
1 
 

 

 The Fan Activity Achievement (FAAn) Awards have 
reflected well on our subculture since the poll was intro-
duced in the mid 1990’s. The vote-getters in each cate-
gory generally merit the egoboo and I don’t think 
there’ve been any voting irregularities. 
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 The FAAn Awards differ from the Fan Hugos in two important 
ways: 
 

· FAAn Awards voters are usually more familiar 
with the material. 

· The FAAn Awards give egoboo to many deserv-
ing fans in each category, not just the “winners.” 

 
 Again, I want to thank everyone who gave points to fanstuff, the 
contributors and me. The fanzine’s strong showing in its first year 
pleased me and I’ll do my best to keep fanstuff worthy of your at-
tention and support.  
 My only regret is that some fans voted for fanstuff as a person-
alzine. I’m grateful to those voters, whom I know were acting from 
the best of intentions, but fanstuff would be a mere shadow without 
all its great contributors.  
 Andy Hooper, the FAAn Awards Administrator for the last two 
years deserves applause for his excellent performance. In particular, 
the memory-joggers Andy has provided are a valuable innovation 
that I hope will become standard practice in the future. 
  It seems likely that Andy will supervise the 2014 FAAn 
Awards, which is fine by me. He’s honest and accurate and is virtu-
ally guaranteed to do a first-class job.  
 The only argument against Andy continuing to administer the 
FAAn Awards is the same one that would apply to any person who 
held the job for a comparable period of time. Leaving the awards in 
the hands of one person might make it hard to introduce new ideas. 
That could make the FAAn Awards unresponsive to changing condi-
tions and changing opinions. 
 Frankly, I don’t think that’s valid with regard to Andy. He’s 
smart, creative and hard-working. Andy Hooper is a man of firm 
convictions, but I’ve always found him willing to consider others’ 
ideas. And since no one has done better as FAAn Awards Adminis-
trator, I would be delighted to hear that Corflu Richmond has put the 
2014 FAAn Awards in his care. 
 Nothing is so perfect that it can’t be improved, including the 
FAAn Awards. 
 I feel some fine-tuning could make the FAAn Awards even bet-
ter. I’ll offer a few possibilities in the balance of this essay. I’m sure 
others have ideas they’d like to put on the table for discussion, too.  
 Here are some of my suggestion to start the conversation. Your 
turn comes in fanstuff #38: 
 

· Give the Fan Activity Achievement Awards 
the nickname “The Tuckers.” There’s a lot of 
sentiment for doing something to honor Bob 
Tucker. Most fans who have commented seemed 
to like this idea and it’s time to make the change 

Tucker Awards in Perspective 
 I’m grateful to Toni Weiskopf, Tim Bol-
geo and Rich Zellich for dispelling our ig-
norance of the existing Tucker Awards. 
Their article in fanstuff #35 was illuminat-
ing in several respects. 
 The fact that so many of us were unaware 
of the awards is further evidence that, de-
spite considerable overlap, the various Spe-
cial Fandoms within Mass Fandom aren’t 
very well connected to each other. 
 It also reminds us that one of the 
strengths of Fandom is that there are so 
many ways for an individual to connect 
with it. Our way is attractive to us, because 
of the type of people we are and what we 
want out of Fandom. Other Special Fan-
doms fulfill different needs for people who 
might not wholly enjoy Trufandom’s ap-
proach to the hobby. 
 Wrong for us; right for them. 
 We’d never give “Best Partier” awards or 
use them to honor Bob Tucker. The confans 
who support the Tucker Awards aren’t go-
ing to give awards to “Best Letterhack” or 
“Best Fanzine Cover,” either. 
 Our opinions about the awards they give 
is as irrelevant as their opinions about the 
honors we distribute. Our views on their 
awards simply don’t matter and the reverse 
is also true. 
 Convention Fandom can give the awards 
they think best and Trufandom can do the 
same. We don’t have to like the awards they 
give and they are free to think ours are 
equally ridiculous. 
 Bob Tucker is a multi-faceted legend. If 
Confandom wants to salute Tucker’s con-
going exploits, they can and should do so. If 
we want to salute his seminal influence on 
Fandom and our Trufandom subculture, it’s 
our business. 
 In today’s diverse Mass Fandom, what’s 
needed is some mutual respect among the 
Special Fandoms. We must not hinder them 
from commemorating Tucker in their own 
way — and they need to reciprocate.  
 The existing Tucker Awards are fine for 
Convention Fandom and that’s all that mat-
ters. If Trufandom decides to honor 
Tucker’s name by attaching it to the FAAn 
Awards, that’s our business. 
 Fans must be free to enjoy their vision of 
fanac, whether we share it or not. (AK) 



3 

– or at least put it up for a vote at the next Corflu. 
 
· Increase the number of blanks, at least for the ma-

jor categories. The purpose of the awards is to honor 
excellence, not pick a single “best.” Three blanks per 
category has the effect of concentrating the votes on a 
few fans in each category. More blanks means that the 
votes will be spread much more widely. There’s no 
evidence that fewer blanks leads to more participation, 
so we ought to remain true to the spirit of the awards 
by saluting as many fans as possible.  

 
· Reduce the difference in value between a blank and 

the ones above and below it. 
 

· Adding more blanks would also decrease the differ-
ence between a first place vote and a second place 
vote, a second-place vote and a third-place vote and so 
on. That would be truer to the “egoboo poll” concept 
that spawned the FAAn Awards. The more blanks in a 
category, the finer the gradations in scoring. 

 
· Refine the way Number-One Fan Face is deter-

mined. The current method is based on total points. 
There are categories that would represent substantial 
areas of fannish creativity that aren’t represented in 
the poll, which penalizes the fans who are prominent 
in those areas. Since each category has the same num-
ber of points available, the total vote method doesn’t 
place enough value on “Best Genzine,” “Best Fan-
writer” and “Best Fan Artist.” 

 
· “Best Humorist” and “Best New Fan” should be 

polled. I understand the objection to adding catego-
ries, but perhaps those categories and “Best Cover 
Art” could be rotated. 

 
· Produce a Detailed Results Booklet with write-ups 

of high finishers in each category. Despite my good 
intentions, it turned out to be one more thing than I 
could do for Corflu Glitter. A fan who wasn’t simulta-
neously putting on Corflu, supported by a few willing 
writers, could turn it out fairly easily.  

 
 So much for my thoughts.  Feel free to like, dislike and suggest revi-
sions for any or all of them.  
 It’s your turn now. 
      — Arnie Katz 
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 The next fanstuff, #38, should hit 
your inbox about Tuesday, June 25. 
That’s assuming Life doesn’t spring 
one of its periodic Dumb Surprises. 
 The articles are by Dick Lupoff, 
Andy Hooper and me. The letters and 
(hopefully) accounts of Corflu XXX 
experiences will be by you fine fans. 
 All letters of comment received by 
Saturday, June 22, are guaranteed. 
After that, I’ll try my best to include 
them, though I can’t promise. 
   — Arnie 
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 I enjoyed Arnie Katz’s essay about flop superheroes. But I don't think you ever 
saw a few of my favorites. Uh, I use that word in a very special way. And I might 
have a few comments on some of your favorites. 
     The Black Hood, for instance, was the lead feature in a pulp magazine. I've 
never actually laid eyes (nor less hands) on a copy, but I've seen pictures of the 
pulp, and it's definitely the same guy. As I recall, he wore a standard set of yellow 
tights plus—right!—a black hood. If anybody out there has a copy of a Black Hood 
pulp, please do get in touch with me.  
     You mention the Shield, who was a World War Two patriotic superhero. His 
costume looked as if it was stitched together from roll-ends at a flag factory. He 
was, of course, a low-budget imitation Captain America. And in the 1950s still an-
other Captain America clone was created by Jack Kirby, who had created the origi-
nal Cap. This time he was called Fighting American (and had a "Bucky" analog 
called Speedboy). 
     The Wizard, as far as I can recall, was the only comic book superhero who actu-
ally lost a battle with the bad guys and was killed. His brother was so incensed that 
he fashioned himself a set of lovely green tights with a knotted hangman's rope for 
a belt, dubbed himself The Hangman, and set out to resume his deceased brother's 
war against crime. 
     There was Dr. Midnight, who wore a truly ugly superhero suit complete with 
helmet and goggles, and a little toy stage (yes!) on his abdomen. There was a pro-
scenium arch and when he pulled the curtains back the motto "Fair Play" was ex-
posed to the many eager readers. There must have been two or three of them, any-
way. 
     Hydroman could turn himself into water and rush through the pipes. Imagine 
this guy flowing up through a toilet and punching a crook on the ass! 
     Mirrorman had a similar power; he could step into any mirror and step out of 
any other mirror. 
     The Bouncer was an avatar of the earth god Antaeus. His power, achieved 
through contact with Mother Earth, was—right, he could bounce. Of course he 
would be totally helpless in any city where he had to walk on pavement or mac-
adam, or enter a building.   
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     Captain Future bore no resemblance to the great pulp science fiction hero of that name. He 
was a regular strong crime fighter who wore a red T-shirt with a lightning bolt on the chest and a 
pair of very silly tight blue shorts. 
 Alfred Bester created a superhero of sorts, named Genius Jones. He wore a set of purple 
tights and his power—I kid you not!—was that he was a lexicographer. 
     There were innumerable Captains. I wondered why that particular military grade was 
chosen, until a friend suggested that it wasn't really a military grade. They were captains in 
the sense of ship's captains. Or maybe the captains of athletic teams. Still, as I recall, there 
was at least one attempt to up the ante: Major Victory. Not a smashing success. 
     There were a fair number superheroes inspired by animals. Joe Kubert's rendering of 
Hawkman were gorgeous. My little grandson Ethan asked me repeatedly why Hawkman 
didn't wear a shirt. I explained that he was poor and only owned one shirt and it was in the 
laundry. Hawkgirl, of course, did wear a shirt. Modesty, please! 
     Since Batman was so successful, there was soon a Catman. There was also a Catwoman. 
I don't know how many other animal superheroes there were, but my favorite was the Green 
Turtle. And speaking of colors, there was the Blue Beetle and there was the Purple Tornado 
and there was also, as I recall, the Purple Zombie. 
 Jerry Siegel and Joe Shuster, having created Superman, went on to create a number of 
less successful superheroes. There was Funnyman, a crime-fighting clown. And The Owl, a 
really impressive looking guy in purple tights and an owl mask, but this one didn’t quite 
take off, either. 
     Am I fantasizing, or was there a superhero called the Jaguar, who had a moustache? Only 
superhero I can recall with such hirsute adornment. When he underwent his magical transforma-
tion his moustache disappeared. Who would ever guess? And there was The Fly, whose only 
nemesis was a particular bug poison. Which he had to avoid like, uh, poison. 
     But my all-time favorite silly superheroes were Samson and Davy. Strong 
man and boy sidekick. Who could ask for anything more? They were, of 
course, inspired by the biblical figures that I learned about in Sunday school. 
     Hey, man, the above is just off the top of my head. With a little research 
the list could be much, much, much longer. 
 But all of this talk of comic books makes me think of a recent comment 
by my pal Frank Robinson. He argued, I think very plausibly, that readers of 
a pulp magazine required a certain intellectual exercise. However rudimen-
tary the story telling, it still required the reader to decode those little black 
squiggles and turn them into words, then into stories. But a comic book 
“reader,” Frank pointed out, only had to look at pictures. Which caused me 
to blurt out the following, uh, words: 
 Frank’s comment evoked the following response from my humble self: 
 This reminded of something happened when I was—not really sure, but I 
would guess, about ten years old. 
     I was sitting in an ice cream parlor in a small town in New Jersey eating a 
banana split. (I was a fat kid with thick eyeglasses, no social skills, and too 
smart for my own good -- a perfect science fiction fan a few years later.) I 
saw two kids from my school sitting side-by-side in a booth, looking at a 
comic book. Believe it or not, I remember the comic and the story they were 
reading because I had read the same story. It was a Supersnipe story. 
(Supersnipe was a kid who had made himself a superhero suit and tried to 
have adventures; always, of course, getting into trouble.)  
     In one scene this kid gets captured by some crooks who tie him up in a 
sack. After a while he manages to escape. 
     The other two kids (from my school) were scoping out the story from the pictures. They were 
too lazy to read the speech balloons and narrative panels. 
     One of them, narrating the story aloud, said, "Supersnipe unfurls his cape!" 
     I thought to myself, No, he doesn't. I know that panel. That's the cloth sack, he's escaping 
from it. If you'd just read the words you'd know that! 
     Isn't it odd that I remember that whole incident so clearly. It took place nearly seventy years 
ago! – Dick Lupoff 
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   Sitting high in the cab of the 18-wheeler that held my space-time machine, 
I leaned forward to adjust the dials, my hands trembling.  The year I wanted had 
to be 1943, when Laney would be on his way to LA from Idaho, but before he 
got there and was solidly locked into FIJAGH.    It would be much easier    to 
switch him to another universe in which Ah! Sweet Idiocy would never be writ-
ten, and FTL would live to a ripe old age and have an even more distinguished 
fannish career. 
 My hand trembled because I knew that my own life would be changed ir-
revocably as well.  If I got Laney to come back to Boston with me, then he 
would not be in Alhambra CA when I moved west in 1948.  With him in The 
Stranger Club,[1] and if we became as good friends as we did in this universe, I 
might not even make that move.   
 But my mind was made up.  The Experiment had to be done.  Otherwise, 
the questions raised by Milty Rothman and others at the end of the FAPA edi-
tion of ASI would never be answered and the Laney Legend would take the di-
rection that had obscured the character of this remarkable man. 

  
 “I don’t know what Laney is kicking about.  In his 
memoirs, that is.  By his own  account, he has met a 
number of exceptional people, and has had some fine 
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times.  Maybe he could have done the same thing without 
fandom.  Maybe not. 
 “Furthermore, he makes a mighty mistake in considering 
the LASFS as being characteristic of fandom as a 
whole.  Nothing could be farther from the truth.  I recom-
mend very much that he come east and meet the Philly bunch, 
and then run up to New York to a meeting of the Hydra 
club.  You’ll find among us as fine an assortment of charac-
ters and drunks as anywhere, but the majority of them 
have  more stature than the characters at the LASFS.  And we 
keep our sex life more or less respectable.  That is, not more 
than one woman at a time (who can afford more?) and only 
the normal perversions.” 

-- Milton A. Rothman 
   Plenum #10 

 
 But what point in space would be best for the interception?  The longer I waited, the 
fewer switches would be on the time track.  Best to get to him early in his epic journey, 
while everything was still up for grabs.  It had to be October 25, just after the clutch 
went out on the Weird Willys,[2]  somewhere near The Dalles on the Columbia River.  I 
thought briefly of enlisting the help of Damon Knight, but then realized that he had left 
Hood River at that time and gone east to join The Futurians.   Besides, Laney was then 
apparently unaware of the Snideman or he would have mentioned him in ASI and tried 
to crash there instead of limping into Portland. 
 OK, 25 October, hmm, about 1200 hours, south side of the Columbia, near the US 
97 bridge between Biggs and Maryhill.  It was more likely that Laney and his friend, 
jazzman Aaron Shearer, would be coming  down old US 30 than Washington State 14 on 
the north side of the river.  I took a deep breath, checked the probe for possible traffic, 
and hit the co-ord button. 
 Blink. 
 Hey, right on the money.  I was pointing north on 97, where I could see the bridge 
and half a mile of both east-west roads.  My gaze wandered up the north side of the 
gorge to where Sam Hill would build his modern Stonehenge Memorial after the war 
was over.  That was my double check.  If it had been there, I’d know that I was too late, 
or else this universe had WW2 over and done with sooner than ours.  Just to make sure I 
wasn’t too early, I climbed down and walked into the little crossroads gas station.  I 
bought a Portland newspaper and the date was right.  The headlines said something 
about the Allies taking a town north of Naples, which was close enough. 
 I went back to the truck and waited.  I was beginning to worry, when the “Weird 
Willys” hove into sight.  As Towner had written, it was badly overloaded, the body 
scraping the protesting tires at every bounce.  I don’t know how I knew it was a light 
green; I guess that Laney had showed me a snapshot at some time or other in 1948.  He 
said that they had held it down to 35, but I never bought that.  They were doing at least 
40-45 when they crossed in front of me, which was pretty good for those roads and 
times. 
 I fired up the diesel, hung a left, and soon caught up with them.  My tractor is a ’58, 
but it must have looked strange to ’43 eyes, as I kept getting startled looks from the peo-
ple coming east.  I could see Fran saying something to Aaron, whose head whipped 
around and stared back at me..  I fell back a bit, waiting for their clutch to go. 
Sure enough, inside of ten miles we hit a light grade, and I could hear the Willy;s engine 
scream as the car slowed.  They pulled over on the shoulder and I followed.  Laney 
popped the hood and stared at the motor with profane frustration.  He frowned and gave 
me a very puzzled look as I approached.  I was sure he wouldn’t recognize me, because 
my portapak kept me at my present age.  He had no idea who this bald graybeard was, 
but he instinctively knew something was up. “Seems like you got clutch problems,” I 
said. 
 “Sure as hell have,” he rejoined.  “It was good of you to stop, but I think I can nurse 
it into the next town, maybe even Portland.”  He wasn’t too sure that he wanted any help 
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from me. 
 “Well—“ I scratched my head.  There’s no place between here and Portland that 
could fix that thing—not even The Dalles. 
 He bristled.  What had been the “Weird Willys” a moment ago, was transformed by 
my implied criticism into "the Gallant Little Willys.”  (Unlike Burbee, he could be quite 
sentimental).  “Uh, what are you suggesting?  I don’t see how you can tow us.” 
 “Oh, I can do better than that,” I said airily.  “Can you coax it over the next 
rise?  I’ll go ahead, let down a ramp, and you can roll it right into my trailer.” 
 He peered at me intently.  “Don’t I know you from somewhere?” he asked. 
“You did.  And maybe you will again.”  I turned back and got into my truck. 
 “Hey!” he yelled. “Whaddaya mean by that?  There’s something fishy about this!  I 
—”    But I slammed the door and started the engine. 
 Just over the hill there was a convenient spot that I pulled into and let down my 
back door cum ramp.  A minute later the little green beetle poked its nose over the rise, 
and drifted down to the ramp.  With my rig headed downhill, the ramp was almost 
level.  As Laney slipped the remnants of the clutch, Aaron and I pushing, we got it into 
the trailer. 
 “I’m gonna get my cigarettes,” Aaron announced, and climbed into the back of the 
truck.  I hurriedly pulled up the ramp just as Laney was starting to get out of the 
Willys.  He sputtered, “What are you--?”   Slam! 
 I hurried around to the cab, set the dials for a little-used road south of Boston, and 
hit the co-ord button.  I could hear them hammering on the walls of the trailer. 
 Blink. 
 A deer looked up at the bang of our arrival, then bounded off into the woods. 
 As I eased out onto the main road heading for North Weymouth, Mass and 121 
Norton St., I heard them still banging on the walls, but the noise was muffled by the 
motor, and after a while they gave up.  I was a little worried that they might turn on the 
Willys’ headlights and pick the lock on the gate that blocked off the time machine and 
start fiddling with things.  You could buffalo Laney, but not for long. 
 Soon I pulled into the cemetery across from 121 Norton, and lowered the door 
ramp.  As soon as Towner had backed the Willys down the ramp, I buttoned up the 
truck, preparing to leave, but FTL was out of his car in a New York second and all over 
me like Billy Martin on a dumbpire. 
 “You cockeyed sonofabitch!” he screamed, breathing fire an inch from my 
nose.  “Its against my principles to hit an old man, but you better start explaining real 
fuckin’ fast, or—“  He was interrupted by Aaron, who was staring around at the New 
England autumn and the ancient tombstones with his jaw down on his shoetops. 
 “Hey, Franman,” he said softly,  “Lookit this.  I don’t think we’re in Oregon any 
more, Toto.”  Laney gave a quick glance around, started to resume his tongue lashing, 
then did a double take worthy of Stan Laurel. 
 I seized my chance.  I said, “I saw a lot of science fiction mags in your car.” 
 Towner forgot his wonder for a moment and started to turn belligerent 
again.  “What’s it to you?” he grated.  “Who are you anyway?” but some of the steam 
had gone out of him 
 “Think, Meyer,”  I said.  “You’re an intelligent fellow.  Look at that house over 
there.”  I pointed to a handsome old Victorian across the street.  “There’s a stfan living 
there whom you know and like and he likes you.  Remember “The Shadow Over North 
Weymouth 91”?[3]  A husky young man and woman and a small toddler had come out 
on the porch and were looking curiously in our direction.  It was my younger self and 
family.  “Go over and talk to him,” I whispered, as I slid into my cab and got the hell out 
of there before I caused a timequake. 
 I checked the mirror before I rounded the first curve and saw Laney and Shearer 
walking across the street and myself coming down the steps to shake hands with 
them.  Then they all looked wonderingly in my direction.  I waved, but I don’t know if 
they waved back or not. 

*  *  *  *  * 
Now I sit here in a different 2004. perusing old issues of YHOS and trying to think of 
just what the difference was.  Remembering one fan history is bad enough, but two is a 

Francis Towner Laney 
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real bugger.  I wound up here in Gualala anyway (altho by a different route and that’s 
another story), because this is where I was meant to be, but Laney and fandom are dif-
ferent from what they were. 
 As soon as I got back I ran to the bookcase where I kept my file of early Yhosim, 
#1-13.  One thru eight were there all right, but #9 (Spring ’44) and following were miss-
ing.  Then I noticed the whole house was subtly changed,  It was still the same cluttered 
mess, but familiar books were gone from their familiar places, and strange ones were 
there instead.  I saw with a start that next to the funky old loose leaf binder that held 1-8 
was a smart looking, professional bound volume that read: Yhos 9-25, The Early 
Years.  And next to that was a much fatter one: “26-43 (1962-72),” followed by Vol III: 
“44-80 (1973-93).”  So I didn’t gafiate after #13, but continued longer and came back 
sooner!  No doubt it was due to Laney’s influence.  I opened #9 and began to read. 
 “Only Degler or a Shaverian would believe this,” I began, “and I scarcely believe it 
myself, even tho it happened.”  Or did it?  I’m still searching for some sort of explana-
tion that makes more sense than the one my senses report to me. 
 
 As I write this, one F. Towner Laney is peering over my shoulder thru his coke bot-
tle glasses and murmuring agreement.  He absolutely refuses to set down his side of the 
story in Fandango or anywhere else, or even tell me about it, because the ‘truth’ would 
make him look as gullible and idiotic as that section of fandom he has criticized so vehe-
mently.  But as most of Fapa knows by now, here he is on the other side of the continent, 
no longer in Clarkston, Wash.  That’s not the Amazing part, however; it’s how he got 
here! 
 Here are the facts.  Make up your own story, factual, funny, fantastic or other-
wise.  On October 25, 1943, Francis T. Laney and his friend, Aaron Shearer left Clark-
ston, Wash, heading for Portland, Oregon. On October 25, 1943, a monster semi like I 
haven’t seen before or since (‘futuristic’ is the only way I can describe it), pulled up 
across the street, and a little green ’38 Willys backed out of it.  Laney and his friend got 
out of the Willys and had some sort of argument with the driver of the semi, an old bald-
headed geezer with a full gray beard, who then got back into his truck and took off. 
 Anything else?’ I asked Fran. 
 He fingered his chin a moment, then: ‘Oh yes.  Why did he call me “Meyer”?  I 
think that’s the clue to the whole thing.’ 
 I shrugged. ‘Well, there’s Dick Meyer, of the Chicon I committee, but you don’t 
look anything alike, and he gafiated right after the con in 1940.  Haven’t heard a peep 
out of him since.’ 
 ‘Lets leave it right there,’ said Laney, and we did. 
 For a while, anyway.  (I wrote).  The strangeness of the whole business bugged me, 
and I couldn’t let go of it.  To my wife Ruth’s great relief, Aaron and his guitar got a gig 
up in Boston, and he left after a day or two.   
 Ruth liked Laney, but we both were happy after two weeks, when his boundless 
energy and restlessness landed him a job at the Kaiser shipyard down in Hingham and he 
found a room nearby.  Another mouth to feed put a severe strain on our budget, to say 
nothing of wartime meat rationing.  I had discovered horsemeat was a quite acceptable 
alternative to beef and required no coupons, but like many skinny, energetic people, 
Laney ate like a horse and never gained an ounce. 
 His last night with us, we splurged and had horse tenderloin.  He was very touched 
and very embarrassed, because he had left his ration book with his wife Jackie and kids 
Sandy and Quiggie.  He insisted on paying us for board and room.  He finally wore us 
down, but we were not about to accept more than a token amount.  We went round and 
round about it and he kept coming back to the tenderloin steak alone as being worth the 
whole sum he wanted to give us, which was nearly a month’s rent for the whole house.  I 
don’t like this kind of argument, and finally I broke down and disclosed that it was 
horsemeat, that it didn’t cost much and no coupons, and would he please shut up about 
it. 
 He sucked in his breath & stared goggle-eyed for a moment, then started to go 
‘Huh—huh—huh’ like an asthmatic struggling for breath.  Then when he was suffi-
ciently cranked up, he let loose with the famous Laney guffaw.  He bellowed so loud 
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that it frightened our little son, Pete, and he started to cry.  Fran was immediately all con-
trition, and nothing would do but he had to explain to Pete that that was the way he 
laughed.  He finally regained Pete’s trust and wound up with Pete on his lap in the rocking 
chair, singing goofy variations on Mother Goose songs the way he had done with 
Sandy.  We had to pry them apart half an hour past bedtime, and the argument about 
money was forgotten. 

 I looked up from my reading and out to sea, south-
ward, where one would hit nothing until the Edsel Ford 
Range in Antarctica, and wondered about that old universe 
that now existed only in my mind, where I once stayed with 
Laney for a month in Alhambra, at 816 Westboro. 
 I didn’t get to rock Sandy or Quiggie in that uni-
verse; I only saw them once under very strained condi-
tions.  Fran asked me to go to court as a character witness 
for him in the custody battle with Jackie.[4]  I was the only 
person he knew in the LA area whom he thought was 
“normal” enough and whose character would be credible 
enough in court to testify as to his character.  I was flattered 
but scared, altho it turned out that I didn’t have to take the 
stand.  The lawyers worked something out and I breathed a 
sigh of relief. 
 Towner’s concern for the “normal” always puz-
zled me, .especially the way he defined it.  He seemed to 
think that it was “normal” to go to bars to meet compatible 
women, but I didn’t question much on this, because that 
was how he had met Cele, his third wife.  I certainly didn’t 
want to cast doubt on that relationship while they were in 
the honeymoon period, and even less after she died and he 
was grief stricken.  Most of our interesting talks happened 
when we were riding back and forth to work.  As luck 

would have it, I found a job right away only a few blocks from where Fran, Burbee and 
Ashley worked.  I couldn’t afford a car for about a year, so I rode with Towner and 
bought some gas now and then. 
 One day we were stuck in traffic and his frustration took the form of ranting about 

“637 ½ South Bisexual Street.”[5]  This didn’t interest me much, since I 
didn’t share his prejudice against homosexuals.  I was neither pro nor 
anti.  Neither would I call his attitude “homophobia,” if you accept the 
dictionary definition as a “morbid fear of—“  It was a prejudice, such 
as all of us have for or against one thing or another.  So I kept quiet, 
letting him run down, which he finally did when traffic started to move 
again.  About then he realized that unlike Burbee and to some degree 
other members of the Insurgents, I hadn’t joined him in cussing out all 
the “neurotic queers and faggots” he thought infested the LASFS.  
 He looked at me sharply.  “Heh.  Hum.  How shall I put 
this?  I know you’re a totally normal family man, and thus have no 
sympathy for fairies.  But I have a feeling that you don’t agree with 
what I’ve been saying.” 
 I decided to cover my ass with general semantics, which was a 
pretty safe bet at that time, even with Laney.  I said, “It’s just that you 
make it sound like they’re all queer.  Yerke isn’t queer; Bronson isn’t 
queer; Rogers isn’t, and you told me yourself that Daugherty is a great 

stick man.  And even if some of them are fruits, what do you care as long as they keep it 
in their own bedrooms.?” 
 “OK, so all of them aren’t, but what sticks in my craw is the fact that they can live 
together and do all kinds of unnatural crap, but if I want to shack up with some broad for a 
while, then I’m an immoral, rotten person!” 
 “Not in my book,” I said, “unless you want to do it now.  You’re married, and I 
thought you took that seriously.” 
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 “No, no,” he said hastily.  “That was just after the divorce, before I found Cele.” 
 “So why gripe about it now?  That’s history.  Besides, the people you should be get-
ting after are all these self-righteous prudes who are always sticking their blue noses into 
everybody else’s business!” 
 If there was any group he disliked more than homosexuals, it was pious holier-than-
thous.  “Yeah,” he breathed, and his eyes gleamed behind his thick spectacles.  We grum-
bled and grouched together the rest of the way home. 
         I resumed reading in altuniverse Yhos #10, which, with Laney’s help, managed to be 
six pages longer then the skimpy ish I did in that other universe just after being inducted to 
military service in the QMC and Climatic Research Lab (CRL) as a techie guinea pig: 
 Laney’s energy and fanac skills continue to amaze me.  What to me would be 
“busy”—even “too busy” (to get military, family and fannish obligations taken care of) is 
to Fran an indolent vacation.  Even with his mysterious uprooting, putting in 60 hour 
weeks at the shipyard, and dealing with a messy divorce, he continues to put out the excel-
lent Acolyte and make every Fapa mailing with an eight page Fandango and still find time 
to help with thish of Yhos. 
 At the typewriter he is something to behold.  He doesn’t so much operate the machine 
as attack it.  Even with four finger Hunt & Peck, he may be faster than Warner, who touch 
types about 100 wpm.  What is most amazing is that he composes on the stencil and makes 
very few errors.  I was trying to help him with the lettercol for Acolyte by taking turns 
typing and keeping up a conversation at the same time, when he became impatient with 
my need to stop typing every time I had something to say.  He said that we would make 
better progress if I would proofread while he typed.  So while I found and corflued his 
mistakes on the previous stencil, he would have another one done.  His typoes were usu-
ally the garden variety: things like dropped letters, or close words; “some” for “same,” 
”not" for “now,” etc.  He rarely had a tangled sentence that would require erasing a whole 
line, while I would get at least one of those per page. 
  For some inexplicable reason I keep getting déjà vu experiences with Laney. Nor-
mally, I would get these maybe once or twice a year, but I seem to have one almost every 
time we get together.  We were driving back from a Stranger Club meeting last month and 
somehow got on the subject of wingless fairies (homos).  I told him how I had been picked 
up by one while hitchhiking back to my military post the previous weekend.  The driver 
wasn’t the swishy type at all, but I began to wonder when we got to his hometown of 
Reading about 3 am, and he became very insistent that I come to his place and spend the 
rest of the night.  I explained that I had to be back on base at 6, and it would be better to 
get back, and if I had any time left for a nap, to do it there.  But he ignored this plausible 
argument and kept pressing me that I really ought to see his collection of African art or 
whatever.  I began to get scared, because he had this huge Great Dane dog in the back 
seat, and I was wondering what the dog would do if I raised my voice or made any sudden 
moves. 
     Fortunately, a traffic light turned red and I hurriedly got out with one eye on the dog, 
thanking the man profusely.  This is my favorite spot to get a lift into Lawrence.  I only 
have ten miles to go now you’ve been a  great help thank you very much indeed blab la 
babble bla etc.  Towner broke in at this point with his famous Huh Huh Huh 120 decibel 
guffaw. 
     This is where I got the overpowering feeling that we had sat in a car late at night and 
had this very same conversation.  I knew what he was going to say next, but didn’t tell him 
so.  Sure enough, he launched into a diatribe about how disgusting pansies were, then told 
his anecdote about how he had led on a particularly effeminate one in a bar to the point 
where the poor soul wanted to take Fran home with him, and then FTL dressed him down 
with withering scorn. 
     I didn’t think it was so funny, and we sat in silence for a minute.  Here it comes, I 
thought, and wondered how to reply.  “OK,” he said, “How about this one?  Some fugg-
head told me one time that I was so down on queers because I was a ‘latent homo’ my-
self!  Huh Huh Huh!” 
     I permitted myself a short chuckle, more out of embarrassment than agreement. 
     Towner became alarmed.  “Hey, c’mon!  You don’t think there’s anything to that, do 
you?” 



12 

     “Oh, not in your case,” I  lied.  “But there’s such a thing as projection, you know.  Look 
how racism works, for instance.[6]  Anti-semites will take all the faults they don’t like in 
themselves and project them onto the Jews.  Stinginess, cheating, hard bargaining, etc.  then 
they use that as an excuse for ostracism, then pogroms, and finally, what Hitler is do-
ing.  Scapegoating.” 
     “Ummm, I dunno.  The Jews themselves started scapegoating.” 
     “So?  They used goats.  Isn’t that better than using people?” 
     “I suppose so,”he grumbled.  “But I really doubt that I secretly want to go to bed with a 
fairy, or that I would really like it if I did.  I like women too much.  I really do.” 
  “You may be right,” I said, using his favorite riposte from HL Mencken. 
       “Touche.” His laughter was genuine, but it wasn’t his total belly laugh either. 
 From alt Yhos #11: 
 

   Well, Towner has gone back  West to Idaho in a vain (I suspect) 
effort to patch up his crumbling marriage to Jackie.  He tried valiantly 
to entice her back East, but she would have none of it, being strongly 
parochial and quite suspicious of the cover story Laney cooked up to 
explain his strange displacement, altho I thot it quite ingenious.  I’m 
sure that even if there were a mundane “true” explanation of what had 
happened, she would have been suspicious of that as well. 

 From alt Yhos #12:  (Actually, for good reasons, the following was a 
separate sheet of paper which I didn’t print in the issue itself) 
                 

 Deja vu again.  I was right about it being all over with Jackie, 
but the aftermath gives me the cold chills.  He has found a new love 
that he met in a bar—where else?  Her name is Cindy Barton.  Why do 
the initials give me such a sense of foreboding?  In some ways, Towner 
& I had some weird parallels.  A first marriage that ultimately fell apart 
in spite of our best efforts to prevent it.  Then a true love who came 
unexpectedly.  Bliss for two short years, then a sudden, tragic 
death.  The hazy pseudo memory of that other time scrolled jerkily 
across my mind.  Was that why he was so patient with me in that month 
on 816 Westboro in that other 1948?  I too, was struggling with a rock 
of a housing shortage & the hard place of a skeptical spouse far far 
away, who had images of me cavorting with nubile starlets on some 
unspecified California beach while she was stuck with three kids & no 
future. 

                
  Another characteristic we shared was our approach to jazz.  Unlike most music fans, 
neither of us gave a rat’s ass for hi-fi.  The music was the thing, not the teknology behind 
it.  Burbee once jeered at Fran, who was happily digging one of his favorite Louie Arm-
strong platters, bouncing up & down in his chair, jiggling & beating time on his knees.  The 
record was so worn that there was more crackle, hiss and static coming out of it than there 
was music, but Fran didn’t care.  “Gray!” said the Burb.  “The fucking record was fucking 
gray!” I was the same way.  I think what happened was that once the music started, memory 
took over and the actual sounds faded into the background.  It was the structure that 
counted, the way one note related to the next. 
   On the other hand, he was fascinated with the latest in new teknology.  Wire recorders 
were just coming in about that time, & he and Burbee just about hocked their souls to get 
one.  Not between them—each!   At one point, Towner was going on and on  about how 
wonderful it was  that you could now have   *A*WHOLE* ALBUM!* 7   on one little 
spool,  when Burbee interrupted with  “Meyer, control your enthusiasm.  The next thing 
you’ll be saying is that wire recorders are better than sex.” 
   Laney stopped in midword; his eyes bugged out and he swallowed.  “Well.  I—uh—
that is…   Hum.  Almost as good?  Very nearly?” 
 Charles Edward Burbee Jr smiled one of his evil, sleepy smiles.  “I hear,” glancing  
over at me, “that you have been known to go to bed with one foot hanging out, touching 
your wirecorder, just to make sure it’ll still be there in the morning.”  This was close, bcoz 
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of Laney’s legendary ability to focus his attention 110% on anything that was wor-
thy of it.  The first night he had it, he would have stayed up all night fiddling with it 
if Cele hadn't literally dragged him off to the bedroom.  He gulped again. 
 “I rest my case,” said Burbee 
 Yhos #13  (Spring 1945, Universe 2):  “All you Faps will be happy to hear 
that Laney may be back with us soon. In his last letter (some of you may also 
have the same news-—but just in case) he wrote that he has divorced, come out of 
the resultant tailspin and remarried.  He moved to Seattle and got a job in the Kai-
ser shipyards.  Altho he didn’t say so, the reason I believe he may degafiate is that 
he was talking about resuming Acolyte if Duane Rimel moves to Seattle also, and 
if he can talk newly found friend Bill Austin into helping him.  That’s too many 
ifs.  After the divorce, he refunded all subscriptions and passed on the material he 
had on hand to other fanzine eds.  It wd be much easier to restart Fandango.”   
 Yhos # 15, Fall 1946, U2:  “…..I guess I spoke too soon about Towner com-
ing back to us.  I've only had one letter from him in the past year, and that con-
tained the bad news that he is not only divorced, but a widower as well.  Such bad 
luck shouldn’t happen to a fugghead, let alone a great guy like Laney.  He is in 
mourning, and has no interest in anything, let alone fandom.  I hope visits with 
Sandy and Quiggie may help to pull him out of it.” 
 Yhos #17, Winter 1947, U2:   Welcome back, Fran!  Boston’s loss is Seattle’s 
gain, I’d say.  As to dianetics, I share your skepticism.  You no doubt remember 
that wonderful evening at the Stranger Club with Campbell and Hubbard, when 
we realized that besides being a talented writer, he was a conman extraordi-
naire.  As he said, the way to make a fortune is to invent a new religion, without 
even calling it a religion, and he has. 
 Yhos #20 (Winter 1950, U2):  Mailing comments Fan-dango 27: Congrats on 
your part in the success of Norwescon.  Wish I cdvbn there *sob*.  It looks like I 
wont be doing much fanac for the next four years, since I’ll be going to school (LA 
State) on the GI Bill.  Perhaps we’ll get to see each other again, come vacation time, 
and if finances improve.  We’re still recovering from the expense of our move west. 
 yhos #22 (Winter 1952, U2):  Fan-dango 33: Congrats on your new wife, Ethel, 
and the ready-made family.  Also on your long article Fijagh is a Way of Life.  The 
irony of the title is superb, but I hope you’re not serious about quitting fan-
dom.  Granted, there are a lot of fuggheads among us like those who almost 
wrecked Norwescon, but there are fuggheads everywhere.  For my money, people 
like Jack Speer, the Busbys and the rest of the Seattle crew more than make 
up for the Deglers, the Shaverites and just plain idiots.  And don’t forget The 
Strangers; all the good bullfests we had with Swisher, Davis, Stubbs & 
Co.  Even Degler behaved himself at Norwescon, so theres still hope.   
 Yhos #25 (Winter 1955, U2): Fan-dango 37: Hang in there, Fran.  I al-
most gafiated in 1951, when I started school again, and I’m not going to have 
much spare time for the next year or two at my new job of teaching at com-
munity college.  But I’ll keep up minac at least til I get tenure, wch takes 
three years.  Dave Rike and Terry Carr, now that I’m in the Barea, will see to 
that.  But u deserve a lot of the “credit,”if keeping me in fandom can be seen 
as a positive, bcoz without your friendship & encouragement (sometimes 
nagging!) I wdvbn long gone. 
 Don’t kid yrself about being free of fuggheads in Mundania.  The supe 
of our college district is a prime example.  There’s a movement among the 
faculty to get rid of him, but I’m scared to death to join it for fear of getting 
fired while still on probation  
Yhos #27, (Fall 1957, U2)   Those of you whove mist Laney since he dropt 
out of Fapa a year ago, will be pleased to hear that he’s OK & still in Seattle. 
Bill Austin has got him interested in reading music, classical scores as well as 
jazz.  I am worried tho about his health.  30 years of cigarets have scarrd his lungs 
something awful.  He told me he’s going to a surgeon in St. Louis for an operation.   
 If he cd only QUIT! . . . .      —Art Widner 
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 Willamette, the river that runs through Portland, is pronounced to rhyme 
with damn it; maybe you know this fact. 
 
 Doug Bell, a Scot living in Cornwall, I am convinced is Canadian. Dur-
ing the Corflu XXX banquet Doug dropped his fork. "Excuse me," he said. 
Only Canadians apologize to inanimate objects. 
 I was hoping for the opportunity to buy an original Dan Steffan. My ex-
pectations were exceeded. Many examples of Dan's artwork were for sale. I 
outbid Jay Kinney for Hall of Jiants, an illustration for an article in Robert 
Lichtman's Trap Door.  
 Andy Hooper's Mariners soundly defeated my Blue Jays on Saturday and 
my Blue Jays were equally dominant over the Mariners on Sunday. Alas, 
pre-season Vegas odds makers picking the Blue Jays to win the World Se-
ries seems unlikely to happen. Andy was unconvinced by my analysis that 
the Blue Jays are letting the other teams wear themselves out before surging 
to the lead. 
 Lucy Huntzinger, a co-founder of Corflu, was Guest of Honour of the 
thirtieth Corflu, her name drawn from Andy Hooper's fez. Corflu tradition is 
that an attendee is the guest of honour, a practice which is both democratic 
and saves the committee money. 
 Lucy was inspired by the first Corflu Guest of Honour speech, a speech 
that was given in French by Pascal Thomas and translated, sort of, into Eng-
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lish. Lucy gave her speech in Old Norse. Ulrika O'Brien was her transla-
tor into English. Tamara Vining and Jeannie Bowman were Vikings. Pat 
Virzi and David Levine were hotel white towel-costumed Viking ghosts. 
 Roy Kettle is the newest Past President of the Fan Writers of Amer-
ica. Elinor Busby is the newest Lifetime Achievement Award recipient, 
joining Ted White, Art Widner, Shelvy Vick. 
 Claire Brialey reached new heights. Tom Becker and Spike drove 
Claire and Mark Plummer up snow-capped Mount Hood. 
 Art Widner, 95, drove from Gualala, Northern California, and contin-
ued north to Mount Baker in Washington to visit one of his seven grand-
children, a granddaughter who is a Park Ranger. 
 Ted White autographed copies of the current issue of the Magazine of 
Fantasy & Science Fiction, among its contents Ted's short story "Systems 
of Romance." 
 Before the start of the banquet Ted complimented me on my work 
ethic. I had put a DUFF ballot and a Bill Wright campaign flyer on each 
chair. 
 Milt Stevens received eight ballots from attendees, ballots which he 
will deliver to Marty Cantor, for ultimate delivery to John Hertz. 
 Unprompted by me, Robert Lichtman, during Announcements, said 
that he had voted for Bill Wright. 
 Robert already had been on his 
feet twice, accepting the FAAn 
Award for Best Single Issue and 
the Harry Warner Jr. Memorial 
Award. The other FAAn catego-
ries: Artist: Dan Steffan; Web-
site: eFanzines.com; Writer: Andy 
Hooper; Personal Fanzine: Mike 
Meara; Genzine or Collaboration: 
Chunga; Fanzine Cover: Dan Stef-
fan. Fan Face Number One (not a 
FAAn Award): Dan Steffan.  The 
FAAn Awards were co-presented 
by Kate Yule and David Levine. 
 Next year Corflu happens in 
Richmond, Virginia. Presentation 
of the bid was delivered by a tie-
wearing Randy Byers. Randy ac-
cepted the award for CHUNGA 
on behalf of himself, Andy 
Hooper, and carl Juarez. 
 Mike Meara described to me 
another reason why owning prop-
erty on the U.S. east coast 
is  problematic. When a piece of 
an island falls into the Atlantic, a 
100-foot-high tsunami will hit the 
east coast. 
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  Gary Grady and I puzzled over the location of this island. Gary 
suggested the land was a sea mount inasmuch as the mid-Atlantic has 
few islands. Mike subsequently told me the island that will destroy the 
U.S. East Coast is the Azores. 
 Perhaps a warning will be given by the Canary Islands.  
 Jeff Schalles did his best to give away Art Widner's 1930s bottom-
of-the-line Sears Roebuck mimeograph. Art brought it to Portland in the 
crate in which it was shipped from Boston when Art moved to Califor-
nia. Pat Virzi coveted the day-after-Pearl-Harbour-attack newspaper 
folded around a stencil. 
 Geri Sullivan gave me a Minneapolis in '73 card with text "Next, 
you cut the tire longitudinally..." After the banquet, Spike stuffed a 
plush beaver, Roscoe, into my jacket breast pocket. The announcement 
in the one-shot that Spike had misplaced Roscoe was incorrect. 
 In the con suite Carrie Root demonstrated her engineering skill by 
building a house using the William Morris-worthy (beautiful and useful, 
both, unlike, oh I don't know, Ian Sorenson) red and white Corflu XXX 
coasters, designed by Dan Steffan. 
 On the RatFandom panel, when Graham Charnock's and   
Kettle's memories diverged, and half-Rat Rich Coad hadn't been pre-
sent, never-a-Rat Rob Hansen provided his historian's knowledge. 
Attendance at Corflu XXX, including Saturday walk-ins, was 109. 
 The top floor of the Red Lion Hotel includes the Windows Lounge, 
the location of the Corflu banquet. On Saturday evening Grant Kruger 
drew my attention to the fact that not all of the sign was illuminated, 
such that at night the sign spelled “Widows.” 
 Fanzines received during Corflu XXX were Random Jottings 8 
(Nixon  issue, Michael Dobson); unexplored ordnance (John D. Berry); 
Hitch Hike 28 (spring 1977 and undistributed until 2013, John D. 
Berry); Inca 9 (Rob Jackson); BOOMCHICKAWAWA ! (Graham Char-
nock); No Sin But Ignorance 82 (Claire Brialey); Unreliable Narrator 
(Doug Bell); Nowhere Fan (Christina Lake); Banana Wings 52 (Claire 
Brialey & Mark Plummer); Bento 23 (David Levine & Kate Yule). 
 The excellent convention publications were Eklundia Stories: The 
Complete Fan Fiction of Gordon Eklund, edited by Robert Lichtman, 
and The Tattooed Dragon Lives!, by William Rotsler, with Introduction 
by Dan Steffan. 
 Michael Dobson shared his discovery of CreateSpace as a cheaper 
alternative to Kinkos. 
 Do not aggravate Steve Stiles with your back to stairs. He will push 
you and years from now he will continue to be pleased. 
 Dan and Lynn Steffan made one mistake in hosting Corflu XXX. 
The fine convention happened in a hotel beside a light rail stop leading 
to an interesting city in pleasant weather. If they hoped no one will want 
them to host another Corflu in Portland, they failed.  
        – Murray Moore 

Did You Go to 
Corflu XXX? 

 Murray’s article captures the essence 
of his convention experience at Corflu 
XXX. He got me into a Corflu Frame of 
Mind and, once again, made me wish 
Joyce and I could’ve gone to Portland. 
 I’m reminded of a fannish aphorism 
that each fan attends his or her own con-
vention. Experiences most certainly 
overlap, but each fan experiences the 
event from their own unique viewpoint. 
 So, I’m hoping that some of you 
who did get to attend will tell the rest of 
us about your Corflu XXX experience. 
 You can write a full-length conven-
tion report if you like, but it isn’t neces-
sary to do so. Your account of one or 
more happenings would be equally wel-
come. 
 I’ll print your anecdotes and reports 
in the next fanstuff. If enough of you 
take a crack at it, I’ll put it all together 
in a special “Corflu XXX Memories” 
issue. — Arnie 
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The ‘Loccer Room’  House Rules  
 “Loccer room” aspires to be a fair, open 
and unfettered discussion forum.. Here in 
brief are the rules. 
 The “loccer room” is an “equal op-
portunity” forum .  I print all locs; the 
fans in “WAHF” have sent simple ac-
knowledgements or communications not 
intended for publication. 
 Locs appear in approximately the 
same order as received. It would be un-
usual for any loc to be printed out of or-
der, though the possibility exists.  
 Letters are never interrupted by edi-
torial comments. My comments are in the 
narrow columns. 
 When a writer addresses a topic the 
full text is always printed. It’s like post-
ing to an e-list, except it’s easier to read 
and won’t bury your contributions at the 
end of a seemingly endless thread. 
 There Are No Ambushes. No one will 
‘respond’ to your loc in the same issue, 
except me. Everyone else can air their 
views in the next issue. 
 Apologies for disagreeing with me are 
unnecessary. I don’t care what you write 
as long as you write intelligently. Fact is, I 
don’t even have a firm opinion on many 
subjects raised in fanstuff. 

Chris Garcia 
 So, sitting in the airport, waiting to fly to Kansas City for ConQuesT, one of the few 
cons to have enough internal CapiTals for my taste! 
 More Insurgantism. I'm still concerned. I've read a lot of stuff from the 50’s and 60’s, 
and it's always the stuff from the folks like Burbee (and how much do I love The Incom-
pleat Burbee!). Maybe it's the meritocracy thing that bugs me most. It's not about who 
does and at what level, but it's that you're willing to be a part of the community. I don't 
care if you're good, I care that you're there! That's more than enough for me! Maybe it's 
that I see Supporting the Meritocracy as being an agenda... 
 Then again, maybe it's that Living Up To One's Standards thing. I always live up to my 
standards, they're just so low it would be impossible not to! 
 I also like Bureaucracy in managing things. It can work beautifully, though even I ad-
mit it takes work. 
 Maybe the real problem I have with Insurgentism is simple: I like rules, and when 
there are rules I don't like, I dismiss them and pay the price for choosing to do so. To me, 
that's the way to go! 
 It's interesting that I see Scientism as alive and well. Look at Maker Faire. It's a bunch 
of scientific tinkerers, many, if not most, of whom are SF fans of one stripe or another. 
Many are actively involved in making science fictional objects! It's a fun crowd, really! 
 In between the Commercialism and Serconism are the Academics, and they're another 
group that I enjoy hanging with; largely because they know how to PARTY!!!!! I read a 
lot of SF Criticism and go to a conference or two every year or so. It's interesting be-
cause there are fans like Heather Urbansky or Mike Perschon who are firmly academics, 
but are also fans, and often their FanAc takes the form of academia, which can be a lot of 
fun. 
 So there actually ARE Tucker Awards! I'm shocked, and now that I think about it, I 
remember seeing them presented at the NASFiC in St. Louis! Hmmmmm... I need to 
brush off the old memory. Jim Murray won one! I'll be seeing him tonight! 
 Gotta love Dick Lupoff! 
 I don't think encouraging people not to spend money that will go (in part) to Ed 
Kramer  is descending into vigilante justice. I think it's simply saying "I don't want to 
support him, so I'm not giving the group that is his primary financial income any of my 
money." That's the difference with all of the awards/groups: none of the money I give 
them directly puts money in the pockets of any of the people mentioned. And as for the 
writer, I have boycotted both authors and publishers in the past for just such reasons be-
cause that does put money directly in their pockets. And I've backed off publisher boy-
cotts when they've directly distanced themselves from the authors in question and cut 
ties. Of course, others haven't. Not giving these groups our money is really the only way 
we have to show that we don't approve. The best way to deny Kramer the means to con-
tinue his campaign is to not spend money that will go to his pockets. Yes, there are oth-
ers who will get struck themselves, and a couple of them have said they have no problem 
taking the financial hit s long is it gets Kramer out of the mix. 
 Bill Wright would make a fine DUFF delegate, as would my nominee Clare McDon-
ald-Sims. I'm lucky enough to know 'em both (though I've never met Bill) and will say 
that both would be great in the role and it's one of those races where I am glad to be a 
nominator, supporter, and voter! 
 
Dick Lupoff 
 Your essays on Insurgentism make good reading and strike me as well thought-out and 
plausible. However (ah, the fatal "however!"), I have a mildly uncomfortable feeling 

To Chris Garcia 
A Couple of DUFFers 

 You won’t get any argument from 
me about either DUFF candidate. I 
prefer Bill Wright, but Clare will be 
good if she wins. I don’t expect the 
kind of negativity that  marred some 
recent fan fund campaigns. I doubt 
anyone will challenge either nomi-
nee’s qualifications or that either of 
them will disgrace themselves with ill-
timed inflammatory comments. 
 DUFF sorely needed a race between 
two appealing, active fans. I think this 
is it. 
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about the whole enterprise. Have tried to pinpoint the reason, and I think I've located it. I 
think you may be over intellectualizing this. 
 Puts me in mind of the old story of the fellow who wandered into the yacht showroom, 
pointed at a luxurious boat, and asked a salesman how much it cost. 
 Salesman said, "Doesn't matter. If you have to ask you can't afford it." 
 Also made me remember something that my departed friend Dick Ellington once told 
me. He was referring to a self-appointed guru of the era (circa 1970) and said that he could 
tell that this fellow was just itching to be regarded as an ascended master. 
    "I know he thinks he's an ascended master," Ellington told me, "but he can't say so, be-
cause anybody who says he's an ascended master -- isn't!" 
 There's also a Jewish tradition of the few truly holy persons who walk the earth at any 
time, upholding the moral basis of all Mankind. Whenever one of them realizes that he's 
one of the holy personages, he ceases to be one and somebody else is chosen to take the 
job. 
 And I suspect that one of the basic characteristics of a fannish Insurgent is the natural 
and spontaneous basis of his-or-her Insurgency. Any time one of these characters rises up 
and proclaims, "I am an Insurgent" -- that person ceases instantly to be an Insurgent and 
instead becomes a Gallumphing Creeber. 
 And of course there's a local San Francisco Bay Area writers group that's been around 
for some years now. Didn't have a name until one of our participants suggested "Bad 
Companions" and that name stuck. Here are the principles upon which we operate: 
  
    We have no constitution and no by-laws; 
    We elect no officers; 
    We collect no dues and have no treasury; 
    We hold no business meetings; 
    We conduct no programs; 
    We issue no publications; 
    We award no honors; 
    We have no schedule. 
  
    Once in a while somebody will stir from his or her stupor and mutter, "Hmm, haven't 
had a BC event in a while," and will send emails to some of the other regulars, and some-
how over a period of days we settle on a date and place when most of use are available 
and willing to show up. We meet at a restaurant in San Francisco or Berkeley or Oakland 
or Petaluma. We consume some tasty libations. We exchange a little shop talk and a lot of 
personal gossip. We eat lunch. Then everybody goes home. 
 Come to think of it, we haven't had a BC event in a while. Guess I'll send out some 
emails. Not today, though. It's getting late and I have a piece of work to get done and then 
I want to take a little nap before dinner. 
 I'll get around to it, though. Real Soon Now 
 
Wolf von Whitting 
 Wow! How little I know about fandom. Eager to learn about insurgentism I read the 
philosophical presentation with great interest. But understanding so little, I would have 
used the word fannish, every time you use the word trufannish and trufannish every time 
you use insurgentism.  
 Being a bit of an insurgent outside fandom, I get my own ideas about what general in-
subordination entails. For example, I threw out TV not to be bombarded with exactly the 
same information as millions of viewers. I refuse to use a mobile phone, so my move-
ments can't be tracked. I moved out to the countryside, away from CCTV. And I'm just a 
word terrorist (since I'm opposed to all sort of violence). But, hey! Insurgent is a much 
better word for it. 
 I would have expected the insurgent to be against something dominating or stupid. 
Against commercialism or against the pseudo-science which flourishes among some fans. 
Now that you explained everything, I'm even more confused than before. I thought fan-
dom was a way of life to trufans. Apparently it can be fijagh as well. I thought trufans 
were the fans who thought deeper about the issues of fandom and cared little about pro-

More to Chris Garcia 
Fan Philosophies, Alive and Well 

 All seven fan philosophies are still 
part of the mix, at least in Trufan-
dom. The relative influence of each 
philosophy rises and falls over time, 
changing the overall consensus, but 
they’re all present. 

Still More to Chris Garcia 
Rage Against the Bureaucracy 

 I think bureaucracy is the worst 
way to run anything in Fandom. I’d 
rather depend on fans’ intelligence 
and fairness. 
 We can hold differing opinions 
about bureaucracy without feuding 
over it. Let’s say some fans propose 
a continuing supervising committee 
for Corflu. That’s much too bureau-
cratic for me, but you might take the 
opposite view. Our opinions, and 
those of other Trufams, create a con-
sensus on the issue. It’s an academic 
discussion with no personal heat. 
The quest get decided and we stay 
friends. 

To Dick Lupoff 
A Story from the Old-Timer 

 That’s a pretty good one in a zen 
kinda way, Johnny, but that ain’t the 
way I heard it! 
 The way I heard it, one fan says to 
t’other fan, “He thinks he’s an as-
cended master.” 
 “He looks like a Double Ascended 
Master,” t’other fan says. 
 “A Double Ascended Master?” 
says the first fan. 
 “These Double Masters are ass-
emded whether they’re comin’ or 
goin’!” 

To Chris and Dick 
The Comfort Zone 

 I regret if anything I wrote made 
you uncomfortable, especially  since 
there’s no reason to worry. Both of 
you display Insurgent Tendencies — 
and have for as long as I’ve known 
either of you. 
 The Insurgent message isn’t tied to 
Laney’s individual style. Think of 
Burbee, Carr, Lichtman and Joyce.  
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dom. I thought commercialism was an abomination to fandom at large.  
 It will take some time to digest the new statements and to make sense of it. At the mo-
ment you just rocked the foundation of my fandom philosophy, if ever I had one. But I 
like being tumbled and shaken now and then. It reminds me of how little I've learned in 
life and how much there still is to understand. 
 I have also learned that I barely scratched the surface when it comes to knowing Ameri-
can fandom. 
 
Robert Lichman 
 As a Certified Oldphart I find myself once again in the position of Nodding Sagely as I 
read your continued efforts to define and codify various aspects of fandom—the latest 
being your revisiting the Definition of Insurgentism in fanstuff #35.  I agree with your 
brush strokes, but since as I recall I visited the subject when you first brought it up in pre-
vious issue(s) I really have nothing to add.  And once again I wonder what your bottom 
line is in having fanstuff be a sort of ongoing primer of fannishness—“a forum for fannish 
discussion,” as you put it in a sidebar to Bill Plott.  
 Of the seven fan philosophies you enumerate, the one that has never touched me at all is 
Professionalism.  I’m sufficiently aware of my limitations as a prospective writer of fiction 
to know that I am not, never have been, and never will be fandom’s next Hot New Pro.  I 
also never bought into Scientism, and my “interest in cutting-edge science” is spotty.  That 
is, it all depends on the specific subject—and these days, that interest might well involve 
taking a position against something touted as scientific progress.  For instance, I’m against 
hydraulic fracking to wrestle more natural gas out of the American landscape.  You can 
learn my reasons why by watching a few minutes of the movie Gasland. 
 The real prize of this issue is Dick Lupoff’s story of his grandmother—an amazing 
woman who came to America with so little and suffered greatly when her husband died 
young, and yet despite that demonstrated great strength and courage in keeping her family 
together over several generations.  Her influence on Dick in helping him learn to read at a 
very young age was a really touching story.   
 In many ways she reminded me of my own grandmother, Rose.  Dick’s mention of 
Clara making noodles from scratch made me recall how my grandmother made huge 
batches of strudel by hand, rolling out dough until it was paper-thin on a large table in the 
dining room of her house while I watched.   
 Good to read in Bill Plott’s letter that someone gave him a copy of Ah! Sweet Laney! at 
DSC50!  I’d be interested to know his thoughts on the collection once he has a chance to 
read it.   
 I don’t know if Bill’s ever read Ah! Sweet Idiocy!, but ASL is certainly a good counter-
balance for those who would condemn Laney—as Chris Garcia does in his letter, where in 
my opinion he goes back and applies contemporary standards to Laney’s ‘40s views and 
concludes that “he was involved in Public Relations of the worst type with ASI.”  Well, 
maybe so,  but it should be mentioned that ASI was serialized in three parts that were run 
through FAPA mailings and may not have had a huge outside readership.  Certainly it 
wasn’t reviewed (that I know of) in Rog Phillips’s “Club House” columns in Amazing.  
So, what “public” was negatively affected? 
 Thanks for listing the results of this year’s FAAn Awards on the back page.  It should 
also be noted that this year’s recipient of the Lifetime Achievement Award was Elinor 
Busby.  Those of us (i.e., me for just one) who were given early exposure in fandom via 
our letters to Cry of the Nameless have Elinor, as editor of the lettercol, to thank.  She also 
had a long-running column, “Hwyl,” in many issues.  And since then she’s been active in 
a number of apas, including a quarter-century spell as Official Editor of Apassembly—one 
of those small private apas that sprung up in the ‘60s and continues today via a merger 
with Lilapa, another small private apa also dating back to the ‘60’s.  She’s done a couple 
stints as that group’s OE, as well.  And at 88 she still attends conventions, and was a wel-
come and lively presence in Portland.   
 
Tom Johnson  
 Fanstuff #36: I apologize for not commenting on the last several issues of Fnstuff, but I 
have just been snowed under all year, and it doesn’t look like the skies are going to clear 

To Wolf von Whitting 
I Think You’ve Got It! 

 You make a key point about Insur-
gentism. In the 70 years since Bob 
Tucker invented Insurgentism, it has 
contributed a lot to our subculture. 
Some Insurgent principles are now 
an integral part of our subculture. 
 I believe that the tenets of Insur-
gentism are still valuable, so I’ve 
tried to explain it in a way that’s 
relevant to today’s Fandom. 
 This isn’t some new, quirky phi-
losophy and it’s not a crusade to 
convert fans. Fandom is a buffet: 
take what you want in the quantity 
that sates your appetite.  

To Robert Lichtman 
This Is Not a Primer 

 My articles in #31 and #35 are a 
primer on Insurgentism. I don’t think 
that’s an accurate description of fan-
stuff as a whole. 
 I dubbed you the Sage of Fandom, 
because your intelligence, wisdom, 
perception and knowledge of Fan-
dom make you a guiding light of our 
subculture. Even on those rare occa-
sions when we disagree, I always 
respect your viewpoint, because of 
your insight into Fandom. 
 Fanstuff embraces the variety of 
Trufandom. “Loccer room,” in 
which you are a luminary among 
luminaries, facilitates timely discus-
sion. 
 I realize that, sometimes, pieces in 
fanstuff tell you things you already 
know or raise topics you thought 
long-buried. I’m grateful for your 
patience — and your strong and con-
tinuing support. You’ve many times 
proven yourself a true friend as well 
as a Trufan. 
 Fans who want a Trufandom 
primer might do me the honor of 
downloading The Trufan’s Advisor 
at efanzines.com 

More to Robert Lichtman 
Lifetime Achievement 

 I like the LAA, because I’d rather 
honor someone while they are alive to 
enjoy it. Elinor is a fine fan; I’m glad 
she received the award in person. 
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any time soon. Honest, I’m really busy this year. I have taken the time to read each issue 
as they arrive, then quickly get back to work.  But I wanted to at least drop a note to let 
you know I’m still alive.  
 As for the latest issue, I’ve got to admit I was a huge fan of those “Four Color Flops”. I 
discovered comic books in 1947, around my 7th birthday that year, when we moved to the 
big city from a farm and ranch community. I thought Batman and Superman were the best 
things to happen to a seven-year old kid. I read comic books through the 1950s, and then 
the Army took me away from them for many, many years. By the 1980s comic books had 
moved from children to adult fare, and I wanted nothing to do with them. But my love for 
the Golden Age, and those Four Color Flops never darkened. 
 
Earl Kemp 
 Did you know that, for a time, Milton Luros was art director of Archie  
Comics? Decades before he moved to LA and created a sleazebook empire? 
 
Lloyd Penney 
 As is my style these days, I am two issues of fanstuff behind, and I shall make the at-
tempt to get caught up in one stupendous loc! Or at least try… 
 35…I don’t think I could be an Insurgent…last time I was involved in a dispute, it was 
on Facebook, and those attacking me were made even more furious when I finally said 
that we’d have to agree to disagree. Perhaps my technique is more subtle than most real-
ize? I just rolled my eyes, smiled, and kept going. By the looks of it, I was applying the 
Fourth Pillar, and standing up for myself, and what I was doing. 
 Good to see that Bob Tucker wasn’t ignored or forgotten award-wise. Theirs is always 
the chance to learn something new about our fandom, and all the aspects of it. 
 My loc…the cataract operation was postponed, and will now take place on June 11. 
That hidden stash of Rotslers…at this point, it’s fairly doubtful that I might do another 
fanzine. That could, of course, change, but it doesn’t feel right to simply keep that stash 
stashed. I should distribute some around to help keep his memory going. (If anyone is able 
to send me a NYC token, I will send in return a modern-day bimetallic Toronto Transit 
Commission token.) 
 I should try to find Jim Mowatt’s itinerary when he comes to North America on his 
TAFF trip. I think he’ll be spending at least two days in Toronto, staying with Catherine 
Crockett. There are some local fans here who have become completely disenchanted with 
local fandom and its conventions, and who will now only go to Dragon*Con. They are 
spending extra money to go to this single event than all the other events they avoid, and at 
something the size of Dragon*Con, I can’t see them being able to see or take part in any-
thing, but as long as they are happy… 
 Thanks for listing all the FAAn winners and runners-up. More to shoot for in future 
years. 
 36…otherstuff? Congrats on the annish! I remember in one of the farthest corners of my 
memory that I had gotten my hands on two issues of a Dennis the Menace comic book, 
and I loved them, partially because of the colours, and partially because they were mine. I 
also remember my mother throwing them out because she observed that I wasn’t reading 
them. At that tender age, having a possession is very important, and parents always seem 
to forget that. I think most of us had parents who threw things out because they didn’t un-
derstand what it was and failed to consider that that possession might be important. After 
that, comics lost its appeal for me, and I made sure that if there was anything I had and 
wanted to keep, I kept it out of my mother’s line-of-sight. 
 Lots of great reading here, no real comments here, except to relay to Tee Cochran that I 
did have a short assignment with the Canadian National Institute for the Blind in Toronto, 
and I would like nothing better than to go back and work there again, permanently. 
 I think I am done…finding work is my full-time job, and I am having no luck at all. It’s 
starting to get scary. Take care, and see you with issue 37. 
 
WAHF : Dick Lupoff, Robert Lichtman, Andy Hooper, Jenn Gruzmacher. Taral Wayne, 
Stven Carlberg, Ross Chamberlain. 

fanstuff #37, June 15, 2013, is a fre-
quent fanzine from Arnie Katz (cross-
fire4@cox.net). 
 
Fanstuff is available from me and at 
efanzines.com, thanks to kindly Mr. 
Burns.   
 
Published: 6/15/13  
 
 Member: fwa   Supporter: AFAL 

To Tom Johnson 
Fanac Without Guilt 

 I empathize with your comment, 
because non-fan elements slowed 
fanstuff’s frequency for the last cou-
ple of months. I continued to sleep 
serenely at night — and you should, 
too. Fandom is pleasure and enter-
tainment, not an engine for generat-
ing stress and guilt. 
 Now that fanstuff is again frequent 
— three issues in June —I can say 
that comments on earlier issues are 
welcome and still quite timely. 

To Earl Kemp 
Milton Lurs 

 No, I didn’t know that. Got any sto-
ries about him you’d like to share? 

To Lloyd Penney 
We’re All Trufans, All Insurgents 

 Insurgentism isn’t synonymous 
with feuding. Expressing your opin-
ions and then standing behind them is 
Insurgent as is voting against exces-
sive regulation. 

More to Lloyd Penney 
Rotsler’s Line Still Flows 

 I’m sure I’m not the only one sali-
vating about that stash of Rotsler 
illos. I would be grateful for any 
you’d care to send my way. 
 
 And I hope today, June 15, finds 
you post-operative and well on your 
way to gaining the full benefit of the 
surgery,  We’re all pulling for the 
best possible result. 


