a
sound. All I’'m worried about is what's behind the man I'm
aiming a. | realy don’t want my shot to continue through
him and end up hitting some poor working family’s home.
In the distance, a police siren starts its Doppler-twisted
sound, wailing asit comes closer.

The leader of the
group, not the man I'm
ready to kill, says very
clearly, “Shit . . .” and
moves his hands up
and away from his
body. Not a surrender
gesture, but one show-
ing that he has no
wegpon and is ho dan-
ger. Then he says,
“You ain't got noth-




ing we want anyway.” He turns and walks away. Others
follow, while a few walk backwards, looking at us. Hood
mumbles a curse and says he thinks one of them has an
AKA47. | can't seeit, but I'm not about to raise my head any
higher to see. The cop is still standing until the 'bangers
leave the parking lot.

The soldier to our left dowly rises up and brings his
weapon up to a port arms position across his chest. We all
relax alittle, and Hood and | stand up ourselves. The soldier
who first stood is the senior man on the site, and he reports
to Mgjor Hood in that formal style we al learned in basic.
The siren that we heard in the distance never gets any
louder, and fades.

Hood talks to him about what happened while | walk
over and see how the others are doing. All three are steady,
and while not full cam, certainly not worried about what
happened. The female cop comes over and asks if everyone
isokay.

| laugh and say that I'm fully awake now. She just
looks at me.

“This happen before?’ | ask.
“Not here, but all over townitis.”
“Jesus. Y ou aways draw down on them like that?’

She smiles for the first time. “Only when I'm about
ready to wet my pants.” Now we all laugh and the tension is
gone. Got through it safely, with on one, friend or foe, hurt.
Hood spends a fair amount of time talking with the Ser-
geant, and | see him take out a small notepad and take notes.
Seeing where things are heading, | do the same and copy
down the name, ranks, and other information of not only the
soldiers, but also the cop.

As | do this, | finally have a chance to look around a
little. The market islike everything else in this part of town.
Fortified and barricaded. They've even taken about 100
shopping carts and chained them together and then across
dl but one of the driveways into the parking lot. It certainly
will dow down someone driving any normal car. One side
of the building is speckled with soot and ash. It looks like
the dumpsters on the side of the store had been set on fire.
None of the people there know what happened in the first
few hours. There was an armed security guard there. Stan-
dard for this part of town. He might have prevented the
store from burning, but they aren’t sure.

Hood yells my name and | shake everyone' s hand. | tell
them good job and thank them for a pleasant time. Getting
the laugh | hoped for, | walk over to the Mgor and he tells
me to mount up.

In the Humvee, we talk briefly about putting all of them
in for an award. | think it's a good idea, since they all
showed some rather serious guts in the light of what could
have been avery bad situation. Aswe talk, Hood pauses and
asks, “When you put the vehicle between the gang members
and our troops, did it ever occur to you that | was in the pas-
senger seat?’

“Why no, Sir. Was there a problem with that?’

“Well, | kinda felt so. After al, there’s only canvas on
the side of these things. Probably wouldn’t do much to stop
abullet.”

“Oh, no doubt about that.”
“Weren't you worried about it?’
“No reason to be. Y ou were between me and them.”

Hood was silent for a moment. The night air felt coal. |
hadn’t realized how much I'd sveated back there in the
parking lot. “Payback for the sniper joke, right?’

“I"'m shocked that you would consider me that unpro-
fessional. Back when | was a cop in the Air Force, they d-
ways told us to put the vehicle between the suspect and un-
protected cops.” | glanced over at Hood and smiled.

“The payback was just a bonus.”

Sighing, Hood looked at his list of areas to check.
“Consider this alawful order. You will not put Mgor Hood
in jeopardy again tonight, no matter how much that sniper
joke pissed you off.”

“Check, Sir!” | replied, trying not to laugh. | failed and
we both ended up laughing for the next few minutes. When
we finished, | looked at him and said, “ Chris, | was ready to
shoot that bastard. And it didn’t bother me.”

He nodded. “It never does before you actualy do it.”
After amoment’s silence, he says, “Let’'sgototheleft...”
and guides me to our third stop of the evening. Aswe drive,
hetells me that this part of town isn’t under any curfew, but
since it's on the border of the riot zone, we've got troops
watching places and being visible. This next place is a li-

brary.

Great. | think. Thisthing is so messed up that we have
to protect a library from burning. This is one seriously
screwed up town I'mliving in.

We end up on one of the major streets of Inglewood.
Here the traffic is close to normal. | drive with the same
awareness that you need for normal driving in LA, along
with an extra sense of concern about the car next to me be-
ing driven by someone interested in a drive-by shooting.
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The whole night has been white knuckle driving for me.
Thisdoesn’t end it.

We finally pull up in front of the library and park. As
we dismount, | start looking around. According to Hood,
there should be two of ours here. Looking, | can't see either
one. My first thought is they’re in cover, but then | remem:
ber they are supposed to be visible. Thisisa*“show the flag”
position. Oh hell, did something happen to them? while I'm
starting to dither, Hood is leaning against the Humvee. He
finally whistles and pointsjust down the street.

About 500 feet away the night is lit up with neon lights
and signs. There's a small and constant crowd of people
moving in and out of the business that’s still open. It takesa
second to get it, but the sign “Topless Bar” finaly tells me
what’ s going on.

| look at Hood, open-mouthed. He nods and points.
Now | see both of our fine young soldiers standing in front
of the bar, talking with two ladies whom | have to assume
areworking there.

Okay, | was 19 once, too. But | never walked off my
post like that. That was just a bit much. So | shouldered my
M-16, shoved my helmet back a bit and stalked down the
street, hoping to look like an angry Staff Sergeant. One of
the girls saw me first, made a face, and pointed. The two
troopers turned and, from what | could see in their eyes,
they did indeed see one angry Staff Sergeant.

“So, | suppose you both have a reasonable story why
you're off your post!”

they both started to stammer and talk and | chpped it of f
with a wave of my hand. “The Battalion Executive Officer
is standing by that Humvee you two soldiers managed to
miss driving by you. He' s hoping that someone will actually
report to him, in a proper military style, what the status of
the post is. He'd like to make sure you' re both doing well,
and that neither one of you has any problems that he needs
to know about.”

| could see the terror in their eyes. In their military, the
XOisn't God, he's Saint Peter. They aso know that in any
myth that has agod, there has to be a devil.

“Of course, you also have a Staff NCO, who came out
here with the XO, making sure that if the soldiers on this
post aren’t acting in a proper manner, he TELLS THEM TO
PULL THEIR HEADS OUT OF THEIR ASSES AND
MOVE IT BACK TO THEIR GOD DAMN POST RIGHT
NOW BEFORE | START KICKING SOME SERIOUS
ASS AND PULLING SOME STRIPES!”

They stare at me for a moment, wondering just what
hell they fdl into. | give it a beat then point and bellow,

“NOW!” They run. Quickly. As| start to go, one of the girls
says, “They weren't doing nothin” wrong.”

“Well, according to your rules, they were. But | think
they’ Il be okay.”

I walk back and stand just behind them as they salute
and report to the Mgjor. He's al business, asking them
questions and making sure they know what they are sup-
posed to be doing. It becomes apparent that they do. They
were just doing what young me do when they’re bored and
lonely. Hood once again takes some notes on his pad, in-
cluding who their Sergeant was. He looks at me and | nod
my head.

“That will be al, men.” They both come to attention
and salute him. Hood gets back into the car. Asthey start to
relax, | say, “Sir, I'll be right there.” 1 can see their shoul-
dersfinch.

| spend only a couple of minutes reminding them of
why they’re on the streets and what is expected of them. I'm
sure that tomorrow morning they’ I get another 4 or 5 chew-
ing outs. Then | stress the really important thing. Don't take
chances and get home safe. They mumble, “Yes, Sergeant”
in chorus and | jump into the Humvee.

When the car is around the corner and out of sight, we
both start laughing. | have to pull over, I'm laughing so
hard. We both slow down and | make a comment about how
dumb soldiers can be. And who was the idiot who put them
onthelibrary?

“Well, | don’t know who put them on the library, but
they weren't anidiot.”

“Why isthat?’

“They weren't supposed to watch the library. The loca
cops are worried about that bar. Even on a slow night,
there’ susually a dozen fightsin there. They were hoping we
could keep aneyeonit...”

Following this twisted logic, | finished his sentence,
“. .. but knew we couldn’t even think of posting troops out-
side atoplessjoint. But with that cultural icon just down the
street . . .” | laughed again. “Hell of a way to fight a war,
boss.”

“Hell of away, indeed.”

(To be continued)

Pler gb defined as the rioters winning.




A STORM OF MAYHEM

by Milt Stevens

A review of A Storm of Swords
by George R.R. Martin

Having gone from deconstructionist book reviewing (in
Dhalgren) to demolitionist book reviewing (in The World of
Null-A), Milt continues to explore the humorous
possibilities of parody as he takes aim at a book nominated
for the Best Novel Hugo in 2001. Milt sent along the
following note;

“ Despite possible appearances, | actually liked A Storm of
Swords. In fact, | voted for it infirst place for best novel this
year. Once you get past the philosophical objection that it
begins in the middle and ends in the middle, it's a pretty
good read. The series is scheduled to conclude after only
three more thousand-page volumes. (No kidding.) | also
wasn't kidding about the fifty page list of characters.”

The current volume is the third entry in George R. R.
Martin's Song of Blood and Intestines series. The previous
two volumes, The Game of Massacre and A Clash of
Violence, introduced a cast of charactersonly slightly larger
than the population of Rhode Idand. However, many of
them have aready been dealt with. A quick review of the
fifty pages of character listings at the back of this book
shows quite a few characters listed as dead, dying, missing
in action, or married with children.

The book begins with a prologue, because it couldn't very
well begin with an epilogue. In the prologue, the scene is
with the Night's Watch at Fort L owcrotch north of the Wall.
The Wal marks the northern end of the Seven Kingdoms
(AKA Westeros) and stretches the entire breadth of the
country. The Wall is seven hundred feet high and was built
thousands of years ago to keep out lowlife scum who might
otherwise lower property values. It isthe duty of the Night's
Watch to defend the Wall. Centuries ago a line of twenty
Night's Watch castles lined the southern side of the wall.
Due to Defense Department cutbacks, most of these are now
ruins. Only three remain to proclaim the proud tradition of
the Night's Watch: Castle Bumfuck, Castle Badgrub, and
Castle Dumbduty. In recent decades, the Night's Watch has
been a dumping ground for bastards, cutpurses, and
telemarketers.
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Beyond the Wall, there are the barbarian Wildlings. You
may think of them as horse-drawn trailer trash. In addition
to the Wildlings, there are also giants, cannibas, skin
changers, zombies, libertarians, and OTHERS. The
OTHERS are particularly unsavory. Legend says they can
only be killed by obsidian weapons or the hard to find
cinnamon lollipops. The Night's Watch has been drawn
north of the Wall by rumors that a Wildling named Mance
Rayder has proclaimed a Popular Front Against Feudalism.
It has abad sound to it.

At Fort Lowcrotch, a horn blast proclams an aert. A
second horn blast indicates attack by Wildlings. Then comes
athird horn blast, which is the most feared of all. Attack by
OTHERS!!! The entire garrison screams and pisses on
themselvesin unison.

Meanwhile south of the Wall, Catelyn Stark, recent widow
of Eddard Stark, mother of Rob Stark, King of the North
and the Low Rent District, frees Jamie Lannister
(sometimes caled Kingdayer, since he offed the king
before last) from the dungeon a Castle Costoverrun and
sends him south in custody of a swordswoman named
Brienne, who is strong as a horse but not nearly as pretty.
Catelyn hopes to trade Jamie back to the Lannisters for her
two daughters, Sansa and Arya, who she believes are till
being held hostage by King Joffrey Barroomstool at his
capital a Kings Humping. At the same time, ten-year-old
Arya Stark has made good her escape from Castle Hiredhall
gutting one guard and ditting a stable boy's throat in the
process. In Kings Humping, twelve-year-old Sansa Stark
has been stripped, flogged, and shown the severed head of
her father, Eddard Stark, which King Joffrey has fashioned
into a bowling bal. Sansa suspects this means her
engagement to Joffrey is off.

On an uninhabited island off Blackwater Bay, marooned sea
captain and sometimes smuggler Davos Seaworth is
throwing rocks at gooney birds. Also, in Kings Humping,
Tyrion Lannister, son of Tywin Lannister, brother of Jamie



and Cersel Lannister, and uncle of Joffrey Barroomstoal, is
recovering from wounds suffered a the Battle of
Blackwater Bay. Aside from other wounds, alow blow with
asword cut off his nose. Tyrion reflects that things like this
wouldn't keep happening to him if he wasn't a dwarf.
Somewhere in the woods in the Low Rent District, Bran
Stark, a younger brother of King Rob Stark and relative of
all those other Starks, is hiding out after escaping the fal of
the Stark stronghold at Castle Ravingmad to Theon Painjoy,
son of Baon Painjoy, King of the North and the Flotsam
Ides. Bran has had a vision that he must go north of the
Wall to meet a crow with three eyes. One may suspect that
Bran was smoking his socks shortly before having this
vision. To finish off this summary of goings-on in the Seven
Kingdoms, Jon Snow, bastard son of Eddard Stark and
member of the Night's Watch, is north of the Wall trying to
infiltrate the Popular Front Against Feudalism. | hope you
al have this straight, because there will be atest at the end
of thisarticle.

On another continent entirely, Daenerys Tarpaulin, daughter
and last heir of King Aerys |l Tarpaulin, isplotting to return
of the Tarpaulin Dynasty to power in the Seven Kingdoms.
For this purpose, she has acquired three galleons and a
number of associates. Among her associates is Ser Jorah
Mormont, a knight exiled from the Seven Kingdoms for
selling fake Viagra. Another associate, Strong Bodyodor, is
a eunuch pit fighter and former NFL lineman. Daenerys is
also acompanied by her three blood riders, Abdul
Mohammed, Mohammed Abdul, and Mohammed
Mohammed. Aside from human associates, Daenerys has
three young dragons. House breaking dragons was a bit of a
problem, but they do make great status symbols. Of course,
what Daenerys really needs is an army. She had thought of
hiring the Mormon Tabernacle Choir, but they turned out
not to be available. This leaves her with only one
aternative. She will have to deal with the three dread cities
of the Saver Bay: Anaheim, Azusa, and Cucamonga.

Back a Costoverrun, King Rob has returned from his
battles in the West. His campaign had one unforeseen
complication. After taking Castle Slum, the stronghold of
the Hornswoggles, Rob had met Jayne Hornswoggle. The
couple had fallen madly in bed and been married the next
day. Rob's mother Catelyn could see a problem in this
situation. Rob had been engaged to Hermione Hemorrhoid
of Castle Twocommodes. This breach of faith was bound to
inflame the ever-irritable Lord Walder Hemorrhoid.

On a river somewhere to the south, Jamie Lannister and
Brienne come upon a burned inn. The inn has not only been
burned, but the inn keeper, three serving wenches, five
dogs, and fifteen chickens have been hung from nearby
trees and left to rot. This looks like the work of Gregor

Clegane, eight-foot tall sociopath, General Nogoodnick, an
employee of the Lannisters. Brienne continues to take it
badly that Jamie Lannister had killed King Aerys Il while
Jamie was commander of the king's guard and sworn to
protect the king's life. Jamie explains that he killed Aerys
after he learned of the king's mad plan to fluoridate the
drinking water.

Somewhere €lse in the country, Arya Stark has been
captured by bandits and taken to their leader Lord Doric
Deadwand. Many believe that Doric Deadwand cannot be
killed. That isn't exactly the case. He has been killed
numerous times, but it doesn't sow him down the way it
would most people. One can easily notice that one of his
eyes and half of his head have been obliterated by a blow
from a mace. His neck is two inches longer than norma
from having been hung. Rumor has it that you could see
dirty pictures if you look through the hole where his
pancreas used to be.

Back in Kings Humping, King Joffrey plans to marry
Margaery Toady of Castle Highswamp. The toady banner is
a brown nose on a field of gold and reflects their close
association with the monarchy. Among the Toady retinue
visiting Kings Humping for the wedding is Olenna Toady,
grandmother of Margaery and champion sarcastic comment
maker of the entire Seven Kingdoms. Olenna invites Sansa
Stark to dinner and proposes a union between Sansa and
Peg-leg Pete Toady, the heir to Highswamp. It's the best
offer Sansa has had all week.

After being rescued from the uninhabited island, Davos
Seaworth returned to Castle Dragonstench where he was
thrown into a dungeon for plotting the assassination of
Melisandre, the flame priestess of R'hllor. Dragonstench is
the stronghold of King Stannis Barroomstool, de-jure uncle
of Joffrey Barroomstool and brother of King Robert
Barroomstool. Robert had died under suspicious
circumstances when the brakes on his horse failed, and he
went over a cliff. Stannis knows that Joffrey is really the
product of an incestuous union between Jamie and Cersel
Lannister and not Robert's son at al. Some people are picky
about such details. Davos believes that King Stannis has
been bewitched by Melisandre, and he holds her responsible
for the king's defeat at the battle of Blackwater Bay. Asyou
might expect, Melisandre is a hot number who aways likes
having lots of people for abarbecue.

In Kings Humping, Tyrion Lannister consults Various, the
court eunuch. Various is the master of intrigue, espionage,
and general snooping. He supplements hisincome by selling
materiad to the Nationa Enquirer. Various updates Tyrion
with a list of the latest assassinations, assignations,
cuckoldings, and areally disgusting story about Ser Oswald
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Muckshovel and the royal basset hound.

In the north, Jon Snow accompanies a detachment of
Wildlings across the Wall. They plan on attacking Castle
Bumfuck from the rear and opening the tunnel under the
Wall for the entire invading army. Jon escapes from te
Wildlings and warns the defenders in time to repulse the
atack. However, the Wildling army atacks the Wall
anyway. The Night's Watch has sent appeals to every king
in the phone book but to no avail.

Back on another continent, Daenerys Tarpaulin had bought
eight thousand eunuch soldiers known as the Unmasted
from the city of Azusa. Once the purchase was completed,
she used her new army to loot the city and wipe out the
entire freeborn population. She also was able to take
Anaheim by a combination of treachery, deceit, and vile
caumny. Her army is now drawn up outside the walls of
Cucamonga. The city sends out a single champion who
shouts insults a her army and pisses in their general
direction. Daenerys sends Strong Bodyodor to deal with the
champion. Being a man of few words, Strong Bodyodor
splits the Cucamongan champion's head like a melon then
drops his drawers and shits in the direction of the city. He
may not be good at sarcasm, but he definitely knows how to
deliver an insullt.

At Costoverrun, Lord Hoster Tadlly, father of Catelyn Stark,
has died of natural causes. This has caused quite a
commotion, because nobody in the Seven Kingdoms has
died of natural causes in the past 132 years. This leaves
Catelyn's brother, Eddure Tally, as the lord of Costoverrun.
In order to repair his relations with Lord Walder
Hemorrhoid, King Rob has proposed the marriage of
Eddure Taly with the femde relative of Lord Walder's
choice. Lord Walder accepts the deal and invites the entire
Stark clan to the wedding at Twocommodes. In the north,
Sleaze Bolton, the lord of Castle Dreadlock, has driven
Theon Painjoy out of Ravingmad but not before Painjoy
torched the place. Bolton did manage to take Theon Painjoy
prisoner.

Somewhere on the road from here to there, Jamie Lannister
and Brienne are captured by the self styled Brave
Companions. The Brave Companions are a collection of
mercenary scum and villainy under the command of Vargo
Hoat. Having nothing better to do that afternoon, Hoat has
Jamie Lannister's right hand cut off and hung around his
neck.

At Kings Humping, Tywin Lannister, father of Jamie,
Cersei, and Tyrion Lannister, brother of Ser Kevan
Lannister, and uncle of Huey, Dewey, and Louie, has had to
revise one of his schemes. He had been planning to marry
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Sansa Stark to the royal basset hound. Unfortunately, the
basset hound proved to be gay and was unlikely to produce
offspring. Tywin imagined that marrying Sansa to his son
Tyrion would be amost as bad. It sounded like aplan.

In another strange year in politics, Davos Seaworth has been
freed from the dungeon and made prime minister to King
Stannis Barroomstool. In this capacity, he withesses one of
the vile rites performed by Melisandre. She has three
leaches filled with blood from a royal bastard who they
keep on the payroll for just such occasions. She tosses the
leaches into the fire while pronouncing eldritch curses on
Kings Baon, Rob, and Joffrey. Within the week, Balon
Painjoy drowns in a bowl of squid chowder. Since Theon is
till a prisoner at Castle Dreadlock, Balon's younger brother
Euron appears at Castle Puke to claim the throne of the
North and the Flotsam Ides. Dark rumors suggest that
Euron has been pursuing a career in tax accountancy.

At Castle Hiredhdl, the Brave Companions bring Brienne
and the pieces of Jamie Lannister to Sleaze Bolton, who
currently holds the castle. Bolton feds the Brave
Companions may have acted excessively even for the gang
of armed vermin they are. He decides to send Jamie back to
his father at Kings Humping. Bolton plans to withdraw to
the north leaving Hiredhall and Brienne to the Brave
Companions.

The Stark wedding party arrives at Twocommodes. The
party ismet by Lord Walder Hemorrhoid and his three sons;
Itching, Scratching, and Diredistress. As is traditiond, the
wedding is preceded by several days of drunkenness. By the
time everybody's liver is about finished, the couple are
finally wed and packed off to bed. After the bedding has
been initiated, Catelyn Stark notices something a little bit
strange. The musicians have struck-up a funeral dirge. She
aso notices the guests in the upper gallery al seem to be
armed with cross bows. On a signal from Lord Walder, the
Stark guests are saughtered with other troops massacring
the three thousand Stark retainers who have been getting
drunk outside. Lord Walder chortles happily while
observing that Hemorrhoids can indeed kill.

On the oad south, Jamie Lannister has second thoughts.
Leaving Brienne to the Brave Companions represented a
fate worse than and including death. While he has no great
affection for Brienne, he hates the thought of the Brave
Companions getting any fun out of the situation. With the
fifty soldiers Sleaze Bolton has sent as an escort, Jamie
returns to Hiredhall just in time to find Brienne has been
thrown into a bear pit. It seems Vargo Hoat had tried
dallying with Brienne, and she had bitten his right ear off.
He should have been thankful he hadn't tried for a blow job.



At the Wall, the Wildlings are attacking in full force. Rumor
has it that they have found the Horn of Winter and are
planning on using it as a weapon. Legend says that if the
Horn of Winter is blown the Wall will collapse, and al the
eastic underwear in the Seven Kingdoms will disintegrate.
Just when things don't look so swell, who should arrive but
King Stannis Barroomstool and his entire army. Davos
Seaworth had suggested that saving the Seven Kingdoms
from barbarian scum might be a good PR gesture for
someone who was trying to be accepted as king of the entire
country. Under organized attack, the Wildlings decide to
continue their attack in the next volume.

In Kings Humping, the wedding of King Joffrey and
Margaery Toady is in progress. Part of the festivitiesis a
seventy-seven-course dinner. Items on the menu included
barbecued squid tentacles, cuttlefish crepes, and ox testicles
with marmalade sauce. Given the menu, most of the guests
decide to get drunk instead. Tyrion Lannister fills Joffrey's
wine goblet just before Joffrey has the bad taste to drop
dead with his face in a hideous leer. Tyrion reflects that
maybe he shouldn't have publicly referred to Joffrey as
"cacaface" earlier in the evening.

In the north, peace has been restored, and the Night's Watch
must elect a new lord commander, since the last one was
offed north of the Wall. Some fedl that Jon Snow is worth
hanging for his apparent treachery with the Wildlings. After
due consideration, many realize that most members of the
Night's Watch aren't even worth hanging. With
qualifications like that, Jon Snow is elected lord commander
of the Night's Watch.

In Kings Humping, Tyrion is being tried for the murder of
King Joffrey under the old detective story principle that the
least attractive suspect must have done it. Since al the
evidence seems to suggest Tyrion did it, he requests tria by
combat. Gregor Clegane tes aready been named as the
roya champion. This does not look good. At the last
minute, Oberon Muckshovel volunteers to be Tyrion's
champion. Oberon had a score to settle with Clegane, since
Clegane had murdered Oberon's sister and her children and
processed the bodies as tournament dogs. In the battle,
Oberon is doing fine for awhile until Clegane crushes his
head, snaps his spine, and stomps him into an unpleasant
looking red goo. Tyrion considers that maybe he should
have made the challenge for a game of scrabble.

A few more murders, a couple of escapes, and one character
being raised from the dead finishes off this volume.
However, you can be sure there will be lots more barbaric
fun in the next volume when the daughter is TO BE
CONTINUED.
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Pler gb defined as George R.R. Martin reading this and
turning into a gibbering idiot
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So you can see that thish, Number 46, has had

along and grueling birth-struggle.
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1, Fanzine Review|

What, then of thish?

Aslong as | have been seeing it (the eighties
and nineties, as well as the ohs, or whatever
we are going to call the period between 2000
and 2010), the face Niekas has initialy
presented to the reader has been a sparse,
clean-cut one. The cover, of coated stock, is a
two-color cover, black and something else.
The current issue is, er, black and blue,
featuring a dragon in a catcher=s outfit
augmented by spiked kneepads. This is no
independent joke, as the topic of the issue is
AStrange Sports Stories® and indeed twelve
pages (out of sixty-four) deal with sports.

The sixties, we are told by those who were there, was a
golden era of fanzines. (Were those filled with articles of
how the thirties had been a golden era of fanzines?) But
golden lassies and golden lads must like all such things go
to dust, and the fanzines of that era are treasures passed
around at conventions.

Finding a fanzine that began in that era, that indeed
won a Hugo in that era, is a different matter. So, when the
occasional Niekas comes forth it is a wonder. Ed Meskys
has not given up.

Of course, this is not that mainstream sort of fanzine.
The persona materid islimited to the editorial columns, the
rest being articles about written things. Previous issues have
featured the Arthurian legends, Adark fantasy@ (what they
used to call Ahorror@, before Ahorror@ became sensuous
vampire taes), André Norton, and so on. A column by Sam
Moskowitz could spark long letters on the illustration in the
original publication of H. G. Wells=s AThe Land
Ironclads@ (As you know, SaM was great for getting into
literary feuds, when he wasr=t getting into fannish feuds.)

With old age comes a dtiffening of the joints. Niekas
has survived grife that would have killed weaker fanzines.
The former publisher abstracted himself with the materials
for an issue at one point; something that the respected
fanzine list-keeper Garth Spencer thought more appropriate
for araw punkzine (the sort, say, published by six kids the
total of whose agesis not in three digits), not an established
Hugo-winning fanzine. This issue has been along time in
the generating; | myself saw Ed at a Worldcon, carrying
page proofs, saying that the issue would be published before
the end of the year. This was at LoneStarCon (1997, for
those not readily up on con names).

Within, we find the table of contents. Niekas has been
very much agroup product, and it is therefore not surprising
that we find no fewer than eight columns, from the editorial
by Ed on down. (In earlier issues, the former publisher had
had the last word; his final column had been something of a
complaint about people bothering him about the delay.) Said
columnists include pros (Diana L Paxson and Ray Nelson)
and fans.

Part of the differentness of Niekas had been the
individual names for the features of the magazine. Including
the title itself, which is Lithuanian for Anothing@ . So, ages
and ages (in TV time at least) before Seinfeld there was a
fanzine about nothing! Not that there=s anything wrong
with that, yadda yadda yadda. (Is there something
frightening about the fact that | can quote tag lines from a
television show that | have never seen and from all reports
would have abominated?)

Sad to say, Meskys finds this origindity to be
Acuteness@ and is dropping it. The editorial however
remains ABumbejimas@.

ABuUmMbejimas@ is a report on what Meskys has been
doing since the last issue, which understandably leads to a
long column. He discusses the various topics of past and
future issues; Niekas certainly can=t be accused of lacking
variety or breadth, as past issues have included a specid
discussion of Arthurian legends and fiction, an interview
wish Sam Moskowitz, and a book on dark fantasy, while
future issues will include a discussion of Arthurian legends
and fiction (the last one didn=t take?).

Other issues touched on by the editor include the
preservation of fanzines, both individually and en masse
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(more on the story of the librarian who tossed the fanzine
collection into the basement could have been useful), the
Srebenica massacre, and two of the many losses of the past
few years, John Brunner and Sam Moskowitz.

In effect this is a long discourse on the waning of
powers as age approaches, Meskys aso touches on the
problem of what is happening to his collection and what
will happen to it. The unrealized subtext (see, | have to
introduce litcrit; in a few reviews | will graduate to being
transgressive and deconstructive, as in a review of say
Jackpot which discusses going to a family reunon and says
nothing about the Katzes) here is particularly poignant. As
has been previously discussed and will be touched oninthis
issue, Meskys has gone blind; when he says Al never read
Archie Mercer=s mimeographed novel, The Meadows of
Fantasy, and now want to do so@ [p. 6] this knowl edge
puts an extralevel of meaning on the effort required.

Thisisfollowed by one of those pros, Diana L. Paxson,
on the joys of ghosting. Not that she sees it that way,
discoursing on the joys of ASharing a World With Marion
Zimmer Bradley@. This is unwittingly revealing, showing
how the close atmosphere of shared interests, bdiefs, and
works can so easily set one down the road to cultism.

Then of course there are the old feuds. In this case, Ben
Indick continues his quarrel with Moskowitz over M. P.
Shiel=s The Lord of the Sea, which Moskowitz thought anti-
Semitic in intent, and Indick thinks contains anti-Semitic
scenes as reflection of the society. SaM is so loud that he
till shouts from the grave, and Indick is shouting back. The
discussion is interesting, though the point is not as
significant as the participants think, thus making the
argument perfectly fannish.

Continuing this discussion of the great heritage of
fandom, Joe R. Christopher writes of how Al Hear Amerika
Singing . . . (No. 1)@. [Is he aware of what he is saying by
using that spelling?] The singing anyway is that of Manly
Wade Wellman=s AJohn the Balladeer@ stories, the series
about the man with the silver-stringed guitar who wandered
the Applachian hills encountering al sorts of fantastic and
wonderous things. (I remember one where John came across
as something of a Gomer Pyle encounters the Commie
Menace type. Oh well.)

Since we are hearing the hills alive with the sound of
music (did you know, by the way, that Baron von Trapp had
no trouble leaving Austria, since he was an Italian citizen?)
Christopher is reviewing a filk tape; Joe Bethancourt has
taken the songs from the stories and set them to music, what
he hopes is the music that Wellman had in mind (eg.,
Donald Swann=s settings for The Road Goes Ever On).
Since Bethancourt didn=t actually provide the names of the

tunes, and Christopher seems to know something about
music and could look for them, he is understandably
frustrated. Thisis atrack by track discussion of the tape, in
depth B amost too much depth, but surely those who like
either folk music or Wellman will love it, and Christopher
displaysacharming level of erudition.

After various brief items, including poems, one of their
AExtremely Short S Story@ (there was going to be a
specia issue of these, but that was one of the things that
suffered from the feud), a review of the animated fantasy
movie Arabian Knight (available on VHS as The Thief and
the Cobbler), and a poetic review of the movie Wolf, we get
to another one of those columns, Ray Nelson=s AOn Liking
Clark Ashton Smith@ which has a lot about Ray but little
about Clarkashton.

In a most unfannish way, since this is an issue about
strange sports stories, they actually have something about
strange sports stories. Niekas regular Nan C. Scott weighsin
with a discussion of five different (in some cases, very
different) baseball fantasies; W. P. Kinsella=s Shoeless Joe
(the inspiration for Field of Dreams) and The |owa Baseball
Confederacy, Darryl Brock=s If | Never Get Back, Nancy
Willard=s Things Invisible to See, and Robert Coover=s The
Universal Baseball Association, Inc., J. Henry Waugh,
Prop. Her analyses of the books are worthwhile, from
Coover=s outright hatred and prejudice to Clare=s moving
paralel between thelittle game and the Big One; Kinsella=s
two views, of redemption, and of fulfillment; and Brock=s
evocation of the past. Of all these I=ve only read the Coover
and | find it of a par with Coover=s other work, betraying
the malice of the excluded elite. The Brock sounds quite
interesting, and The lowa Baseball Confederacy may be a
good example of a gonzo novel. Scott could perhaps have
put more work into discussing the diverse perspectives here,
but this essay does do its work.
She dso reviews in separate
columns two other sports
fantasies; Michael Bishop=s
Brittle Innings and George Alec

Effinger=s collection Idle ‘0‘, ,r‘

Pleasures.

Other items in this section
include a somewhat unfocused
essay by Fred Lerner, another
Niekas regular, a column on horror .
sports fantasy by yet another b

regular, Don dcFAmmassa, and a S
column on the British attitude ®
toward sports by still a third —
regular, Anne Braude. Lerner

makes the odd claim that writers

who dor=t want to have their yr
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work considered SF should be given their wish C an
oddness in the usual custom of Fans= exuberant annexation
of anything with a speculative content. D=Ammassa
provides a broad but shalow coverage of the topic,
including oddly enough areference to Brittle Innings, which
may be why his column was placed next to Scott=s more
thorough review of the book. Braude makes some good
points about the value of sportsmanship and the lack of it
these days, but her attitude seems to be that of an outsider
fixated on an enthusiam wrenched from its context. Aside
from the recurring comic strip, Varlak the Wizard, by Jane
Sibley, that is an end to the sports for this issue. (The
wizard=s unfortunate familiar (poor kitty) worries about the
Olympics.)

More familiar ground may be found in the next item,
which is a matter crucia to the editor=s interests, namely
ABrave New World: Technology for the Blind in the 21%
Century@ by Raymond Kurzweil. This discussion was
originally delivered to a National Federation for the Blind
meeting, and the reprinting of it in this forum adds to the
interest of the zine. If you are the sort who harks back to the
Goode Olde Dayes of Uncle Hugo, when every story had
Aas you know@ leading in athree-page technical lecture, or
(to be serious) at least areinterested in the actual technology
behind the fiction, this is the sort of article you will find
enthralling.

Following this is a different area of background
material, an essay on AThe Origin of Dragon Beliefs@ by
Mark Sunlin, a discussion of the trans-culturd
considerations of dragons. It had to be snakes. (Some
discussion of the American Indian cultures views of snakes
and the like would have been relevant.)

The next section is styled ATopix@ and is a selection
of comments on previousissues topics; Kipling, Moskowitz,
and the huge Dark Fantasy issue, providing a diverse
patchwork of additions to the previous material. Thisisthe
sort of thing that always made me fed that the previous
issue had been so very interesting. In the zine it comes over
as the equivaent of a discussion room, where an interesting
panel had to move out because the next one was moving in,
but the con thoughtfully provided space for the panel to go
oninformally, asit were.

In a dramatic fal, this section is followed by a
mediocre book review section. The reviews are of mostly
unavailable books and the reviewers are generaly
haphazard. Reading a review of a book where the reviewer
does not remember (and does not bother to look up) the
name of the author does not impress one with either the
reviewer=sskill or the editor=sjudgment.

Niekas has a reputation for multiple loc sections. Aside

from ATopix@, there is a section labeled simply AL etters
of Comment@ which is more of the typical loc fodder. That
isto say, the loccers discuss their own lives, reply to other
letters (instead of the discussion of the material of the zine
per se), and so on. The number of editoral intrusions are
limited and most strictly delineated by boldface print.

The last item in the editorid is headed AWRITE FOR
NIEKAS AND DIE@. The two lettercolumns are full of
locs from people who will never get this issue: Walt Willis
and John Brunner, for example.

*kkk*k

If 1 had to pick a sensation for this zine, it would be
Amustiness@. Some of this is unavoidable; the locs from
people who will never get the issue are inevitable
conseguences of time. That indeed adds to the poignancy;
they are not yet entirely silenced.

But other factors are less so. There are too many
contributors who seem entrenched in their own part of
fandom, not reaching out or even seeming to want to reach
out. That is a different and more confining mustiness. All
too much of Niekas is entrenched between its own covers,
creating a staleness of the mind. For a fanzine with a long
and glorious reputation, a determined production, thisis a
depressing constraint.

m

Pler gb defined as Joseph never being wrongin his
reviews

DNT Look Back
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Editorial commenls inftalics .~ found only one checkmark on their peges Len Moffatt' s reference
o i b|UE to thet v_vonderful 1948 issue of MOONS_-HNE W!th the black
pdf yersion condruction paper cover feduring “a die cut silver colored
cormugated paper moon” and “hend-gtendiled lettering” in (yes, Len)
whiteink. It was one of severd issues of MOONSHINE that Charles
Burbee saved over the decades and passed on to me in 1993, and
catanly the mogt griking one. Besides the spectacular cover, the
indde pagesare mimeographed usng sepiabrownink.
San Wooldon was the at editor of the above-mentioned
MOONSHINE, and it's sad to read that hels dflicted with

Alzhemer's. | remember him asagentle soul back in the’ 60swhen
| used to encounter ima LASFS and parties

R LAURRAINE TUTIHAS

Onthefirg atide about Fan Lounge vs. Fanzine Lounge, | sarted
out on your Sde and ended up on John's | think John mede alat of

good paints.

E.B.FROHVET

. . . g ey Milt's review of THE WORLD OF NULL Awaes gret. And Ted
Curious to find mysaf in the position of agreeing with Rodiey - \yjte shouid know thet Milt s review of DHALGREN was ecually
Leighton, but | ssid much thesamerthing - - tht NOAWARD hesa. 434 | e the book because agood friend of minereslly loved it |
certan amount in common with PLOKTA - - and you didn’t bash kept reeding after the firgt few pages thinking the good part must

me for it. By that | meant that both have a foous on @rsondlity, | e aheedl, Then | finished the book and decided thet | hed just
humor, and style than on more srious content. wadted sevard hours

LLOYD PENNEY

I"'ve heard and reed in lots of places thet the average humean being
uses about hdf of his brain; but, of course, we dl know lots of

people who are suspect about that 50% figure. (They're suspect

) . when it comesto ay bran ue a&
| think there are flaws in both your and John dl)

Hetzs agumaits over “Fan Lounge’ vs |ERIC LINDSAY

“Fanzine Lounge”” both of you gppear 1o bein 1y joved il rewrite of Vian Vogt. Now, maybe
denid over theobviousfact that fanzinefandom someone a some convention can do a reeding of

is a vary andl secid interest group within I .
fandom. Snce the average number of other fans one o Ven Vor's using Vidor Borge's

atiracter ko ferzine fandom by the longe | ([RRERREREEEEENS el Grean's curert episode about
Worldoon gppearsto be on the order of two per the LA riots does two things for
year, you may aswel labd it “Fanzine Lounge’ me . .. shows me thet | couldn't
0 those of us actually interested know where to , possibly function in the militay,
find each other. “Fan Lounge’ is too easily confused with “Con with generdstoo arrogant and Supid to issue orders before knowing
Qiite” much about the Stuation a hand, or even how things are done, and

shows me how much | don't like the current sate of the press, even
though that’swhere my training is. Given my own opinions on the
pressand how they abusethe open accessusudly gets, | would think
thet Ed did the right thing by smacking the cameraman. The spoiled
brat responsefrom the cameramenistypicd.

The mention of Jod Nydahl in the lettercal and ortline no doubt
launched the search for him, and the search has been successful.
ROBERT LICHTMAN Nydahl ssemed mildly gratified thet people remembered him, but

not that happy to befound after dl those It if he'dbeen
| enjoyed dl your outside contributors to one degree or another, but obetou « years ftwesas!
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dedt ablow by hisfafiion, and never redlly got over it.
ARTHURHLAVATY

Josph Mgor pointsout that computer technology makesit as chegp
and essy to do a decent-looking zine as an obvious crudzine. What
he fals to mention is the atidic equivdent of the old line thet a
computer can eesily and quickly makethe sort of migtakesthet once
would have taken aroomful
of wdetigs months of

not asking it a damn thing. In retrogpect, | imegine thet Van Vogt
must have looked a what he had written to that point and rdlized thet
NO explanation of ANY THING would meke any sense. Nat dll of
the editing in the book verson was an improvement, dther. Van
Vogt changed the dogan carved over the door of the Generd
Samartics Inditute from “ ‘Words Ah Words' a dgh across the
centuries,” to* ‘ The Negative Judgment |s The Pesk Of Mentdity’ a
sgh...” Somepretentiousand tone deef sigh, thet revi son.

effort. For indance, one can
ue Publisher to jam the
leters more  unreadably
dose together than Word
would dlow. | wonder whet
made me think of that. (The
covers, on the other hand,
aeexcdlent)

Henry Welch

of Enginesring.

As a minor quibble you misyped my email address in the
contributor section. It is “msog’ not “nsoe” | work for the
Milwaukee School of Engineering not the Nilwaukee School

Mike Glyer dso provides some comment
hooks in his“Hdf Empty Brains the Sze
of the Ritz Hotd.” Pat of the problem
with the col d-adgpted mammoths was thet
a the end of the ladt ice age, their habitat
degraded and shrank dramaticaly, evenas
the firg humans turned ther hdf-empty
brans to hunting the toothsome and
ucculent mammoth. As a sketchy idea of
human evoluion fleshes itsdf out, it
gopears that walking upright was the firgt

Alexis Gilliland's comment on Josgph Nicholas suggests an &
scenario: Joseph gets o tired of Blair he decidesto run agang him,
with his usud truculent idedlogicd purity. His votes (and some
dectord irregularities) are just enough to throw the dection to the
daughter of Margaret Thatcher, who has her mother’s palitics, but
sooresway lower inlanguage skills

BRIN-MARIE McLAUGHLIN

| am reeding herewhere E.B. Frohvet has officidly dedared you the
Residet Curmudgeon of Fandom. Persondly, | don't agree In
Augudt of 1987, Robbie invited me dong with two of my friendsto
comecrashin North Hollywood on our way down to the Sen Diego
Comic Con. We scattered our belongings hither and yon, usurped
your bathroom, and helped her consume an entire lemon meringue
pie in the gpace of one afternoon. Y ou hed no idea who we were,
and you bore our presence in your home with admirable fortitude.
Y ou could have curmudged - infact, rightfully so- but you did not.

ALEXISGILLILAND

Paticulaly enjoyable was “The World of Null Nuthin'” by Milt
Sevens. One of my lingering memories from that nove, which |
fird reed as an Adounding serid, was the encounter with the little
roboplane. In which said roboplane offered to ansver any question
Gaoseyn (which | once heard A.E. Van Vogt pronounce as - shedes
of Dianetics- Go Sane) might have, and our curiously incurioushero
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dep, the invention of feat freeing the
fordimbsto become armswith hends.

Hands then made it possble to gather food and bring-home-the-
—becon trangport a digant kill to base for sharing around. The big

brain of whichweare 0 proud wasthe lagt thing to deve op, perhgps
because cooperation was 0 grongly pro-surviva, thet cheeting

(chegper than cooperation) and the detection of chegting (cooperate,

damn you!) were grongly sdected for. Or maybe the women
learned to talk to help raise the children, and those men who could

meke themsdves underdood by women were sdected for. Or

maybe bath. The jury is dill out on this one but dl present day

humans gppear to have descended from one amdl group - about Sx

meles - that developed the kneck for meking wespons and thereby

progpered dramaicaly.

JOSEPH NICHOLAS

No Award 9 arrived thismorning, but aswe re off to Itay on Friday,
| haven't done morethan skimiit. However, | did notice Ted White s
comment that he was “ dightly sunned” to see my bracketing Poul
Anderson with Larry Niven, “as though they both wrate the same
kind of SFin the same period” - which he suggests that he couldn't
have been paying attention, snce | didn't daim anything of the
kind - and dso that hewas" even morestunned”’ by my remark thet |
doubt they have no ather agendathen thetdling of agtory. Redly?ls
White serioudy suggesting thet Poul Anderson’s later work hasnot
been dedicated to the propogtion thet the neturd god for the humen
oecies is the conquest of a new frontier in space? He mugt have




been reeding adifferent Poul Andersonfromtherest of us.

While Alexis Gilliland dams that I'm now “intdlectudly

Thet wasafine fine cover by Brad Fodter. I'veloved hiswork since
| bought a number of smdl mini-comics from him a aWorldCon.
Sitting back in my hotd room later that day my Wife thought | hed
findly blown agesket, | waslaughing likeamed men, liketheworld
was ending and | hed findly gotten the joke. Laughing, laughing. |
wasreeding Brad sGigags.

| have dways liked Brad' s artwork, and he has produced covers for
both HOLIER THAN THOU (where his cover for #20 isadlassic)
and NO AWARD.

Some good solid “points being made in Point/Counterpoint. With

underemployed” because “dfter fanzine fandom
dl the passon that went into as"ingrown’” &s
FTT [I've] been rewarded with |BOBTUCKER it is ad o
the centrist Labour government e you kind Sr for NO AWARD 9. | am following with dose interest Len| V&Y, very
of Tony Blar" - a comment |\ offat's Cdifania Tdes About 25 years @ on a date no longer remembered | | hiddenin
Whldwsayslesabw;methm, it | attended an Outlander gathering a whet | now beievewasLesand Amdshouse | APAS  gowth
does about = Gilliland's | A" goodly nob was there, induding Deen Grennell who took severdl gag photosof | 1S Wit - we
continuing  inability 10 |themobmembers I'mlooking forward tofurther chapterswhile Lenworksuptoca | need- Go for
understand thet opposiion 10 | 1975 and refreshesmemory o thet date, or that event. Fen  Lounge,
one politicd faction does not dav  those
entall autométic support for its |1 don't think | was using his place as ahideout from the possefollowing me. unsuspecting
dleged opposite. But given that fans in, then
he sgpent sixty or moreyearsin uck them into
a politicd culture which has the publishing
inculcated in him the belief thet world of the

thedightest degree of opposition to God, motherhood, goplepie, the
flag, and dl that folderd is ipso facto evidence of Kremlin
brainwashing and communist deviancy, it' sunredigtic to expect him
to change now.

A number of other writersin your letter column say that they can't
tel the difference between No Award and Plokta. They mugt be
syle-ded.

DWAIN KAISER

NO AWARD arrived afew daysago. A treet as usud. One of these
days!’ll get one or ancther of my computers working good enough
to download the PDF verson. I'm dmogt tempted to go PDF on
NONSTORP jugt because of the excdlent control you seem to have
over color usage Red niceand deenwork.

fanzine fan. Recregte the glory thet wes (okay, |et’s not get carried
avay here): little kid, thefirg oneisdwaysfrea Try it, it won't hurt
you! (Hel, it worked on me, and I’ ve never hed reason to complain.)

A vay funny piece by Milt. Almost Van Vogt. someimesit' s hard
to write a sttire of Van Vogt, it's like picking on ERB, it's dmost
impossible to get S0 outrageous it's funny because the authors
themsdlves had taken on thet task  very serioudy years before. Of
coursel’d argue that the " kitch Snk” method of wordamithing works
with Van Vogt.

Thom's work is dways witty and dever. These dasdc Probebly
Something But Not are as dever now and when they were fird run
in'L years 0. I've crashed on Thont's floor many atime in the
'60s and ealy '70s and | can sfdy say thet there are not many
minds like Thom's This is a wonderful column, hopefully to be
collected into a“ Very Incomplete Probably Something” bookiet.

DARRELL SCHWEITZER

Thanksfor NO AWARD #9 and for your patience, shce some of the
previous issues have arrived here and rapidly vanished into piles of
papersto file and magazines to read, whence they will be extracted
by somefuturefannish equivaent of Heinrich Schliemann, who will
doubtless excitedly broadcast the news to fdlow fans via propdlor-
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besnie-driven radio-mimeo-visgraph, “1 have looked on the face of
Degler!!!” Wheat afrightening thought. But there isamethod to my
madness, whichisthet | know very few fanswho would get thejoke
in this paragrgoh. Witness the pathetic atempt in a recent
Millennium Philcon progress report to fill us in on some of the
fannish lore of Philaddphia (Degler’s connection to the 1947
Philoon). It's actudly a very funny story. Alas the verson in the
progress report was dearly written by someonewho didn't know the
gory, or who Degler was, or who Richard Shaver was, or even how
to spdl Degle’s name. (I refer to Degler’s odebrated prank of
showing up with abutton or badge thet reed, “1 am Richard Shaver,
whoareyou?’ Thisa thevery Philoonwhereanitema thebusness
meeting was the proposa to peition the Pogt Office to ban
AMAZING from the mails on the grounds thet the Shaver Mystery
materid washarmful to thementd hedth of thereeders)

I"'ve bdonged to the Philadd phia SF Sodiety for 33 years now. This
makes me a Grey Eminenceindeed, as| am ether or am very dose
to being the senior member of the oldest (or second oldest) SF dub
in exigence, one of the two surviving chepters of the origind

Sdence Hction League Thirty years ago there were two or three
fanzines published inthe dub. But that sort of thing has passed awvay
beyond memory. | am among the two or three older memberswho
dill know what afanzineis. One of our mogt prominent members,
Oz Fontecchio, who has chaired numerous convertions, who ill

conducts our book discussion group, who organizes author reedings,
and who amogt gat to be Eadern Regiond Director of SFWA, and
i, in short, someone very much interested in every agpect of printed
SF and most of fandom, once remarked to me, “ Fanzinesarethe one
aeacf fan activity I ve never had any contact with.”

What | am building up to hereisthatin your editorid debete, | agree
with John Hetz. When | dip into this issue of NO AWARD, |
condude thet fanzine fandom islike Fagrie. Time moves differently
there. True, the mimeo has passed away (with no regrets on my
part), but otherwise it's the same people taking about things thet
flesh usback decedes

| remember writing my own demolition of DHALGREN about
1976. It wes a paody of a Douglas Babour Artide (pro-
DHALGREN), which | cdled “Dully Grinning Ddany Snks Into
Dissder.” It was publishedin OUTWORLDS, and is not one of my
more cdebrated pieces of aritica writing, but & leest | knew how to
gpdl the author's name correctly. (No “€’ before the “y.”) My
condudon is that the book is essentidly hallow, jugt along typing
exerdse, hut at leat | can report back having been there. | found the
book quite reedable, as Ddany’ s Qyle had not deteriorated yet. The
French Dissese (Decondructionigt cricd jargon) hed infected dl his
writing within afew years of DHALGREN, which iswhy fansrefer
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to Ddlany’s" Readable Period” asadigingt, early phase of hiscaresr.

But again | am flashing back to the padt. That' swhat heppenswhen |
read a zine like NO AWARD. | am (trust me) sneeking up on the
point of why | agree with John Hertz. Fanzine fandom is indeed a
tiny, dmog vestigid minority within fandom, not merdy because of
the Barbarian Invason of the Trekkies and subssguent hordes, but
because mogt people who are interested in print S- and who go to
conventions out of that interest, be they reeders or professonds

have never hed any contact with fanzine fandom and, in fact, do not
uspect its exigence. At avery literary convention like Reedercon,
fanzine fandom is nat in evidence, save that those few who actudly
aretrufang'dansrecognizeahandful of our number dso present.

What we're taking aout here is Old Fandom, a now dmogt
ethered remnant of alogt world, which il exigs within the larger
context of S Fandom, but hidden, and unsuspected by mogt fans,
indeed, like Faerie asit fadesaway from mortd ken. In Old Fendom
the Exduson Act, THE IMMORTAL STORM, and the Cosmic
Cirdearedill vitd maters Thisispart of the common, shared lore. |
think Old Fandom aso presarves memories of different S- books
too. Frew of my pro colleegues, except, indeed, those who are
secrectly Old Fans (or dse aeliterary hisorians) would be likdy to
gopreciate Milt Stevens witty demalitionslandysisof THE WORLD
OF NULL-A. That's ot a book people reed much aymore. Van
Vogtissomeiimes mentioned asa predecessor to Philip K. Dick, but
not an essentid writer anymore. But Old Fandom dill exigs in a
time and place where THE WORLD OF NULL-A is an essentid
book thet everyone has read. It is a paradigm of sciencefictiond
consciousness- but only in Old Fandom. Thisig'ttime-binding. It's
timdessness as oneexpectsintheredm of Faerie.

So the reason | agree with John Hertz (you were waiting for thig) is
that if you just cdl the Fan Loungethe Fan Lounge, most peoplewill
just think it's another con suite. Theré's no nead for that Regular
convertionears can medt in many places But the Fanzine Loungeis

spedid.

You wouldn't cdl it the Zine Lounge, because, & a contemporary
convention, a “zing’ is an amaeur publication of media fiction,
Sach or atherwise It is another subculture which has grown o

within SF fandom, the members of which do not sugpect the
exigence of Old Fandom ak.a. Fanzine Fandom.

So the phrase “Fanzine Lounge’ is a code-phrase, asecret Sgnpost
comprehengible only to the spedid few, who share a continuity of
experience and adture that goes dl the way back to THE TIME
TRAVELER and the Sdence Fiction League As this redm is
timeess that does not mean thet everybady in it is now a tottering
graybeard, though cartanly fanzine fanstend (in my obsarvation) to
be older than the generd fan population. The youngest ones are



Baby Boomers. | fear the magic gateway into Faerie has become
herder to find, or dse younger fans jugt aren't trying anymore.
Indead, looking &t the address ligs in the back of thisissue of NO
AWARD, | find thet | know mogt of these names They have emll
addresses now, but nothing dse has changed. Mogt of these names|
have been seaing infanzinesfor a least twenty-five years

And 50, even as the fairies are dleged to leave secret Sgns for one
ancther - an arrangement of gicks amark scratched on aboulder -
we havethe Fanzine Lounge Thet iswhat it isfor.

JAN STINSON
Ted Whitds dexriptions of the

LAWRENCE PERSON

While | thought that, over all, the review of Nova wasfairly
perceptive, | do have a few minor factual nits to pick. The
first nit comes in the very first paragraph, where Magjor
states "Nova Express is a fanzine. Why is it a fanzine?
Because the editor says so." I'm sorry, but thisis simply not
true. Were a fanzine under the Hugo Award rules, because
that's precisely what those rules state we are, because we do
not meet any of the five criteria of being a Semiprozine. In
fact, let's take alook at the exact wording, straight from the
Congtitution of the World Science Fiction Society (WSFS)
on their official webpage (http://www.worldcon.org/bm/
const-2000.html):

3.3.9: Best Semiprozine. Any generaly available nor+
professional publication devoted to science fiction or
fantasy which by the close of the previous calendar year has
published four (4) or more issues, at least one (1) of which
appeared in the previous caendar year, and which in the
previous calendar year met at least two (2) of the following
criteria

(1) had an average press run of at least one thousand
(1000) copies per issue,

(2) paid its contributors and/or staff in other than copies
of the publication,

(3) provided at least half the income of any one person,

(4) had at least fifteen percent (15%) of its tota space

occupied by advertising,

manusripts turned in by Gordon
Dickson and Judy Merill are eye-
openers to writers like mysdf, who
have been told by many pro writers
and editors that no editor will even
condder agory unlessit's submitted
in proper, readable forma. But |
suppose tha in the time Ted is
discussng, such niceties were
bypassd in favor of acquiring the
gories of such writers before some

GEORGEFLYNN

John Hertz says, “I believe every room & aconisafan
room.” Well, actudly I’ ve noticed that a number of hotels
have rooms spedificaly labded “Fan Room.” However, as
they appears to be full of ar-conditioning eguipment, I'm
not sureif thisbearson the point at issue

(5) announced itsdf to be a
semiprozine.
3.3.10: Best Fanzine. Any
generally available non-
professional publication devoted
to science fiction, fantasy, or
related subjects which by the close
of the previous calendar year has
published four (4) or more issues,
at least one (1) of which appeared
in the previous calendar year, and

other editor did. Today's editors
goparently can afford to be pickier, what with the glut of manuscripts

goparently dirculaing.
ERICMAYER

S0 here | am assaying a bit of aloc on NO AWARD once again. |
managed to direct afew to various Katzines but then the rust settled
in agan, or whatever rust does (sese what | mean?). For ingance, |
enjoyed Mike Glyer's essay, but can't even think of anything funny
inreturn.

which does not quaify as a
semiprozine.

Please note that Nova Express meets none d the criteria
listed in Section 3.3.9. Now, the only question that might
not be answered by the above is just what congtitutes a
"non-professional publication." However, this question is
answered in Section 3.3.7, where it states, "A professional
publication is one which had an average press run of at least
ten thousand (10,000) copies per issue." So, since Nova
ExpressisA.) Not aprofessional publication, as per Section
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3.3.7, and B.) Not a semiprozine, as per section 3.3.9, then
we must be C.) A fanzine under the officia Hugo Award
rules. While | have seen many people argue that Nova
Express is not a fanzine because it's "too professiona” or
"doesn't look like a fanzine" etc., not once have | seen a
single argument address the rules cited above.

Now, moving on to less irksome nits. While Mgjor praises
the Neil Gaiman interview, he does omit to mention that
what was printed in Volume 5, Number 4 (the issue
reviewed) is the second haf of a large two-part interview
and is stated as such. In fact, thefirst part did indeed include
the usua "interview in a restaurant” motif that's become a
hallmark of so many Nova reviews, with Neil and | blearily
consuming a Sunday breakfast because it was the only time
he had freetimein his schedule to do the interview.

| aso have an extremely minor quibble with Major's use of
the word "academic" in describing our contributor's "tone
and context." Unfortunately, higher education fads like
deconstructionism have given the word "academic" a (not
entirely undeserved) bad name. As such, | like to think that
we are indeed a serious and literate critical fanzine, but not,
per se, an academic one, as Novais aimed at the intelligent,
well-read lay SF reader. One of our mottos is " Serious, but
not stuffy." To that end, | promise that Nova Express will
never publish articles like "Deconstructing the Semiotics of
Neuromancer: A Post-Jamesian Approach To Transgressive
Power Relationships' on my watch. Persondly, | hate that
crap (what a friend of mine cals "Academic Grab Fanny")
and try to keep Nova Express free of such meaning-free, PC
gobbledygook.

Finaly, on an informationa rather than corrective note, it's very
interesting that Maor mentions the paralels between Paul T.
Riddell's overview of the Comic Distribution Implosion of the
1990s and the collapse of the American News Company in the
1950s. In fact, | had a piece by David Davisson talking about the
American News Company collapse as a sidebar to the Riddell
article, but had to cut it at the last moment due to space constraints.
Perhaps I'll put it up on the website when | get my ass in gear and
update it...

Other than those nits, however, | think Mr. Mgor's

assessment is generally fair and perceptive. "Nova Express
isthe reviewzine of its own context" indeed...

JERRY KAUEMAN

| suppose this letter is John Hertz' fault. In some way, he
energized me at Westercon, and I've started to write LoCs
again. This implies that I've begun reading fanzines again,
and it'satrueimplication.
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| see a mgjor similarity between No Award and PLOKTA.
You and the Caba are both smartasses. The magor
difference between you and them on this score is that you
signpost your smartassery rather heavily, while they keep an
amogt perfectly straight face. For my taste, their method is
more effective.

| don't see more than a smidgen of effective difference
between the use of "Fan Lounge" and "Fanzine Lounge."
both seem to confuse and puzzle the average convention
goer. | have heard people who wander into them question
both terms. After al, they ask, isn't everything at this con
for fans? It's still a matter of setting up a space where we
"trufans’ can hang out or reliably find each other. | only
consider this aspect a bad thing when there are too few
"fanziners' (to use John Hertz' term) to reach a critical mass
and make the room fun to be in. As arecruitment center, |
don't see that it works well anymore. The last person | can
remember being hooked by a Fan/zine Lounge (at least one
| spent any time in) was Craig Smith, and that was at least
fifteen years ago. (I welcome more recent examples of
active fanswho camein the same way.)

| read World of Null A when | was seventeen and was
utterly swept away by the enormous implications of its
twisted plot. When | was nineteen | read it
again, and felt the awesome implications creep closer to a
grand revelation of meaning. | read it for the last time at
twenty-one, and in the full bloom of maturity felt it to be a
thick veil hiding an empty pedestal. Yes, fun and silly but
meaningless. So | enjoyed Milt Stevens' summary/satire. |
could remember most of the details, thanks to him, but |
often had trouble deciding where his summary shaded into
interpretation and outright smartassery. Pretty funny,
actually.

Joseph Magjor's review of Nova Express is interesting, and
makes me want to seeit. | suspect that the slant is more to
my taste than Joseph's or yours. | note that Joseph is
surprised by the inclusion of Tucker's Long Loud Silencein
alist of "Ten Under-appreciated SF Novels." Judging from
Bruce Gillespi€'s long championship of Tucker'swriting, I'd
say that among literary-leaning sf fans, Tucker has long
been the king of under-appreciated writers.

| enjoyed the rest of the issue, and look forward, honestly,
to more.

DEREK PICKLES




Otherwise I'm in first-class condition. The medica may
bore you, or not; but it's an explanation of my tardiness.

| think that a popular con would be where attendees of
senior citizen status could meet and discuss the fanzine they
would have published if they were not too involved in
discussing their own and others' ailments.

RAY NEL SON

AsA.E. Van Vogt might have said, “There are always more
than two options.” Yes, | am commenting on the discussion
about naming our convention hangout “The Fan Room” or
“The Fanzine Lunge.” Before | scrawl in my X on the
multiple choice questionnaire, 1 would like to expand the
range of choices. Both of the two names thus far put
forward have too old-fashioned a ring to them for my taste.
They both have a curiously N3F flavor.

When seeking a title for a story, | aways make a list of at
least twelve possibilities, and after generating a dozen
possihilities for our fan/fanzine lounge, | have come up with
a choice both descriptive and novel.

Zineland!

Zineland has a flavor of fantasy about it, a pinch of pixidust,
yet enough of a suggestion of Disneyland to make it
comprehensible to the great unwashed of Mundania. Where
do Hugo winners go to celebrate? Not to Disneyland like
some Neandertha football team, but to Zineland!

Have | settled the argument once and
for dl, or only expanded it?

Do | hear the distant rumble of
fannish hoards advancing to shout
out their own inspirations, or do |
hear a vast, awesome silence

YW RE
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Erika Maria Lacey, commenting on Ray Capdldsiillas, “The
‘doodle theme of theillos didn't Snk in until *way* into the zine -
but amusing.” Joseph T. Magjor writes, “Obvioudy Eric Mayer did
not teke a aufficdently adequate corticd-thdamic pause before
reading Dhagren.” Wouldn't hdp, sez I. Lisa Major comments,
“Both fandom's resident curmudgeon and John Hertz made
interesting points about the proper name for a fan lounge with
fanzines. Maybe what we nead is a room with two doors, one
labded Fanzine Lounge and the other labded Fan Lounge” So
where do we put the dgn which sys, “This Way To The
Egress?’ (Stir dir ir) Mark Proskey sends congratulaions on my
Curmudgeon Award (which was, &ter dl, much overdue). And |
will ds0 pass on this serious comment from him: “1 liked Ted
White's letter. | dways like the way he edited AMAZING and
FANTASTIC in the Early Severties” Roy Tackett writes “Len
Moffatt's autobiogrgohy continues to be of interest” Sheryl
Birkhead dso sent aloc asa“trid runto seeif | can actudly print up
aldter” on her new computer. Obvioudy, she could. It wasdso an
intereting Ietter even though | have not used much of it here
Caralyn Dougherty reports thet she did not get past page 200 of
Dhagren but a friend of hers reed the whole book. | think thet

anybody who went past page one are as nuitty asthe book.

Plergb defined asme having properly rebutted dl argumentsand
converted everybody to my point of view.

MO, HoNEIT—
7,%' 1S THE

descending over the abandoned
battlefield?

LETTERCLC—
syd+ /;25 /7 1S
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PLERGB

Defined as
NO AWARD
winning the
Best Fanzine

Hugo

(and every other Hugo category
In which it is nominated)

support your local smartass



