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There are those theorists who suspect WWII 
was the result of a conspiracy of Holly-
wood movie-makers. Certainly, movie-
makers have profited mightily from 
the war. The day will one day 
come when more people have 
been in movies about WWII 
than actually participated 
in the original war. 
With war such a fer-
tile field for movies, 
television, and books, it 
shouldn’t be surprising that 
even fictional wars start hav-
ing sequels. One example is, 
Sherlock Holmes’s War of the 
Worlds by Manly Wade Wellman and 
Wade Wellman. 
 
In the closing years of the nineteenth century, 
no one would have believed that humans were be-
ing scrutinized and studied, perhaps as narrowly as a 
man with a microscope might scrutinize the transient 
creatures that swarm and multiply in a drop of water. And 
this wasn’t even for the Kinsey Report. 
 
Meanwhile in London, Sherlock Holmes was looking for 
gift ideas. His natural curiosity brought him to a curiosity 
shop where he was reviewing the stock of curiosities. A 
mummified platypus? No. The pelt of the increasingly rare 
tree-dwelling gopher? No. The fangs from one of the killer 
ducks of the Amazon? No. At last, he comes upon some-
thing more unusual. A crystal egg. He immediately deduces 
this isn’t the product of a crystal chicken. When Holmes 
holds the egg to the light there seems to be a bluish vapor 
inside which might suggest a further mystery within. He 

immediately purchases the egg and returns to his flat. At his 
flat, he studies the egg more closely. As he stares into the 
egg, the vapor gradually clears, and he finds a multifaceted 
eye staring back at him. This didn’t appear to be the CBS 
logo. Immediately, the eye disappeared only to be replaced 
with a scene of utter confusion as if a greased hog had been 
thrown into a pit filled with boa constrictors. Since this ap-
peared to be a scientific mystery, Holmes decides to contact 
his old friend Professor George Edward Challenger. Chal-
lenger had become world famous when he claimed he knew 
where to find living dinosaurs. Local officials were not 
pleased when Challenger revealed they were in the London 
sewer system. 
 

At Challenger’s home, the two men eagerly begin their 
study of the egg. When they peered into the egg they 

seemed viewing a scene from a considerable 
height. It appeared they were looking at a vast 

and alien shopping mall. But where could 
this possibly be? The two men are mysti-

fied until Holmes notices the sign that 
reads “Welcome to Mars.” If this is 

Mars, then the disgusting and 
unwholesome creatures who 

inhabit it must be Mar-
tians. Both men agree it 

is a reasonable sur-
mise. The individual 

Martians resemble a 
very large Oscar Meier 

wiener with tentacles at both 
ends. They also have two multi-

faceted eyes and a triangular 
mouth. Challenger reasons these crea-

tures may have evolved beyond sex, 
since they would have a really hard time 

getting a date. Holmes deduces this would 
mean they would have great difficulty telling 

dirty jokes. With these observations, the two men 
conclude their study for the day. 

 
The next time they look into the egg the scene has changed 
entirely. A large number of Martians are reclining inside 
some sort of a vehicle. That might mean they were going 
somewhere. Given the limited amount of desirable real es-
tate in the solar system, that somewhere must be Earth. 
Since they seemed to be bringing the entire family, they 
might be planning on an extended stay. No sooner had 
Holmes and Challenger reached this conclusion than a 
newspaper boy passed outside shouting the news that as-
tronomers had witnessed a series of massive explosions on 
Mars. Scientists believed this indicated a national holiday. 
 
A week later, the first Martian cylinder landed in Walthams-
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tow. Since this was a place noted for strange goings-on, no 
one might have noticed it if it hadn’t obliterated the local 
IKEA. Soon the site was surrounded by crowds of scientists, 
militarists, journalists, bureaucrats, entrepreneurs, talent 
scouts, and miscellaneous gawkers. Holmes and Challenger 
were among the latter group. 
 
As the crowd watched, one end of the cylinder began un-
screwing as if it was the top of an interplanetary pop bottle. 
Then something resembling a little gray snake, about the 
thickness of a walking stick, coiled up out of the writhing 
middle and wriggled in the air. Later analysis would deter-
mine this was the Martian version of an obscene gesture. A 
moment later, the assembled crowd recoiled from the 
dreadful stench escaping from the cylinder. Not having 
arms, it was apparent the Martians had never devel-
oped underarm deodorant. 
 
Government officials immediately deter-
mined it was necessary to make some 
peaceful gesture to the Martians. A 
delegation approached the cylinder 
holding a three-film movie con-
tract in front of them. For a 
moment, nothing happened. 
Then the delegation burst 
into flames. It was 
guessed the Martians 
probably didn’t like 
the options package. 
However, English citizens 
learned an important piece of 
health information from this en-
counter. Eating fried food is bad for 
your health. Becoming fried food is 
even worse. 
 
The crowd around the landing site fled in all 
directions, and the Martians inside the crater busied 
themselves with diabolical energy. Remaining mili-
tary observers noted the aliens appeared to be assembling 
some sort of eldritch war machines as well as some really 
tacky looking furniture combinations. The news of the inva-
sion hit London like the aftermath of a soccer game. Soon 
the Martians would appear lowering property values as they 
went. Some may have realized there was an even more hor-
rible prospect. War brides. 
 
Sherlock Holmes returned to his flat. Holmes thought it best 
to record his observations and conclusions. After initial con-
gestion, traffic conditions had improved markedly. The im-
pact on short and near term tourism was likely to be nega-
tive. Costs for special education classes for Martian children 
would probably be significant. Since the Martians had as yet 

not expressed any political preferences, their influence on 
future parliamentary elections was uncertain. Immigration 
was likely to be a hotly debated topic in parliament, presum-
ing any members of parliament could ever be located again. 
 
For the next several days, Holmes continued his observa-
tions of the Martian war machines which were clanking 
around London. Aside from microwaving a few of the re-
maining citizens, the Martians didn’t really have much to 
do. In spare moments, Holmes wondered as to the fate of his 
colleague Professor Challenger. Then one morning, Chal-
lenger appeared at the door with a strange tale of his adven-
tures since the beginning of the Martian invasion.  
 

When the peace delegation had burst into flames Chal-
lenger realized this matter would need prolonged 

study and preferably at a much greater distance. 
Fleeing on a stolen velocipede, he reached the 

coastal town of Flogbottom before remem-
bering he didn’t know how to swim. 

However, while looting an abandoned 
farmhouse on a hill overlooking the 

town, he was able to observe a 
most astonishing battle. Two 

of the war machines were 
attempting to cross the 

channel when they 
were intercepted by 

the battleship HMS Re-
fulgent. A volley from the 

battleship’s main battery 
punctured their water wings, 

and they sank to the bottom like 
rocks. This battle gave Challenger 

renewed hope. The Martians were not 
truly invulnerable. For one thing, they 

couldn’t swim. Perhaps a counter offensive 
was possible. 

 
With renewed determination, Challenger had begun 

his walk back towards London. Along the way, he saw 
patrolling war machines only at long range. When at a great 
distance from each other the machines seemed to communi-
cate with loud screeching sounds. Closer to the city, Chal-
lenger was able to see one of the machines much closer. It 
was progressing with a strange, spasmodic motion, and 
there were ominous grinding sounds coming from its inte-
rior. Suddenly, the machine stopped altogether and began 
vibrating all over. It then uttered a horrible shriek which 
sounded much like “Ohhhhhhhh-hhhhhhhhsheeeeeeeeet!!!!” 
It then collapsed into a pile of unrecognizable rubble. 
 
Holmes realized this must be the Achilles tentacle for the 
Martians. Their machines were operating under a limited 
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warranty. Having assembled their war machines from parts 
found at IKEA, they had overlooked the dire warning 
“Some Assembly Required.” Holmes and Challenger re-
solved to leave the flat and spy further on Martian activities. 
It was the same everywhere. Piles of junk, which had once 
been Martian machines, were everywhere. As to the Mar-
tians themselves, they had undoubtedly slunk off to find a 
lawyer for their product liability suit. 
 
So the Martian invasion had been repulsed. This seemed 
fitting, since they were pretty repulsive all along. However, 
we weren’t going to let those pesky Martians get away with 
this. We were going to take action. This sentiment naturally 
led to... 
 
Edison’s Conquest Of Mars by Garrett P. Serviss 
 
A year after the invasion, patterns of strange 
lights began appearing on the Martian sur-
face. Many suspected this indicated prepa-
rations for a new invasion, although 
some thought it might be a clearance 
sale. With the world reeling under 
the shock of repeated Martian 
class action suits, morale 
was lower than a gopher 
with a jackhammer. 
 
When things seemed 
darkest, a marvelous an-
nouncement was made. 
From his laboratory in New 
Jersey, Thomas A. Edison an-
nounced he had developed an elec-
tro-gravitational ship capable of span-
ning space itself. His first experimental 
trip had taken him to the Moon. This aston-
ished the scientific world, since he had been try-
ing to reach Pittsburgh at the time. 
 
Not only had Edison invented the electro-gravitational 
ship, he had also invented a vibratory disintegrator suitable 
for expunging vast hordes of alien life. He invited some of 
the leading scientists to his laboratory for a demonstration of 
his new disintegrator. By adjusting the exact frequency of 
the new weapon, any substance in its path could be de-
stroyed. From the roof of his laboratory, he chose a crow 
sitting on a nearby tree branch as the experimental target for 
his new device. Edison pulled the trigger and a vast surge of 
energy erupted from the weapon. The crow stared defiantly 
at the scientists as a building two blocks away vanished 
from the Earth. Edison realized he would have to check his 
settings a bit more. However, there was a greater obstacle 
than overcoming a few last technical problems. Building an 

armada of 100 electro-gravitational ships suitable for con-
quering an alien planet would cost a great deal of money. 
For this, Edison had another revolutionary idea. War bonds. 
 
In six months, the combined industrial capacity of the Earth 
had built the armada of electro-gravitational ships. A whole 
new vocabulary had been developed to accomplish this vast 
task. Phrases like defense sub-contractor and cost overrun 
became parts of everyday speech. At last, the armada was 
assembled and launched into the void. For weeks, the ships 
journeyed uneventfully though absolute nothingness. 
 
As the armada approached Mars, the telescopes of the lead 
ship detected something unexpected. Directly in their path 

was a small planetoid not more than five miles in diame-
ter. Since Edison realized this was probably a plot 

development, he ordered the fleet to approach. 
The first ship to near the planetoid was imme-

diately inundated in a barrage of beer bot-
tles. Edison made a note to remember 

that low gravity objects create new 
possibilities for weaponry. From a 

safer distance, the telescopes of 
the armada revealed the 

planetoid was occupied by 
a garrison of Martians. 

The Martians had 
detected the fleet and 

were reacting with 
snarling hatred. The casual 

reader may wonder how a 
tentacled sausage could manage 

to snarl. They practiced a lot. With 
such a warlike attitude on the part of 

the Martians, there was only one thing 
for the humans to do. They trained their 

vibratory disintegrators on the Martians and 
reduced them to a collection of unpleasant look-

ing stains. 
 

Naturally, the humans would decide to land on the sur-
face of the planetoid. Judging by the large piles of beer bot-
tles, the Martians had been here for some time. Aside from 
the beer bottles, the surface seemed to be entirely covered 
with a thick layer of dust. One of the crew members acci-
dentally triped and raised a huge cloud of the stuff. The ac-
cident revealed the layer of dust seemed to cover an even 
larger layer of a shiny metal. Quick calculations by the sci-
entists determined the planetoid was composed almost en-
tirely of gold. If this was the Martian equivalent of Fort 
Knox, its capture would have a grave impact on their entire 
fiscal structure. Besides, it would really piss them off. 
 
As the exploration continued, another startling discovery is 
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made. Half buried by one of the piles of beer bottles was the 
thing all fearless space explorers most hope to find, a beauti-
ful damsel in distress. Well, they reasoned she must be in 
distress, or she wouldn’t have been half buried under a pile 
of beer bottles in the first place. 
 
As it turned out, she was not injured at all. However, she 
was only able to speak some strange gibberish that didn’t 
resemble any human language whatsoever. This must be the 
Martian language. Fortunately, their company included the 
renowned linguist Professor Immanuel Hoofenmouth. The 
professor had become world famous with his book The Me-
dia is the Mustache. Nobody really knew what that meant, 
but it sounded like it might be profound. Professor Hoofen-
mouth had continued with his studies of general seman-
tics until by now he was barely able to talk at all. The 
professor immediately set to the task of communi-
cating with the young damsel. 
 
Her name was Aina, and she knew how to 
tap dance. The Martians valued their 
human slaves for their natural sense 
of rhythm, and they loved to 
watch tap dancing more than 
anything. The traditions of 
Aina’s people said they 
had once lived on 
Earth in a land be-
tween two rivers. The 
Martians invaded as they 
had done most recently. To 
the humans, the Martians 
seemed like gods. The leader of 
the invading expedition was the Su-
preme Hot Dog Baalligerent IV. The 
humans called him Baal for short. Baal 
commanded that the humans be enslaved and 
set to building an immense communications 
tower for contacting the home world. The humans 
were told if they worked hard they would get to be 
Jewish and get more school holidays than the rest of the 
kids. The humans figured this meant they weren’t going to 
be paid overtime. The humans slaved and the tower gradu-
ally rose to an immense height. A vast amount of assembly 
was required. One day, the nearly completed tower began 
vibrating. Then it collapsed into a pile of unrecognizable 
rubble. Humans later realized they should have probably 
hardened the mud bricks before using them as construction 
material. In the wake of this disaster, the Martians rounded-
up their slaves and fled back to the home planet. 
 
Aina provided much information regarding the Martians. 
The Martians were a savage and warlike people. They were 
so warlike they used flame throwers to fight the mold in 

their shower stalls. Their leader was the Supreme Hot Dog 
Baaligerent XX. His palace was located in the city of Tan-
trum Magnus on the shores of the Bellicose Sea. Baaligerent 
enjoyed absolute power because he controlled the on/off 
switch to the entire planet. The casual reader may wonder 
why a planet would have an on/off switch. It was probably 
an energy saving device. However, Aina warned that the 
palace was impregnable, because it was defended by the 
dread Marching Crabgrass of Mars. The crabgrass was so 
fierce that it chased automobiles and occasionally assaulted 
postal carriers. 
 
Edison was undeterred. He immediately ordered the armada 
to sail for Mars. Two days later, the vast Earth fleet was 

staring down at the Martian capital. Their first task 
would be to search for weapons of mass destruction. 

When one of their ships disappeared in a cloud of 
vapor they realized they had come to the right 

place. A second bolt dealt a glancing blow 
to the flagship and only changed one 

crewmember into a frog. Edison or-
dered a withdrawal to a safer alti-

tude. As the fleet moved back, 
something utterly strange be-

gan occurring on the sur-
face of Mars. Fog be-

gan pouring out of 
thousands of fis-

sures, and the planet 
was soon shrouded in an 

impenetrable blanket of 
clouds. 

 
Edison was quick to realize a new 

possibility. He ordered the armada back 
to the Golden Planetoid. Scientists on Earth 

had long theorized that seeding clouds with 
minute particles of dust might cause rain. It un-

doubtedly hadn’t rained on Mars in tens of thou-
sands of years. In order to promote universal disaster 

on Mars, the humans would only have to collect the dust 
from the Golden Planetoid and dump it into the clouds. And 
so it was done. 
 
A few days later, human telescopes studied the horrific 
scene through the diminishing clouds. The rain had caused 
the marching crabgrass to grow tremendously in both size 
and pugnacity. The Martians were quick to realize that there 
is nothing worse than crabgrass with an attitude. Although 
the Martians fled as fast as a sausage could sprint, every-
thing in sight was soon overrun. Earth was saved, and the 
Martians would spend the next few centuries mostly in-
volved with lawn care. 

ee 
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Earl KempEarl Kemp  
 
They did it to me again! Thank God! And this time they did 
it better…either that or I’m getting so senile I like it. 
 
Like last year, the reception I received at the Los Angeles 
Paperback Show and Sale on Sunday March 30, 2003 at the 
Mission Hills Inn was unbelievably flattering. 
 
The show, sponsored by Tom Lesser and Black Ace Books, 
continues to be the biggest, most exciting, and most success-
ful of a three-show circuit. This year was much better than 
last as far as I could determine, because there were many 
more people attending and it looked as if the exhibitors 
were doing more business than last year. 
 
On the fanzine side, the show was awash in 
many superior fanzines…real old stuff in 
great condition all originating from the re-
cently dispersed Forrest Ackerman col-
lection. And, while on the topic of 
Forry, I’m sad to report that he did 
not make this show as scheduled 
or I have some missing data. 
I really looked for him and 
really wanted to see 
him again. 
 
Similarly, Kelly and 
Laura Freas were sched-
uled to appear but, as far as I 
know, didn’t; the story continues. 
 
On the old fart science fiction fan side, 
the show was also awash in appropriate 
nostalgia. The first fans I encountered were 
Len and June Moffatt. Like last year, I espe-
cially looked fo rward to seeing both of them 
again…always…every time. 
 
Then there was the dynamic duo of Dwain Kaiser and Don 
Fitch, both MemoryHole buddies, who came to the show to 
see me, or at least they said they did. It made me feel good 
anyway. Dwain came loaded with Rotsler gifts that will, 
eventually, be shared with everyone through my ezine eI on 
http://eFanzines.com/EK/index.html .  
 
Participating in the show itself among others were Stuart J. 
Byrne, David Gerrold, old Chicago fan Don Glut, Jim 
Harmon, George Clayton Johnson, Dick and Pat Lupoff, 
Richard C. Matheson, Bill Nolan, Charles Nuetzel, and 
Harry Turtledove. 
 
Ray Bradbury had to cancel out at the last minute, much to 

my disappointment and that of many others. He was the 
standout hit of last year’s show.  
 
This year that position was claimed by an almost outsider, 
Mickey Spillane. [Even though I remember from the 1950’s 
what an impression he made upon Howard Browne and Fan-
tastic (“The Veiled Woman,” November-December 1952)]. 

# 
 
When I was still young and dumb (hush! Don’t you dare 
think it!) two writers did it to me. One was Harold Robbins 
and the other was Mickey Spillane. I always figured that 
they made me the dirty old man that I am today and, finally, 
I have been able to give both of them personal credit for that 

wonderful gift. 
 

I met Harold Robbins in Nice, France, many years 
ago. He found out I was there and came to see 

me and to thank me for what I was doing at a 
point in time when I thought Robbins, and 

most other bookpeople, thought I was 
the depraved debauc hing sensualist 

the USA administrators insisted I 
was. Certainly they convinced 

me; “when you get the 
name you play the 

game….” 
 

When I was initially 
informed that Spillane 

would be at this show, my 
foolish young horny Id skipped 

a beat and began pumping sala-
cious adrenaline of erotic excitement 

like the kid I was about to get a look at 
my first really naked broad…the lusty, 

desirable Juno. I hoped I could at least get to 
meet Spillane and to thank him…and I did…and 

a great deal more. 
 

Perhaps I can make sense of it all chronologically. 
 

Robert Bonfils and I, working as a duo, represent all the nu-
merous series book lines from Greenleaf Classics, Inc. Last 
year, due to the time fault that happens when lots of same-
interest people get together and try to do lots of things, Bob 
and I were almost half an hour late getting from breakfast 
into our signing positions. This year we were determined to 
not let that happen again, only it did…just a little. 
 
Bonfils and I were scheduled to sign books from 10:00 am 
until noon…two hours. Well before time I checked out our 
signing table only to discover it was occupied by Mickey 
Spillane who wasn’t even scheduled to appear until 11:00 
am. Nevertheless he was already there, holding court to a 
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long line of waiting admirers, and signing everything in 
sight.  
 
Pushy as I am, and considering he was occupying my seat at 
the time, I intruded long enough to tell him, “My God, 
man…you can’t imagine how long I’ve wanted to meet you 
and thank you for having made me the dirty old man that I 
am.” 
 
Over many decades, I have known and worked with many 
writers, including certainly a handful of really good ones, so 
I feel that I understand them perhaps in a manner that most 
people don’t. Even considering all of that, I was blown away 
by Spillane’s warmth and generosity. He positively bubbled 
and chortled as he grinned his way through his waiting lines 
that went out of the display room and down the corridor and 
down the main hallway and outside into the parking lot. 
 
Those Spillane fans, every one of them, were in a great party 
mood and I didn’t want to miss a minute of it. 
 
I ran and got Bonfils who was trailing perhaps ten minutes 
late, and rushed back to be with Mickey. I was enjoying him 
and being with him almost more than I was enjoying the 
(let’s face it, very) few people waiting to meet me. Part of 
the problem is that almost no one knows that there is an edi-
tor behind most writers, or a boss telling them what to do…
all they see is the finished product and the contents of it that 
they reflect upon it themselves. 
 
So here we are, Bob and me, seated beside Mickey [basking 
in the residual glow] and facing our own frightening lines. 
 
As an aside, Bob and I both had brought some Spillane 
books to get signed. The only problem was, sitting there be-
side him as occupied as we were, we couldn’t get in line and 
neither of us had nerve enough to try to break into Mickey’s 
line. The happy Spillane partiers would have clobbered us 
solidly. 
 
The first hour passed rather quickly and every spare moment 
I had I devoted to absorbing Mickey, watching him work his 
fans, giving them minutes and memories they will never fo r-
get, posing with them for hundreds of photos, signing ob-
scure and very tangentially related items for them, and leav-
ing every one of them glowing and flushed with salacious, 
old-fashioned, sleazy, orgasmic satisfaction.  
 
And, keep in mind he started doing this more than one hour 
ahead of schedule. 
When it came Spillane’s scheduled time, 11:00 am, another 
huge surprise was literally placed in my lap when Spillane’s 
signing partner, Max Allan Collins, showed up. 
 
My handlers, Robert Speray and Bruce Brenner, had told me 

that Collins would be showing up. Both of them were ex-
cited about that and I acquired some of their joy second 
hand. 
 
Our signing table was rearranged to accommodate Max, who 
sat beside Mickey to better facilitate their signing of double 
bylined books. 
 
Collins, widely hailed as being a literate Stephen King re-
placement, is as much a standout in his own fashion as is 
Spillane. 
 
Both of them exude warmth and consideration and can’t sup-
press twinkling eyes and inerasable grins. They are hug-
gable. Unfortunately I didn’t have time enough to spend with 
either to see if I could move beyond all that initial good, nor 
do I want to move beyond it. 
 
I have rarely seen people as happy as the ones waiting to see 
these two guys work their insure- the-fans routine. They 
should be mandatory at every possible signing event. 
 

# 
 
I am so bad about people’s names, remembering them, re-
membering them correctly…forgive me whoever you are. 
 
Numbers of fans spanning many decades stopped by to say 
hello to me. Some of them had copies of Advent books like 
Proceedings and Eighth Stage of Fandom for me to inscribe 
to them. Some of them had copies of the few sleaze books I 
wrote…that most people don’t even know anything about. 
Some of them had copies of Illustrated to be signed…that 
most people don’t even think about. 
 
They came from South Carolina, Texas, Geneva, London, 
Azusa, and elsewhere, clutching their books all the way.  
 
One fan walked up to me and said he wanted to thank me. I 
asked for what and he explained that, sometime during the 
late 1950s, he had been an accidental houseguest of mine in 
Chicago. I hope he understood that I meant no malice by not 
remembering. I do remember that, for a while early on in my 
fan career, I held open house for many unknown fans. It took 
me a while to learn that that wasn’t such a good thing with-
out adequate recommendations (and that has no relation to 
the man I met at this show). 

# 
There was one extremely outstanding encounter at this show 
that did my old heart much good. 
 
I was standing, stretching, looking out over the line waiting 
to get to Bob Bonfils to sign his incredible cover paintings, 
waiting to get to Spillane and Collins to get their books 
signed, and blinking from the rush of photographers trying to 
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squeeze cameras through heads in the crowd to photograph 
the signing table. [IF THERE IS ANYONE READING 
THIS WHO HAS PICTURES OF THAT EVENT 
PLEASE EMAIL ME A COPY. I DESPERATELY 
WANT A PICTURE OF ME AND MICKEY TO-
G E T H E R . 
THANK YOU. 
earlkemp@citlink.
net ] 
 
That’s when I saw 
her. She was just 
standing there qui-
etly, almost at the 
edge of a line as if 
she was tangentially 
offside for no real 
reason. Only she 
kept looking right at 
me, hard, trying to 
find something. I 
couldn’t help but 
notice her watching 
me. 
 
Finally she just 
walked right up in 
front of me, ignor-
ing the other people 
standing around. 
She said, annoyed, 
“Earl Kemp! You 
have forgotten the 
best friend you have 
in the whole world!” 
 
And I stared at her 
like duuh? 
Oh God! Groan. 
What now? Who is 
this old broad? 
[Word influence 
courtesy Mickey 
Spillane.] 
 
And I stared at her 
some more. Finally 
she surrendered. 
“Noreen,” she said, 
“Noreen Shaw.” 
 
Then, slowly like a PC morphing program taking away la y-
ers of time, her face evolved before me and all the old famil-
iar features clicked into position. 
 

We had some nice hugs and some wonderful catch-up. We 
re-exchanged numbers and promised to keep in contact. 
 
And that was the best thing that happened to me in quite a 
long time because Noreen, also, told me she had made the 

trip just to see me. 
 
[Aside: For a decade 
spanning the 1950s, 
Noreen Falasca was 
unquestioned leader 
of Cleveland fan-
dom. She and her 
husband Nick Fa-
lasca also Chaired 
the 1955 Cleve n-
tion, the Cleveland 
World Science Fic-
tion Convention. In 
another lifetime, as 
Noreen (Mrs. Larry) 
Shaw, she and I 
have Evanston to 
r e m e m b e r … a n d  
Ajay Budrys and 
Harlan Ellison and 
Bill Hamling and 
acres of sleazy pa-
perbacks.] 

# 
Noreen proceeded 
to tell me one of her 
favorite memories 
of me. It concerned 
an unscheduled 
breakdown in the 
Shaw automobile 
and a roadside res-
cue followed by a 
chili dinner at my 
house in Chicago. 
 
Noreen’s remember-
ing that event in-
spired my personal 
best memory of her. 
There was a party at 
the Falasca home in 
Cleveland some 
time in the late 
1950s. Those were 

banner years for the Midwest Nomads, an unofficial group of 
science fiction fans who were almost always ready, at the 
drop of a hat or a phone call, to drive as far as 300 miles for 
a good fan gathering. Noreen was a notorious host magnet. 

 



10 

                                              
Her invites brought droves of fans from miles around…they 
are the ones I remember, and my best memory of Noreen.  
 
A large crowd of fans were out in the Falasca front yard, at-
tempting to pose for a group photograph, and the antics of 
the crowd came into discussion.  
 
“How do your neighbors feel about your parties, Noreen?” I 
asked. 
 
“Oh, they ignore them completely,” Noreen said, “I told all 
of them that you’re just my church group. They wouldn’t 
dare get close.”  
 
 
Indeed Nick and Noreen chaired Clevention, the 1955 
Worldcon, and the first SF convention of any kind for me. I 
missed the first several days of my senior year in high school 
on account of that convention, which I drove to and from 
with John Magnus. 
 
A few years later, after she'd moved to NYC and married 
Larry Shaw, Noreen and I became really good friends. She's 
one of those people who stays on my mailing list when I 
(ahahaha) do a fanzine. 
 ---Ted White, MemoryHole, April 1, 2003  
 
 

# 
 
Another old friend that Noreen and I share is Bob Briney. 
When I told him about encountering Noreen in Los Angeles, 
he recalled his favorite Noreen story: 
 
I first met Noreen Shaw (then Noreen Falasca) in the sec-
ond-floor dining room of a Chinese restaurant, where a 
group of convention goers had adjourned in search of food. 
As I recall, Noreen was disappointed because she couldn't 
order a hamburger. This was either at the 1953 World Sci-
ence Fiction Convention in Philadelphia or at the 1955 Con-
vention in Cleveland. I haven't been able to verify which 
year, but I lean toward 1953---if only because in 1955, 
Noreen was probably too busy chairing that year's conven-
tion to have time for food expeditions. Noreen had been one 
of the founders of the Cleveland science fiction group, the 
Terrans, who had been the successful bidders for that year's 
Worldcon. 
 
Among the events of the latter convention was a cocktail- 
and autograph party hosted by the University of Chicago 
Science Fiction Club, of which Earl Kemp and I were both 
members. (Like the two of us, most members were not UofC 
students, but general Chicago-area fans.) Thanks to 
Noreen's arrangements, the party was held in a prime loca-
tion and drew a large crowd. All that it lacked were chairs. 

That was the reason for Randall Garrett kneeling on all 
fours on the floor to sign autographs. Isaac Asimov decided 
to use him as a chair, drawing Randy's instant response, 
"Get your Asimov off me!"  
 
Four years later, Noreen had divorced, remarried, and relo-
cated to New York City with her new husband, long-time 
magazine and book editor and sometime sf writer Larry T. 
Shaw. In New York, Noreen and Larry were among the foun-
ders of The Fanoclasts, and published a widely circulated sf/
fan newsletter called AXE. In the 1960s they moved to 
Evanston, Illinois, where their friendly hospitality was again 
in evidence. (After spending six years in Cambridge, Massa-
chusetts, I had moved back to Indiana, and regularly com-
muted up to the Chicago area for booking expeditions, par-
ties, and conventions.) Later in that decade they moved to 
the West Coast and settled in the Los Angeles area. They cut 
back on sf-related activities in favor of other pursuits, such 
as raising two sons. But the call of fan activities, and the 
persuasiveness of friends such as Len and June Moffatt, were 
too strong, and Noreen ended up as the Chair of another 
convention, the 10th Annual Anthony Boucher Mystery Con-
vention (Bouchercon) in North Hollywood in 1979, another 
friendly, comfortable, and vastly enjoyable gathering. 
 
In the early 1980s Larry was diagnosed with cancer, from 
which he died in 1985. 
 
Early in 1988, Noreen joined DAPA-EM, the only amateur 
press association devoted to crime/mystery fiction (still go-
ing strong after 170 mailings). In her APA contribution, 
"The Body in the Library," she regularly reported on the lat-
est mysterious and horrific doings at the Hollywood Branch 
of the Los Angeles Public Library, where she worked. And 
since dropping out of DAPA-EM in 1995, she has continued 
to be a regular and much-valued source of newsy letters and 
interesting clippings from the LA Times on mysterious and 
sf/fantasy people and events. Who knew, back in that Chi-
nese restaurant, that we could look back on fifty years (or is 
it forty-eight?) of friendship? 
 --- Bob Briney, Salem, Massachusetts, 8 April 03 
 
 

# 
 
Yet another old friend, one who has known Noreen even 
longer than I have, remembered a favorite trip he took with 
the Falascas to visit me in Chicago:  
 
For a good time, call Noreen (or Noreen loved a party): 
Sometime in the mid-1950's, Earl Kemp sent out invitations 
to a party he was throwing in Chicago, and I was disap-
pointed that I couldn't afford to go. A day or so later, Noreen 
Falasca called me from Cleveland and asked if I was going. 
On hearing how broke I was, she suggested that I call Bill 
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Rickhart, who owned a VW, and talk him into driving to Chi-
cago. Nick and Noreen were broke too, but had enough gas 
to get to Detroit, and then we would all pile into Rickhart's 
VW and, for a couple bucks each, we could all go to Chi-
cago.  
 
I protested that I didn't have the money for food, but Noreen 
assured me, "We'll all stay at Earl's house, and Nancy 
(his wife) won't let us starve, she's a good cook." So I called 
Bill Rickhart who was agreeable, and then called Noreen 
back. Early Saturday morning the four of us crammed our-
selves into that tiny VW bug [Ed note: the image of Howard 
crammed into a VW nowadays with three other people would 
make German engineers cry in their beer] and headed for 
Chicago.  
 
We kicked in $2 each, and the $8 was sufficient to fill the 
tank. We arrived in Chicago, and by looking hungry, per-
suaded Nancy to offer us lunch and dinner. It was a great 
party, and the next morning we got up and all sat at the 
kitchen table until Nancy took the hint again. We got back 
into the bug and headed back to Detroit. Noreen liked par-
ties so much that she always managed to find a way to get 
there... thanks, Noreen! 
  
Long after she divorced Nick and married Larry 
Shaw, Noreen learned to drive...  just think of the adventures, 
including driving from Detroit to LA on $20! Must have been 
a party out there. 
 -- Howard DeVore (with Chad being his typist, but not sit-
ting on his lap)  
 
 
Max Collins will forgive me for this, I hope, but I have to 
say the line waiting to meet him ended before Bob’s and 
mine did, and there is no way I could even fantasize such a 
phenomenon. It could be that we were unconsciously trying 
to wait until Spillane’s line finished before calling it quits. 
That way we could still hope to get him to sign our books for 
us. 
 
Finally, just before 1:00 pm [keep in mind he started signing 
well before 10:00 am], control called a halt to Spillane’s line 
and it slowly finished. Then the insider after- line took over 
and Mickey signed our copies of his ratty old paperbacks for 
us. There was only one other person standing in that line af-
ter me, waiting to get to Spillane…honorable neofan Wil-
liam F. Nolan, who went on to please many fans of his own 
with his autograph and his classy line drawings. 
 
Finally the whole reason for us being there was over…we 
had signed all we were going to sign for that day at least 
[ignoring the fact that we had actually been autographing 
things since we first arrived at the hotel]. We said thanks to 
Mickey again, and to Max. 

 
Then we grabbed the patiently waiting Dwain Kaiser and 
rushed off to the closest good spot for a much needed lunch. 
It was very nice just to kick back and relax and bask in the 
glow of what I keep trying to convince myself is deserved 
recognition.  
 
And then it was off to the train station to make sure Robert 
Bonfils didn’t miss his ride back home. 
 

# 
It always embarrasses me somehow, at least inwardly, whe n-
ever some strange person walks up to me and says, “My 
God, man…you can’t imagine how long I’ve wanted to meet 
you and thank you for having made me the dirty old man that 
I am.” 
 
Someday I hope I have a chance to ask Mickey how he feels 
about it. And, maybe I’ll ask the follow up question that re-
sults from… “I couldn’t have gotten through those torment-
ing teenage years without my hand inspired by your books.” 
 
Sort of like a Man Show beat-off and beer break. Ziggy 
Zaggy Hoy! Hoy! Hoy! 
 

# 
Completely by accident, later that afternoon, Mickey and I 
met in the lobby again and we picked up exactly where we 
had left off before lunch. Two jolts of Spillane in one day are 
wonderful; I recommend them whenever possible and not 
prohibited by law.  
 
The subject changed just a bit, away from the crowd and the 
fans, into ageing and appreciation for rare old things drifting 
off into the inevitable fragrance-filled breezes. 
 

# 
Monday morning after breakfast, the leftovers and exhausted 
gathered randomly to say their good-byes before long treks 
home. Dick and Pat Lupoff with hugs and kisses. Max 
Collins who couldn’t possibly cut-off the good-guy routine, 
making a special point of shaking hands. My own crowd 
(Robert Speray and Bruce and Debbie Brenner) reluctant to 
call it quits and get on the road, only we had to do it…. 
 
Swearing, seriously, to do it much better next year. 
 
- - - 
*For double M&Ms…Mickey, Max, Mike, and mucking 
around; thank you forever. [Special thanks for corrections 
from Bill Bowers, Lynn Munroe, Robert Speray, and Ted 
White.] Dated April 1, 2003. 

ee 
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byby  

Thom DigbyThom Digby  

 

This neighborhood has overhead phone lines and TV 
cables, some of which are visible from my win-
dow. And as I sit at my computer I now and 
then see a squirrel running along the wires. 
Do they have no fear of heights? Squir-
rels are fairly small, so falling from 
that height may not hurt them, for 
square-cube reasons. And they 
seem pretty secure up there, 
what with their claws and 
all.  

 
In other places, I’ve 
seen rats walking along 
overhead phone wires. If a 
rat meets a squirrel on a wire, 
who gets the right of way? Does 
it go by species, or direction of 
travel, or what?  

 
Now part of me is wondering if squirrels and 
rats and any other animals that travel along over-
head wires might benefit from something like a rail-
road dispatcher to avoid right-of-way conflicts when 
two animals want to go in opposite directions on the same 
wire.  

 
One problem is language: How does the dispatcher commu-
nicate with the traffic? Maybe play the relevant animal 
noises for “come here” or “stay back”? Or put nozzles 
around to spray pheromones to signal “Go” and ”Don’t 
Go”?  

 
Another problem is when an animal is already on a wire and 
then changes its mind about which way it wants to go. That 
could really mess up traffic. Does it happen often? I think it 
does happen sometimes, such as when an animal sees a po-

tential mate going the other way on another wire. So we’ll 
need some way to discourage that, or at least detect it and 
notify other traffic accordingly.  

 
An even bigger question is why bother in the first place? 
The animals seem to be muddling through OK with the pre-
sent non-system, at least with the rather low levels of traffic 
I see from my window.  

 
Deciding not to bother also solves the problem of how to 
pay for it. The audio system for playing animal noises, 
along with that pheromone spray stuff, would probably cost 
a fair amount of money, not to mention operators’ salaries 

and other expenses. So there’s a lot to be said for just 
letting the animals handle it themselves.  

 
But might there be reasons to do it, even with 

the problems? Perhaps it would be a way 
to create jobs to boost the economy out 

of its present slump. Nationwide 
there would be millions of open-

ings for squirrel dispatchers, 
not to mention the business 

that could be generated 
building the equip-

ment, so it could be a 
big economic boost.  

 
And the jobs don’t need 

much in the way of special 
qualifications. It’s not like railroad 

dispatching or air traffic control, 
where a collision is Really Bad News. 

So what if a squirrel gets into a fight or 
falls off a phone wire now and then? It has a 

good chance of escaping uninjured, and even if it 
doesn’t, what’s one squirrel more or less? So it’s 

the kind of job almost anybody could do, even if 
they’re not very good at it.  

 
Of course if the squirrel falls into the path of something like 
a Presidential motorcade, and the limo driver swerves to 
avoid it and ends up killing several bigwigs, that could be a 
problem. But they could always put in temporary special 
operators for that kind of thing, so it’s not a reason not to 
proceed with the program.  

 
So if you think this is a good idea to help the economy, 
write your Congressperson today.  

ee 

 

from 
the 

Silicon 
Soapware 
e-list 
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In NO AWARD #12 I reprinted from LASFAPA a 
contribution about the Babbage Difference Engine from 
Carrie Dougherty, “The Author Refuses To Turn The 
Crank.” From a more recent LASFAPA disty we have the 
following item which takes off from early fanhistory.  

bbyy  
Eric A. SchultheisEric A. Schultheis  

Once upon a time when fans were Slans, in that era that we 
commonly call Sixth Fandom, there arose a great scientific 
debate. I do not here refer to The Shaver Mystery, or to 
Hubbard’s folly, but to something which more directly 
involved two cornerstones of American and UK fandom.  

But first I must digress. Earlier in the ’30s or ’40s John W. 
Campbell, Jr. conducted surveys in Astounding, and 
astounded us with the discovery that his readers were 
composed in large part of scientists and engineers. 
This seemed to portend that fandom would soon 
be taking over the world with their wealth of 
scientific discoveries and leave those poor 
mundanes who counted only a handful 
of scientists among their ranks far 
behind. But in fact it would only be 
a matter of time before the 
legendary propensity for 
fandom to feud, and the 
great scientific egos that 
fueled many science 
feuds (Newton vs. 
Leibnitz to name but one) 
would create the ultimate 
fan-science feud. 

Flash back with me, if you will, to a 
period known as early high Sixth 
Fandom, mundanely known as 1952, and 
to a bitter feud involving the simultaneous 
discovery of a hitherto unknown power source. 
A mere 7 years since the power of the atom had 
been demonstrated over New Mexico and Japan a 
disconcertingly simple discovery in a kitchen in London 
was to have international ramifications. Ken Bulmer was 
brewing tea at the Epicentre for visitor Walt Willis when they 
witnessed the partial levitation of the teapot’s lid. Being the 
kind of sharp scientific observers that Campbell had referred to, 
they saw, in a staggering vision, that this Steam could be 
harnessed for many valuable human enterprises. Upon the 
publication by Bulmer of this discovery, one Lee Hoffman of 
Savannah, Georgia revealed that her venture, The Fort Mudge 
Steam Calliope Company, had already noticed the properties of 
this Steam, and had made several advances in its uses as related 
to the generation of music through the means of the calliope. 
She suggested a collaboration in the best spirit of science. 
There followed what quickly became a bitter exchange of 
letters involving discovery and patent of Steam, and it was this 
awkward morass that eventually resulted in neither of them 

gaining the corner on steam, and the entry of Steam into the 
public domain. Furthermore, Hoffman believed that A. Vincent 
Clarke had a greater role in these machinations for Bulmer’s 
company, The Aqueous Vapour Company, shared Clarke’s 
initials. If Bulmer/Clarke’s Company, and HoffmaNothing, Inc. 
had been able to work out their differences they could have 
shared joint ownership over virtually all uses of Steam. But this 
acrimonious dialog has left the field open for others, and for 
that I must be grateful. 

I have made a startling discovery of my very own. One 
afternoon I was watching yet another Warner Brothers cartoon 
that I had already seen many times before, when I found myself 
fixating on the opening music. Each of their cartoons opens 
with the melody called, “The Merry-Go-Round Broke Down.” 

In too many instances of real life of merry-go-rounds 
breaking down, there is a concomitant disruption of the 

merry-co-round’s accompanying music. Was there 
perhaps a way to keep the music playing ever as 

the merry-go-round was repaired? 

I am now pleased to announce the founding 
of Experimentally Altered Steam. We 

have found a way to develop Steam 
with perfect pitch in and of itself. 

This Tuned Steam will then 
allow a broken steam 

calliope to continue 
playing with no 
discernable loss of 

tune.  

Altered Steam has other 
uses as well. As our own 

Engineer Dougherty knows, the 
Babbage Analytical Engine was 

never brought into use because it was 
too impractical. You wouldn’t want to 

waste a mathematician on the manual 
cranking of its gears, and yet somehow a steam 

powered Babbage Engine never got into public 
use. This was in large part due to the random nature 

of Steam interfering with the precise nature of the 
calculations. But Altered Steam doesn’t have to be tuned to 

the musical scale. Mathematically altered Steam will allow 
for precise calculation in either your Analytical Engine or your 
Difference Engine. And there’s more. Altered Steam can be 
specifically tuned for the number ð for geometrical uses, or the 
number e for logarithmic uses. It can also be tuned to the 
irrational numbers. Let no one say that mine is not the most 
irrational company around. 

I do not believe that my patents as filed for Experimentally 
Altered Steam will infringe on any publicly established uses for 
Steam, but in the meantime would you all please refrain from 
blowing over a cup of overly hot tea or coffee? If you should 
accidentally whistle while blowing I should hate to have to sue 
to protect my patents.  

 

 

ee 
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BBy y   

Joseph T MajorJoseph T Major  
 

Covert Communications from Zeta Corvi;  
Andrew C. Murdoch,  

9211 Glendower Drive, Richmond, BC V7A 2Y4, CANADA 
toreador@vcn.bc.ca 

Available for the Usual (“that is, in exchange for a submis-
sion of text or artwork, a copy of your zine in trade, a letter 

of comment, or two dollars cash”) 
 

Whatever happened to the fanzines with silly sfnal names? 
Nowadays it seems like the zines have obscure non-sf-
related names. And they’re all full of the same old people 
going to the same old places with the same old bunch. 

Well, maybe not. I had the pleasure of dining at 
WorldCon with a young fellow who was daring 
to actually put out this sort of thing. The 
youthful Andrew C. Murdoch, normally 
poised on the scenic Pacific Coast of 
Canada, had journeyed across the 
country to conclave with the elders 
of the community. 

The issue at hand, Issue 
#11 ,  i s  p rob lem-
burdened. The estima-
ble Mr. Murdoch has 
wed, moved, and oth-
erwise hampered himself 
with mundane matters. But, 
before we review the editorial, 
we must needs finish analyzing 
the colophon. 

With the energy of youth, Andrew has 
dedicated himself to discussing manifesta-
tions and ramifications of Science Fiction. 
*Ghasp!* And normally, he does so with energy 
and enthusiasm; issues of this publication featuring 
(for example) Retro Reviews, commentary on like old-
timey sci-fi as if it were like the latest hot new Star Trek 
tie-in. 

This is an ambitious goal, and Andrew is striving for it in 
the face of mundane adversities. Also fannish ones, like no 
one having had the sense to notice him. 

The editorial itself, “My Two Cents’ Worth, or A Wealth of 
Memories,” must needs touch on Fandom’s great loss of the 
year, the death of Harry Warner. “[If] Fandom had a favor-
ite uncle, it would be Harry Warner, Jr.,” Andrew says, and 
proceeds to introduce to the jaded disconnected Fan all too 
common these days the legendary life and deeds of the de-
parted Hermit of Hagerstown. It is a sad commentary on our 

times that such an intro is needed. Andrew shows his grief 
at our common loss. 

Another item Andrew touches is the proliferation of 
“Accolades,” or fannish awards anyhow. This is a reminder 
of how much we have to celebrate, and he lists here (a rather 
long list, having to cover a rather long period, due to the 
afore-mentioned mundane delays) the previous year’s 
awards from the Aurora Awards (for best Canadian SF pro-
dom and Fandom) to the World Fantasy Awards, encounter-
ing along the way most noteworthily the Elron Awards, 
awarded to the least in the field. These deserve more notice: 

 

The Elron Awards for most dubious “achievements” in 
Science Fiction are decided by a jury consisting solely 

of R. Graeme Cameron. To nominate a person, 
work or organization, contact the Graeme at 

rgraeme@shaw.ca or 86 Warrick Street, Co-
quitlam, B.C., V3K 5L4, Canada. 

               See Covert Communications 
from Zeta Corvi, Issue 11 (August 

2003), Page 5 

Because of said mundane 
matters, this issue is 

shrunken in material, 
and so we go directly 

to “Questions, Com-
ments, Observations, 

Death Threats” also known 
as letters of comment. The loc-

cers maintain a lively level of 
commentary, and while the usual 

suspects appear, there are loccers from 
both North and South of the border and 

the world. The editor keeps matters going 
without striving to drive off the contributors. 

Usually present, as mentioned previously, are 
“Retro Reviews,” the principal qualification being that 

said work has to be from ten years back. This makes for a 
sad commentary in that it implies that nothing that is not 
now is of interest to the bulk of readership. (I felt that way 
at a Japan in 2007 party watching Dave Kyle and Fred Pohl 
chat on, ignored by all those around them.) 

Oh yes, every issue is individually autographed! This isn’t 
quite the same as Mike Glicksohn having sent the scales of 
his late pet snake in the memorial fanzine for the dear de-
parted ophidian, but as a regular thing it has a certain per-
sonal touch. 

Covert Communications from Zeta Corvi deserves your at-
tention, at least for that jolly title. It also deserves your con-
tributions and interest. 

 

FANZINE 
 

REVIEW 

ee 
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by 

Phil Castora 

part 3: Which Way To The Egress 

Jack and Bruce were living in separate apartments in a 
building behind the Ambassador Hotel, and I’d occasionally 
visit - usually Jack, of course, since I’d known him ten 
years. Every once in a while (once when I was visiting), 
somebody in Vermont named Owen Hannifen would call 
him and talk for an hour or so. Finally, in an act of supreme 
lunacy, he moved out here. (I have the excuse I didn’t know 
what I was doing getting myself into.) He stayed with Jack 
briefly, then moved into an apartment with Joanne Gegna, 
who came to club meetings about as long as she and 
Owen were together, but that didn’t last long. 

Now Jack and Owen moved into a quadruplex 
about a half-mile east at 3065½ Leeward, and 
let the rest of us know we were welcome 
much of the time, including Thursday 
nights after the LASFS meetings. The 
place was arranged rather simply, 
most of us thought, with living 
room, dining room, kitchen, 
and two bedrooms in that 
order from front to back, 
with a corridor down 
one side and bath on 
the other side of it - 
but it was too much for 
one sensitive fannish mind 
whose owner called it a 
labyrinth. So it became the 
Labyrinth. After a couple of months, 
unemployed and unhoused, I began 
renting their sofa, making a full-fledged 
slan shack.1 

We got along really well. The nearest thing to a 
problem we had was that - well, Owen was a 
Morning Person and I have never been. (I’ve never 
really understood the purpose of mornings, though in fact I 
wouldn’t mind them if they just didn’t come so early!) One 
day Owen passed my sofa on his way off to work and was 
just a little too bright and cheerful - I threw a shoe at him. 
Okay, not directly at him, but he took the hint and controlled 
his matutinal effervescence thereafter, and guess who’s been 
reading my thesaurus again. 

Mealtimes were interesting, even fascinating, if not in the 
way that things would later be so described by Mr. Spock. 
We all mostly fended for ourselves in the kitchen, but Jack’s 
cuisine was unusual, and he occasionally asked my opinion 
on something and even fed me once in a while. I’ve 
described Jack’s cooking as “part cosmopolitan and part 

something else;” that’s actually fairly close. It was a lot like 
what you’d expect of someone - yes, human - who’d been 
raised very elsewhere, then brought to Earth and was 
learning to make do with the foods available here. I’m not a 
gourmet, but he never offered me - even just a spoonful or 
forkful to taste - anything I didn’t like. Or anything quite 
like anything else I’ve ever had. If there’d ever been a 
contest for best and most outré cuisine, he’d have won in a 
wok. 

 
Anyway, now we had someplace to go after the meeting! 
Yes, we’d been going to Kal’s, and many still did before 
showing up, but at the Lab (the name got shortened almost 

instantaneously) you didn’t have to spend money. But if 
you wanted to, you could do things like play Brag. 

Brag is a kind of British mini-poker where you get 
only three cards and there’s no draw, and 

there’s no equalizing of bets - each player 
puts in at least as much as the last player 

or folds - and you can’t call if there 
are more than two of you still in! 

This enables you (at our 
piddling stakes) to lose ten 

cents a minute instead of 
six dollars an hour. I 

have some talent at 
cards, but playing at  

my best for any 
considerable length of 

time is too much like work, 
and over all I figure if I don’t 

lose too much I’ve come out 
ahead - well, I’ve had fun, and that’s 

worth a lot. But I did well at Brag - in 
fact I’d usually start out borrowing a 

quarter from Ted and then paying him back 
after a while from my winnings. He always 

seemed surprised at this, but he was always willing 
to lend me the quarter. 

I didn’t do quite so well at Bourrrée (pronounced BOO-
ray), which is a mind-rotting cross between Whist and Five-
Card Draw imported from Louisiana by Dave Hulan which, 
of course, became all the rage among the more enthusiastic 
card players, some of whom (like me) will never forgive 
him. 

I recall the time that Lee Jacob s showed up for a Bourrée 
game showing the effects of just enough beer to show 
effects, bearing a six-pack, and promising to stay in every 
hand - a normally suicidal tactic. Supposedly God takes care 
of fools and drunks, and He must have that night, because 
Lee staggered away a winner. On the other hand, Milt 
Stevens attributed his pretty consistent ability to win to his 

 

WHO KNOWS 
WHAT ETHER 

LURKS  
IN THE MINDS 

OF 
FEN 



17 

                                              
praying to the Roman goddess Fortuna; when once he did 
badly, Jack guessed that he must have been praying that 
night to the goddess Forsardines. 

 
With something fun to do afterwards, now, the attendance at 
the meetings continue to increase. And then DiplomacyTM 
reared its ugly head. Diplomacy is played on a map of 
Europe (and Turkey, though most of that is in Asia) about as 
it was at the outbreak of the First World War (a few of the 
smallest countries are ignored) by seven players, each of 
which assumes control of one of the seven Major Powers 
and tries to overpower all the others. This of course requires 
making temporary alliances with other players; and, while 
tactics and strategy are essential components of the game, 
the name of the game is Diplomacy, and you’re not going to 
do well if you get a reputation for double-crossing your 
allies too often. The gimmick is that all players 
simultaneously submit orders for their armies and fleets, so 
it’s possible, in theory, for them to commit dozens of 
double-crosses at once - though there were rarely as many 
as two on one move, and more often than not there weren’t 
any. 

The first game began with Ed Baker, Steve Cartier (who 
rarely attended a meeting,2 Jack Harness, Ted Johnstone, 
Fred Patten, Bruce Pelz, and myself. I lucked out (pity it 
wasn’t good luck - though I could have done slightly worse) 
being assigned, by lot, Austria-Hungary. I might have had a 
decent chance of winning if it hadn’t been for a bad ruling 
in a situation not covered by the original version of the 
rules, leaving me in an untenable position. A few moves 
later, I gave up with four armies hopelessly outnumbered by 
surrounding forces. Instead of submitting my next set of 
orders for their movement, I merely handed in a press 
release from my Prime Minister Hornswoggle P. Schmidt-
Nagy saying, “They say the weather in Transylvania is very 
pleasant this time of year . . .” 

Four games were started, and three of them were played out 
to the bitter end, though in one case more privately. Each 
Thursday the board would be set up, the players would 
submit their orders, armies and fleets would be moved 
(except in the case of an occasional stalemate), and the 
players would then gather together in twos and sometimes 
threes to plot against the others for next week’s move. Bruce 
even published a fanzine for each, giving the orders 
submitted the previous week, the results, and silly press 
releases from the Heads of State. The first one was called 
WorldDip, from the remark of someone rather earlier that 
the LASFS was a kind of half-world, hence half-world 
Diplomacy . . . The second was called WitDip. Encouraged 
by our reaction to that, he titles the third AsDip. But then he 
ran out of “half-” ideas, and called the fourth one SheepDip. 

We thought it was a lot of fun, though we eventually tired of 

it. But the early conclusion of the WitDip game had a 
different cause. At one point two of the players had prepared 
alternate sets of moves, and the discussion as to whether the 
second set had been submitted in time - or was even 
permitted - began to heat up uncomfortably. The matter was 
settled when Owen brought his fist down sharply on the 
table as he anachronistically yelled “Cobalt bomb!” and 
pieces bounced into new locations, one fleet ending up in 
Switzerland - in gross violation of the rules, which do not 
even permit an army there. 

(The game has its interesting features, and several people 
have attempted to improve on it. Jerry Pournelle expanded it 
to include Asia and Africa as well as a few extra rules. Dan 
Alderson came up with a modification he called Calculus 
Diplomacy in which the fleets and armies didn’t move 
instantaneously and portions of any one might be found in 
two or even more adjacent areas. Neither of these came near 
being commercially feasible, although Jerry’s game was 
played on a home-made board more than once. Dan also 
came up with a game called Space War, unaware at the time 
that the name had been trademarked for a quite different 
game then being commercial sold. Dan’s game was played 
on a four-by-four-by-four cube; while basically similar to 
Diplomacy, in may ways it was very different. I know - 
from personal experience - that Dan’s Space War was 
played several times, he even developed three levels of 
complexity for it.) (I am one of those who played Space War 
many times, even the move-a-week game run through APA-
L.– ed.) 

 
Of course we did faaaanish things, too. In fact, Owen 
bought a mimeo from someone; I don’t recall what he 
named it, but fanzines produced on it were credited to 
“Grishnakh House.” I got back into SAPS and the Cult 
briefly,3 and it was about this time that Jack and Bruce made 
their briefly successful attempts to join all the fannish APAs 
then in existence. (That didn’t last long, as someone 
organized APA 45 for the exclusive benefit - if that’s the 
right word - of fans born no earlier than 1945). But other 
fanzines were produced at the Lab, too. Fred Patten started a 
one-shot “Hearts at Midnight,” named for the card game, 
not the bodily organ. It was contributed to by fans dropping 
over Thursday nights and weekends - Fred let it go on for a 
couple of months before he (or Owen) finally ran off the 
stencils, collated, and stapled the copies. 

But wait! There was more! Bruce had heard of an informal 
APA in New York called APA-F at, I presume from the 
final initial, the meetings of the Fanoclasts. The way it 
worked was that any member could bring some number of 
copies of a zine, and was then entitled to take one of each of 
any others that had been dumped off there that evening. 
Bruce decided to not just found but organize something 
similar at the LASFS to be called APA-L. His girl friend or 
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maybe already wife (they’d later divorce - very amicably) 
Dian Girard was the first Official Collator. The duties of the 
OC were to: 1) arrange for a cover; 2) make sure each 
contribution had the required number of copies; 3) produce 
a table of contents; 4) get all the copies properly collated; 5) 
staple all the copies; and, 6) distribute a copy to each 
contributor and, if there were enough, to each of last week’s 
contributors who missed this week. 

APA-F lasted quite a few months, I understand. APA-L 
started in 1964, ran 180 weeks, was suspended for five 
months, was restarted, and has been going ever since. And if 
that isn’t unlikely enough, Fred Patten has had a zine in 
every distribution, with no exception. Oh, yeah, APA-L 
didn’t do a thing to hold down the attendance at the 
meetings! 

 
But I’d found work and gotten tired of sleeping 
on a living room sofa, and I found three other 
club members who needed a place to crash 
nightly: Ed Baker, Don Simpson, and 
Hank Stine. Okay, they found me. 
Anyway, we found this house 
about four blocks north of the 
Lab - Labyrinth Three it was 
called, being the second 
of the series. Well, 
many years earlier 
there’d been this short 
series of novels by Dr. 
Edward Elmer Smith, E.E. 
Smith, Ph.D. as he preferred to 
be billed, also known as “Doc” 
Smith, who did a truly dreadful job 
of writing really great stories. (He was 
the first writer to take his readers beyond 
the solar system; his style has to be 
undergone to be believed.) One of this series 
consisted of four stories. The Skylark of Space, 
Sklark Three, Skylark of Valeron, and Skylark 
Duquesne. (Skylark was the name of the hero’s 
spaceships.) Then when Jack and Owen and I moved to a 
second location a few blocks away, Jack retroactively 
renamed the first Lab The Labyrinth of Space, and named 
the new one Labyrinth Three. After I moved out they moved 
again to The Labyrinth of Valeron and then to Labyrinth 
DuQuesne, witch turned out the last one. 

Sorry about that. As I was saying, the house we found about 
four blocks north of the  Lab was actually half of a very old 
duplex - well, very old for Los Angeles; it must have pre-
dated the First World War, and was probably intended for 
guests or in-laws or whatever of the original family in the 
other, larger half. It had three upstairs bedrooms, a second, 
narrower stairwell to be used by a servant, and a servant’s 

bedroom with tiny bath all but hidden behind the kitchen. 
I’ve lived in apartments that were smaller than the living 
room - which had a pair of sliding doors for privacy! 

It had to be called “The Booby Hatch.” A couple of decades 
earlier, Ayn Rand had written a novel called The 
Fountainhead about an architect who, among other things, 
had designed a home for a millionaire which had been given 
that nickname (no, not by the owner) because of its very 
unconventional appearance; more recently she’d expounded 
her philosophy in rather more detail and at greater length in 
Atlas Shrugged - and if I recall correctly, as I often do, all 
four of us were at least partially sympathetic with her ideas; 
but Ed and Hank were particular and occasionally vocal 

fans. 

We were a rather odd assortment, even for fans. 
Bruce talked about getting up a pool betting on 

how many weeks we’d last, but this is one of 
the few times his judgment ever proved 

faulty. The Booby Hatch remained in 
operation for two years; it didn’t help 

when Ed joined the National Guard 
to escape the draft and was then 

called up for six weeks of 
Basic Training and 

couldn’t handle paying 
rent during that 
period. We replaced 

him with Jim Glass, but 
in any event we all got 

along the entire time. 

It helped that we all drank 
different kinds of milk. I drank 

regular, Ed drank extra-rich (remember 
when stores sold extra-rich milk with 20% 

extra fat?), Hank drank low-fat, and Don 
drank skim or, as it’s called today, non-fat. I 

asked Don about that once and he said it dated 
back to when he was a tad and, escaping his mother’s 

eye, got into the fridge and attacked the butter one too 
many times and got sick of butterfat. 

 
We moved in in 1965, and the following year I scraped 
together $150 (worth several times that in today’s money) 
and bought a ’57 Olds, which ran real good after I started 
using the super-premium gas then being made for the high-
compression motors also still being made. Premium was 96 
octane; this was 102. Anyway, one evening I drove Hank, 
Don, and myself over to the home of recently-married Earl 
and Gail Thompson to watch the premier of the Batman TV 
series, at the end of which I couldn’t make up my mind 
whether to laugh or throw up. When it was over, I took the 
other two home and drove downtown to the BIG magazine 
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store on Sixth St. between Broadway and Hill. I spent a 
good deal of cash, mostly on comic books. 

Back home, I entered and started up the stairs to my room. 
Don and Hank were sitting on the living room sofa quietly 
discussing something. I thought that was odd; they got along 
well, but never seemed to have much to talk about to each 
other. I got almost to the top before I saw the neat little label 
with Don’s eldritch lettering on the closet facing me across 
the narrow hall: “BAT CLOSET.” I dropped the bag of 
magazines - and then it occurred to me that that might not 
be the end of it. I had no idea. 

In my room I found my dresser had a bat-drawer, one 
window had a bat screen, and my un-emptied ash tray was 
now a bat-tray containing bat-butts. Finding myself in need 
of plumbing facilities, I passed the door to the servant’s 
staircase - sorry; the bat-door to the bat-stairs. I entered the 
bat-room, walked past the bat-tub by which was hung a bat-
towel, and approached the toilet. It was labeled 
“guano.” (Look it up in your Funk & Wagnalls.)  

After all that, I needed something stronger than water, so I 
went downstairs to the bat-fridge to get a bat-Coke. But I 
was astonished when I went over to the drawer and found 
the bottle opener unlabeled; I couldn’t imagine either Don 
or Hank missing that! I went into the living room and said, 
“You forgot the bottle opener.” Don explained, “You got 
home too soon.”  

 
Because we had so few active members and the Booby 
Hatch had a very large living room, we’d host the odd party 
now and then.4 They were open parties - all members were 
welcome (some more than others, of course). You had to be 
careful with open parties, as Bruce once found out, with so 
few members showing up at meetings in 1962, he offered 
his small one-bedroom apartment as a party location in lieu 
of a meeting on Thanksgiving Day. Thirty people showed 
up; we had to butter ourselves to move around. But the 
Booby Hatch was far larger. 

We had a couple of scares there. The serious one happened 
on New Year’s Eve. About midnight or thereabouts a couple 
of guys from a fraternity house at the other end of the block 
came by and tried to get in, unsuccessfully. An hour or two 
later they came by again - at higher speed, in a car, firing 
three shots from some sort of firearm. One person, Dian, I 
believe, got a couple of tiny splinters in her cheek from 
debris as the slug tore through the wall very close to her; no 
one else was touched. If the police ever found the perps, we 
didn’t hear about it. 

The other scare turned out much better. Our members 
included John and Bjo Trimble and Bill and Jane Ellern. All 
four were pretty generally considered good people, with lots 
of justification, but there was something about each of the 

women, Bjo and Jane, that seriously bugged the other. 
Actually they did get along quite well - for a while, then 
something would happen . . . Anyway, at one of the first 
parties we hosted, both the Trimbles and the Ellerns showed 
up, and we all held our breaths. After a while, Bjo and Jane 
were found standing in the kitchen doorway exchanging 
recipes, and we started breathing again. 

Eric Hoffman had begun showing up at the meetings, and 
started bringing movies to be shown now and then - I think 
it got up to every other Friday. The Booby Hatch’s big 
living room was a good place to show films because of its 
size, and Eric could put on some shows better there - like an 
entire serial of twelve or fifteen episodes. Also, he could 
have a more appreciative audience, consisting of several of 
us club members and a few other people he knew that 
weren’t interested in joining. I recall, in one episode of The 
Masked Marvel, Our Hero came upon a bomb maybe two 
feet square and at least a foot high with a pointer hurrying 
around a dial and a flashing red light (yes, it was a black and 
white film, but of course the light was red); without enough 
time to deal with it, he jumped out the first floor window 
and made it to shelter behind a tree with a very wide trunk 
an instant before the entire twenty-room mansion turned 
into flying toothpicks. One of Eric’s friends, sitting next to 
me, sight “I sure wish we’d had explosives like that in 
Korea!” Our biggest audience was for a showing of 
Metropolis, one of the better and more complete prints; 4SJ 
Ackerman showed up for that one! I think Forry said it was 
the 35th time he’d seen it. And I seem to recall Fred Patten 
turned up that particular print. 

ee 

 

Feetnotes: 
1. In the 1940s, some ass read A.E. van Vogt’s short novel Slan, 

about super-human evolutes, and began proclaiming “Fans 
are slans!” At least one other fan seems to have taken him 
serious ly. Several fans in Michigan, who didn’t, thought it 
would be mildly humorous to call their shared domicile “The 
Slan Shack” - eventually this became a generic name for any 
abode housing at least three fans. (By the way, the story isn’t 
bad, despite being dated.”) 

2. Also a pseudonym, though he didn’t write any books. But he 
occasionally (and, I’m sure, unintentionally) dropped a hint 
that one or two could have been written about him.  

3. About this time, The Cult rejoiced in the sobriquet “The Thir-
teen Nastiest Bastards in Fandom,” bestowed I’ve been told 
by Bruce Pelz. When asked how Fred Patten had gotten in, 
other members would stop, shake their heads, shrug, and 
guess “He must have lied about something.” 

4. Cheap shots are left as an exercise for the reader - at least, 
when I can resist the temptation myself. 
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Peter has told me that this “fragment” is part of a larger 
work in progress. This part was posted on the Memory 
Hole e-list; and, as soon as I read it I sent off a posting to 
Peter asking if I could reprint it. He replied, “Migod, 
Marty, haven't you people anything better to do! I only 
posted it ten minutes ago and you're already coming back 
asking if you can reprint.” “The answer is of course, 
‘Yes’.” 

  
  

byby  
Peter WestonPeter Weston  

Back in 1965 when the second Birmingham Sf Group was 
in its prime, I had the idea of taking over the BSFA’s 
Fanzine Foundation. Now, this had originated as a 
typical worthy, but ill-thought-out idea, back when 
the BSFA was created in the late 1950s, to es-
tablish a repository which would preserve and 
lend-out fanzines to members of the Asso-
ciation. Various well-known fans had 
donated their collections, as had wid-
ows of other fans who’d passed 
on; certainly it contained mate-
rial from ‘Doc’ Weir, Eric 
Jones, and quite a few 
others. 

But when I, as a 
keen little neo, anxious 
to learn more about 
‘fandom’, had tried to bor-
row a few items the reply I had 
from their custodian was some-
thing like, “Well, um, er, sorry mate, 
but.. they’re all lying in my garage in a 
big pile where they were dropped” Said pile 
and said garage was on a housing estate in the 
outskirts of Liverpool, and I think their 
‘guardian’ went by the name of Joe Navin, though I 
can’t be sure. 

I would have loved to have taken over the Foundation, but 
in our little council house there was barely room for me, so 
someone else had to be willing to take on the physical stor-
age involved. Originally, Mike ‘Beard’ Turner was in line 
for the task, but having wisely had second thoughts the next 
volunteer was Charlie Winstone. Those who’ve read my 
piece in ‘Contact’ will recall that at the time the BSFG met 
in the front room of his mother’s cavernous old house in 
Erdington, and Charlie reckoned he had room for the accu-
mulation in a back bedroom. So fired by enthusiasm, just 
after I bought my first car, Charlie and I drove up to Liver-
pool one Saturday in August 1965, and collected the lot. 

It was a huge pile all right, that we carried out of the garage 

and stuffed into my little car. It filled the boot, back seats to 
the ceiling, and overflowed onto poor old Charlie’s lap. And 
‘Joe’ didn’t even give us a cup of tea! We drove back, and 
for some reason I kept the material overnight. I remember 
sitting out there in the car until past midnight, pawing 
through fanzines by the light of a street lamp (no garage) 
and bringing choice items into the house to read snippets. 
There was a file of Hyphen, complete up to about 1963-64, 
lots of issues of Oopsla, Shaggy, Warhoon, all sorts of 
gems. 

Next day I drove round to Charlie’s, and with the help of his 
brothers we carried the material up the 20-odd steps, up the 
stairs, into a dark and scruffy back bedroom. There weren’t 

any shelves or anything, and we just piled the fanzines on 
the floor, and I remember looking forward eagerly to 

the job of sorting it all out. I had visions of coming 
round frequently and working away with Charlie 

to get some order into the collection, so it 
could be administered properly (and so 

that I, for one, could get chance to read 
some of the good stuff). 

However, to my surprise Charlie 
made it fairly clear that he, 

and only he, was going to 
look after the Fanzine 

Foundation. In fact, I 
was a bit annoyed 

about this, since he 
seemed to regard it as his 

private collection, which had-
n’t been my intention at all. 

Charlie wasn’t a very organised 
person anyway, and his physical dis-

ability meant that he wasn’t able to do 
any sustained labour, so nothing much was 

likely to happen. In fact, his idea for the col-
lection was to reprint items that caught his fancy 

in his own fanzine, Nadir, though I don’t think he 
ever actually got round to doing that. 

The best I could manage was to get access to the collection 
when the group met in Charlie’s front room; I used to leave 
the rest of the group and go upstairs to rummage around, 
invariably coming down, dust-covered, clutching some 
amazing item from the past. And, usually, I would take 
some fanzines home with me, to borrow until the next meet-
ing. That’s how I managed to read almost all of Hyphen, 
and Aporetta, in particular. I loved the tales of Inchmery 
fandom, so near and yet so far away in space and time; if 
only I’d been around a few years earlier! 

I also found a set of Void, which was in my possession at 
the time of the great Blow-Up with Charlie’s mom after the 
Yarmouth convention, following which all further visits 
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                                              were forbidden, and I make no apology for holding on to 
them. I wish I’d kept a lot more in the light of subsequent 
events. 

No more was heard from Charlie or the Fanzine Foundation; 
he dropped out completely. The fanzines themselves sur-
faced unexpectedly at a convention auction in the mid-
1970s ( Seacon?), when I was asked to auction-off a rather 
large pile of material that someone had brought along (was 
it John Hall?). I recognised the fanzines immediately, not 
only by their vintage, but by the postal addresses on them. 
In case there was any doubt, some of them even had the 
gummed label attached “BSFA Fanzine Foundation,” but in 
spite of my making the situation clear to the relevant au-
thorities, the auction was allowed to proceed, and the col-
lection dispersed. Peter Roberts bought quite a lot, and 
there were several American fans at the auction who 
were amazed at the bargains they snapped-up. 

At the time I thought this was a thoroughly 
bad show, but now I realise it was actually 
the best thing to have happened, since 
at least the important items can be 
presumed to have gone to good 
homes - better, certainly, than 
mouldering away in that 
back bedroom. So, like I 
say, nothing changes! 

ee  

  

Comments by ye ed will be 
in bold italics and will be in 
black in the paper version and 
blue in the PDF version. Smartassery 
in the responses is to be expected even 
though it is not required. Loccers are 
encouraged to respond in like manner even 
though they might be surprised . . . or maybe 
not . . . at how I respond to that. 

JOHN TEEHAN: Two questions regarding Trantorcon. 

1) Regarding the open discussion on the size of Worldcons, 
will earplugs and other sound-deadening accessories be sup-
plied at the door? Or must we bring our own? 

The concom believes that if you forget to bring your Sound 
Wick, ’twixt now and the con an alien life-form will be dis-
covered which will be more than happy to attend the con 
nestled in your ear. The concom feels that either of the 
above will solve your problem; provided, of course, if you 
opt for the ear-dwelling life-form it pays for its member-
ship. The concom holds no responsibility for what the ear-
dwelling life-form might do in your ear in addition to ab-
sorbing sound. 

2) Regarding the Masquerade, will costumes not visible in 
the third dimension still be considered costumes? 

Only if the costume wearers, themselves, are not visible in 
the third dimension. Please be advised, though, that Mas-
querade attendees who live in the third dimension are able 
to view these entities not visible in the third dimension, 
they have to pay a surcharge. (If they are male, they have 
to pay a Sircharge.) 

ALEXIS GILLILLAND: The Schirmeister cover is excel-
lent, and strongly evocative of the scene in John Varley’s 
Demon where Snitch, Gaea’s spy planted in Sirocco 
Jones’s’ skull, is removed by Rocky, the Titanide surgeon, 
Titanides being a centauroid race which Varley describes 

in loving detail. 

I also enjoyed the Niven’s allusions that I was able 
to catch. A reminder of all the reading I used to 

do. Alas, that age and inclination should have 
taken my interests elsewhere. 

Several Rotslers, you say? By my 
count you have 19, which is several 

severals, or maybe several facto-
rial, if not a bloody surfeit. In 

any event you printed 
rather more than a mere 

few. 

Even though I have a 
box containing many 

hundreds (or even thou-
sands) of Rotsler illos, it was 

not my original intent to put so 
many Rotsler illos into NA #13. 

However, with so many Rotsler illos 
appropriate for a memorial to Harry 

Warner, the number I used in the ish just 
kinda grew. 

Ted White’s commentary on the White-Eney feud is 
dated by Ted being a senior in high school. In reprising 

a young fan’s argument circa 1956, from nearly half a 
century ago. To feature his letter as you do seems a lapse of 
editorial judgment. 

The Ted White loc was a response to a mention of the 
White-Eney feud in the first installment of Phil Castora’s 
biography. As it fit into the space remaining on the last 
page of Phil Castora’s second installment of his biogra-
phy, it seemed appropriate to place it there.  

But there is something of which you are probably un-
aware - the White-Eney feud is not something which oc-
curred fifty years ago, it is ongoing. Both Ted White and 
Dick Eney have had at it on-line in recent years. So, even 
though I pubbed Ted’s letter as a clarification of the his-
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                                              torical record mentioned in Phil’s first chapter, the feud 
continues to this day. 

Congratulations on your non-election to the Neighborhood 
Council post you stood for. The honour of election is more 
than offset by the aggravation of having to do the job. 

Well, um . . . yeah. Except. The Neighborhood Council has 
formed various committees, with said committees accept-
ing non-Council members. So, I joined the Elections and 
Rules Committee - and am its chairman. (I have also got-
ten involved with the local people who are supporting Gen-
eral Wesley Clark in his bid for the Presidency of the USA. 
What with running several APAs (and contributing to 
three of them) and the other fan-stuff I do, one of these 
days I just have to find a store which sells time.) 

E.B. FROHVET:  An era has ended. It used to be 
said, and not entirely as a joke, that no new fan-
zine could claim to be a “real” fanzine until it 
had received and published a letter from 
Harry Warner. Future faneds will have to 
forego that distinction. 

Indeed. My first genzine was 
HOLIER THAN THOU. I 
sent Harry a copy of the 
first ish; and, when, in 
return, I received a 
loc on it from him, I 
considered it a vali-
dation of what I was do-
ing. (Before HTT #1, all of 
my printed fanac was APAzi-
nes.) 

Mike Glyer: It should have been, “. . . 
every one of them an infinitely better 
copyeditor than I.” That’s a grammatical 
error, not a typo. One assumes the use of 
“imbecies” in Steve Stiles’ lead illo for this piece 
was intentional; sort of like “Find the hidden typo.” 
Steve is so much brighter than the rest of us imbecies, 
he wouldn’t make that error by mistake, he would only 
make that error deliberately. 

The imbecies want to know, “What eror?” 

Personally, I have not observed much attempt by media fans 
to take over our fandom. Those few that show up in our fan-
dom have generally found that it’s not what they’re inter-
ested in, and quickly departed to form their own fandom. 

Would that this was the case. “Our” fandom includes an 
interest in many things, including movies, television, 
books, magazines, zines, filking, cons, and so forth. Pri-
marily though, it has been books, fanzines, and cons. The 
media fans came into our fandom in such large numbers 

that they have basically disregarded zines and books in 
favour of their own media interests; and, in effect, taken 
over “our” fandom. There is such a large body of them 
infesting our hobby that fanzine fans have been marginal-
ized. Indeed, not only are most of these media fans not 
only not aware that we even exist, what they consider to be 
fanzines are the fiction-filled Trek and similar zines which 
are available only for money. 

LEN MOFFATT:  Here’s LOCing at you, kid. First of all, 
many thanks for publishing another great cover by Schirm, 
who is indeed a Master of the Merry Macabre, and for all of 
the other art and cartoons from some of fandom’s finest. 
And yes, Rotsler Forever! 

Rotsler Forever, indeed. Especially, as in arm’s length 
from me there sits a box with hundreds [or even 

thousands] of unpubbed Rotsler illos.  

Now, if only Schirm could get nominated 
(and then win) a Best Fanartist Hugo . . . 

I always had the impression that Harry 
was a few years older than I, so I 

was surprised to learn that he 
was only eighty. Come this 

November I will turn 
eighty. 

After you turn it, 
will you be heading 

back to seventy-nine? 
Anyway, Harry always 

wrote older than he was. In-
deed, back when I received his 

first loc for HTT, I thought then 
that he was eighty. I think that Harry 

was born eighty-years-old. 

Mike Glyer on Typos was very good Glyer 
indeed but I’m not sure that Rick Sneary’s 

unique spelling should be included in the typo cate-
gory. He tended to spell some words the way they 

sounded to him. They were mistakes in spelling, not ty-
pos. Thus “whole” becomes “hole” which is why when writ-
ing about an early visit to LASFS he referred to “the club as 
a hole.” 

Not necessarily. As a person who currently attends all 
LASFS meetings, it is quite possible that he really meant 
“hole.” Evidence? Well, the club has elected me to its 
Board of Directors. 

JOSEPH T. MAJOR: Editorial Natter: The decline of 
APAs. Back when I first got into fandom, in the seventies, 
someone mentioned that the waitlist for FAPA had an APA. 
It had a waitlist. Nowadays I have been solicited to join 
FAPA, when back then the FAPAns wouldn’t even have 

 

JOSEPH MAJOR: You ask, 
“Joseph, have you ever thought 
about writing fiction?” Last week I 
submitted a novel (to Tor) and 
have begun a second. 
 
Here is your egoboo. After the 
novels have been pubbed we will 
pull out the knives. Anyway, I 
thought that everything which ap-
pears in FOSFAX is fiction.  
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                                              bothered to spit on me. Such is life. 

Back then, I think that FAPAns were saving their spit for 
more, er, worthy targets. Besides, back in the seventies you 
were too young to be considered a prospective member of 
what has often been called “The Elephant’s Graveyard of 
Fandom.” Of course, one could gain the requisite age by 
resting in the waitlist - and that was the case of many 
APAs. The waitlist was much shorter in 1981 when I 
joined FAPA for my first stint in that APA. (I think that I 
was on the waitlist for only about a year.) Today, most 
APAs will take just about any warm body. In fact, I am not 
certain that body warmth is even a requirement for some 
APAs. 

Typos: I will always remember “petrodactyl.” A rather 
oily sort of flying creature.  

I respect Arthur Hlavaty no end, but J.K. Row-
ling won the Hugo by dint of writing the least 
bad of the books nominated. I cannot un-
derstand, for example, why people who 
execrate and vilify Jar Jar Binks 
would like a novel written the way 
the character speaks. 

Maybe, because, that is the 
way the voters speak . . . 

You had clay for 
bricks to inscribe 
locs in? Whippersnap-
per! We had to carve our 
locs into blocks of stone us-
ing flint knives, wrap them in 
bear skins (and let me tell you, kill-
ing the bear was a task in itself), and 
then load them onto the passing mail di-
nosaur.” 

Sir! You are exaggerating your age! Whom do 
you think you are, Harry Warner? 

EARL KEMP: I got down to Len Moffatt’s Califania 
Tales; and, as usual, he sent me off down Memory Lane 
again. This time he reminded me of Ella Parker. When she 
played through the States for that ChiCon III I knew I had 
found a valuable friend. She was a pleasure any way you 
looked at her. That event began a long run of visiting with 
Ella in London, either where she worked or at her apart-
ment. She introduced me to much of what is worthwhile in 
London and I’ll always thank her for that. 

Len Moffatt reminds you of Ella Parker? Earl, do you 
have gender-identity issues?  

BRAD W. FOSTER: Nice to see you use that little bit of 
abstract-like art I sent a ways back. Though I think you must 

be chiding me a bit for complaining about having artwork 
enlarged by shrinking this one down so small. Still, as long 
as I have some sort of contribution in the issue, it keeps me 
from feeling guilty about getting it! 

I always try to “treat my artists right.” However, as an edi-
tor, I sometimes have to adjust the size of illos to fit the 
available space. I always attempt to keep the proportions 
correct. 

Sorry to hear that you didn't get a seat on the Board. On the 
other hand, I hope you make a run at it again in the future. I 
was really looking forward to your reports of the meetings 
there, and how your natural-born smartass attitude would 
have gone over... or if you would have had that under con-

trol. One way or the other, good tales would probably 
result. (Yes, that's right, forget helping your commu-

nity or giving back to society, we're only inter-
ested if this results in entertaining fanzine read-

ing for us!) 

I will have to disappoint, here. Not 
only is working with the Neighbor-

hood Council difficult (as I at-
tempt to reign in my smar-

tassery), but I do not ex-
p e c t  a n y t h i n g 

“interesting” to hap-
pen here. (I describe 

“interesting” as some-
thing worth reporting in 

a fanzine.) Except, maybe, 
that the NC has set up various 

committees which also have non-
NC members. So I joined the Rules 

and Elections Committee, and I am 
its chairman. I have some changes I in-

tend to try to implement. Of course, as the 
NC is the lowest branch of government in the 

City of Los Angeles, any NC bylaws changes my 
committee recommends (and is passed by the NC) 

has to be approved by the Department of Neighbor-
hood Empowerment. This is all boring, technical stuff 

which will have no place in NO AWARD . . . which is al-
ready boring enough. 

RANDY BYERS: Hi, Marty. Thanks for the latest NO 
AWARD. I look forward to MARTY'S SMARTASSERY -- 
a collection of the wit, wisdom, and one-liners of Marty 
Cantor. I'm not sure I want to meet the person who puts it 
together, however. Especially *after* they put it together. 

Not to hold your breath, Randy. There is nobody chomping 
at the bit to put together this, er, thing. Indeed, I am not 
certain that I would want to meet anybody who would put 
together such a collection. One of me is more than enough 
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                                              in fandom. 

Jerry Kaufman wonders in the lettercol whether a zine on 
efanzines.com (all hail Bill Burns!) should include correc-
tions to the paper zine. We certainly try to correct typos and 
the like in the PDF before we send it to Bill. I suppose that 
even that much change makes it a second edition. We're also 
talking about adding an illo to the PDF of our latest issue -- 
a tribute to Harry Warner Jr. that we wanted to run with our 
obituary but left out by mistake. One thing that makes me 
uneasy about making too many changes is that far fewer 
people are likely to read the PDF than the paper 
version, as far as I can tell. If it's something we want our 
actual (as opposed to ideal) readership to see, it's probably 
better to run it in the next issue. Don't see much problem 
with correcting information, such as a dropped zipcode, 
for instance. However, fannish anality might drive 
one to put a note of some sort in the masthead of 
at least the PDF. Which I guess means we at 
CHUNGA are not that anal. Yet. What 
would Freud think?  
A bit of a conundrum, here. Person-
ally, I prefer as little change as 
possible ’twixt the paper and 
the .PDF versions of my 
zine. Considering the ex-
istence of spambots 
harvesting edresses, 
the .PDF version of 
NO AWARD has the 
address/edress section has 
the specific information de-
leted and replaced with a notice 
to contact the editor if specifics are 
needed. (Plus I mung my edress in 
the colophon so that it cannot be read by 
a spambot.)  

Given the 300 dpi limitation of the Gestetner 
mimeograph I use, I delete all colour fills in the 
paper version, adding line-borders if necessary. Plus, 
of course, the paper version is in black-and-white instead 
of the colour of the .PDF version. 

In other words, I believe that the on-line version of the 
zine should be as close as possible to the paper version, 
and I am averse to putting in even corrections. Indeed, as I 
usually run the black-and-white master (for copying) 
through my ink-jet printer as soon as I have sent off the 
colour version of my zine to www.efanzines.com , there 
really is no time for correcting in one version what errors 
are found in the other version.  

Of course, I never make any erors. *Ahem* 
Got many larfs from the Nivens' old far future convention 

bid. It's fannish and stefnal at the same time, which is a 
pretty neat trick to pull off. 
Wonderful material like this deserves reprinting every now 
and then, showing a younger audience the good material 
from our past. 

ERIC LINDSAY:  I was interested in your comments about 
the merits of e-lists for fandom. While I noted some excel-
lent material on Memory Hole, various annoyances with 
Yahoo Groups persuaded me not to re-subscribe after en-
forced absences during trips. RASFF on the other hand ap-
peared mainly noise. An annoying email from Gary Farber, 
complaining vigorously about my anti-spam  email address 
and saying how horrible it was to mung addresses (it wasn't 

munged - it was a valid address that said something like  
spamtrap) was the last straw. I haven't been back to 

the fannish newsgroups, nor to Yahoo groups. I do 
however encourage the collection of highlites 

and summaries of material from elists. Per-
haps I'll read them in a fanzine. Oh, I did! 

Not all fans are on-line, let alone be-
ing on e-lists, so reprinting “juicy 

bits” from these lists widens the 
distribution of them. Plus 

there is the fact that there 
are so many e-lists that 

even fans who are 
on-line do not be-

long to all of them. So, 
when I print something 

from one of the lists there is 
a good chance that many on-

line fans have not seen the post-
ing from which I got the material 

(which is always reprinted with permis-
sion of the author). I am on about a dozen 

e-lists . . . most of them faanish . . . and get 
about a thousand e-mail postings from them 

each week. There is much interesting conversa-
tions and chit-chat to be found in these postings; 

sometimes, though, I find some “gems” there. Both 
Thom Digby’s and Peter Weston’s contributions thish 
were gleaned from these e-list postings. 

Mike Glyer does a fine article on typos. Since I've always 
felt spelling should be pretty much optional, and that Dr 
Johnson was just a troublemaker, I rarely notice a typo. Nei-
ther my email client nor my text editor include a spelling 
checker. While I have a spelling checker macro and word 
list for my text editor, I've never bothered looking for a 
spelling checker for email, or for newsgroups. Perhaps I 
should. However I also believe the best sort of spelling 
checker would be the one with the fewest words. If you 
have 200,000 words in your spelling checker, then most of 
your typos turn out to be real, albeit misplaced, words. 

 

WAHF 
 

RODNEY LEIGHTON: Com-
plains about typos in an article 
about typos. That makes as much 
sense as complaining about Rod-
ney Leighton writing like Rodney 
Leighton in a loc by Rodney 
Leighton. Or me making sense. 
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                                              The spelling checker ignores them. Another reason for not  
having a spelling checker is that most I see call themselves a  
spell checker. For twenty years I've been convinced a spell 
checker is something to do with witchcraft and sorcery, not 
something to do with dictionaries. 
Not noticing typos, eh? That is just grist for my smartass 
mill. Please keep up the not-noticing. As for not using a 
spell checker . . . mayhap you would prefer a spell chess? 

Regarding Alexis Gilliland's cartoon on page 24, "First fan-
dom is moribund, second fandom was still-born, what's 
next", and the reply "Pi fandom! Irrationality is riley big!", 
surely the next irrational fandom would be e rather than pi? 

The next irrational fandom? Is not the fandom we cur-
rently inhabit irrational enough for you?  

LLOYD PENNEY:  Another great Schirm 
cover...why this guy isn't on an award ballot 
somewhere, I don't know. I did my bit… 

At one time, the 1970s, Schirm was 
having his art pubbed throughout 
fandom. A goodly portion of his 
output, though, was as covers 
for APA-L. Naturally, 
these covers did not get 
seen by many outside 
of the APA. I do not 
know why Schirm was 
overlooked by Hugo nomina-
tors back then, but there was a 
large gap in his production of fa-
nart ’twixt then and now. For the past 
few years Schirm has gotten back to fa-
nart production and his covers have been 
seen here and there on fanzines. Unfortu-
nately, there now seems to be much less “buzz” 
about the traditional zines (in which Schirm’s work 
appears) in Hugo nominating circles than there was in 
earlier days, so many of the nominators probably do not 
see his art. Which is a shame. I really do think that Schirm 
deserves a Best Fanartist Hugo nomination. 

My loc, and your comments...I freely admit that my begin-
nings in fandom were in Star Trek fandom. I collected the 
Blish novelizations of selected episodes, the Foster noveli-
zations of the animated, and other associated books, and 
also watched the episodes in their first run, and in endless 
reruns. In books by David Gerrold and Gene Roddenberry 
himself, I found out about this loose world-wise association 
called fandom, and some of its associated interests. When I 
moved to the west coast, by chance there was a Trek club 
starting up, and I joined up to see if the Gerrold and Rod-
denberry books were telling me true. Sure, we talked about 

various things, and worked on various projects, but because 
we were on Vancouver Island, there was no chance of going 
anywhere to meet the stars. So, we hung out with each 
other, and I still remember those times fondly, 26 years 
later. This is where I found that the greatest part of fandom 
are not the actors you could meet, or even the authors you 
could schmooze with, but the fellow fans, and friendships 
that can last a lifetime. I am still in contact with some of 
those friends I made all those years ago; one now lives in 
Toronto. I know many of the local mediafans here, and have 
known them long enough to know that they are also avid 
readers, but they watch more than they read. Only a few of 
them are manic about collecting all the action figures, or all 
the autographs of the original series cast, or buying the 

prime seats at the Creation convention next weekend. 
The rest do not merit our scorn, but invite us to real-

ize that SF is full of various interests in various 
media (meaning plural of medium). As always, 

the few Trekkies colour media fandom for 
the rest of us. 

I found fandom just before my for-
tieth birthday, roughly about 

thirty years after I started 
reading SF. Aside from 

finding the people I 
really preferred as 

friends (over most of the 
people I had previously 

known) and the change in 
how I ordered my life after I 

found fandom, one of the major 
revelations for me was that so many 

authors were fans. Robert Silverberg has 
been a member of FAPA for 55 years. Larry 

Niven not only produced the Trantorcon mate-
rial years ago, he was amenable to its reprinting 

in a fanzine. I remember going to breakfast . . . 
early . . . every day (at the Atlanta Worldcon in 1986) 

with Hal Clement (Harry Stubbs). Jerry Pournelle was 
one of the major workers when LASFS bought its second 
clubhouse, buildings which needed major remodeling to be 
useable. Anecdotes? Sure. However, when I first found 
fandom, it was eye-opening to me that so many major au-
thors were fans like the rest of us. Many of them go to 
cons without expecting anything other than the chance to 
contribute and participate like the rest of the fans. 

Not at all like the actors who show up at media cons only 
if they are paid to do so . . . and expect to be placed on a 
pedestal to be admired. Media fans are different from tra-
ditional sf fans. We buy memberships and participate in 
our cons - they buy admission to their cons and want to be 
entertained. *fooey* Media fans are alien to us. 

 

 
WAHF 

 
SHERYL BIRKHEAD: Who, 
in the proper frame of mind, 
congratulated me for having 
NO AWARD again make every 
category on the Hugo ballot. I 
expected nothing less. 

ee 
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