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What ever é

Sometimes my life definitely feelike it has been turned on its siddike
the heading to the left and its innards dumped unceremoniously on the ground. So
far, this semester has been extraordinarily hectic. Granted, the first two or three weeks
> are always a bit nuts, but this time and it just seems crazier than usudédt only
that, but vihile making the final push on this issue, Hurricane Ike decided to make
landfall in Texas (Friday, September 12, 2008), so that made things even nuttier. After
I worked on this ish for a couple hauthat morningl went outside to gather up loose
ends in the yard and batten down the hatcBesnuch fun...
It was also the weekend for ProtoCon, the fall gaming leeld at Texas
A&M Universityd s Memor i al , Sotwheh @AMU offceals deeidedn
Thursday the 1" to shut down the school for the entire weekend (Friday morning
through Sunday night), that effectively cancelled out ProtoCbrh a t di dnot bott
me since | was not planning on attendingenCon V up in Dallas in a few weeks,
yes;tlat 6 s wor t h butibgotune to wanderng if the concommittee simply
moved the event off campus to some other venue. Like | posted to the Southern
Fandom Classic listserv and my LiveJournal on 11 Sept 08, | envisioned the con
chair dressed up ifull Admiral Farragut regalia, perched on the balcony in the
SC, and exhorting the gathered fen and game
stompedoes! Full con ahead! o
That vision is definitely worth an illo. Picture Marc Schirmeister drawirig it
or Kenny Mitchroney, Dan Steffan, Charlie Williams, or ather fine fan artisti
and like me,you will crack a smile.

o
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|l tds crying time again.

And no, youbre not gonna | eave me, but
brief recap of the 2008 Hugo Aard winners. Normally, | could care less about
these things, but some interesting results came out of Denvention 3 last month, the
biggie being Davéangford 6 s s tcongeautive wilis in the Fan Writer category
hasfinally come to an end.
If I am reading myAnsiblescorrectly, it sounds like Dave is actually
relieved that John Scalzi took this awartie pressure to repeat is finally off, | guess.
More than anything, this proves thptople are aware thalhere areother fan
writersworthy of praiseNot to open the Fan Hagcan of worms again, since that
discussion ipassé | just wanttos ay t hat I appreciate John S
we are way overdue in spreading the wealth around in some of these award
categoriesWhether anyoneeading this considers John Scalzi a bona fide fan writer
is a moot point at this, er, poirin my mind, anyon& amateur or professionalwho
writes for fan publications (nepayment) is a fan writer. But | digredsis my belief
that Hugo voters aralways too provincial and narreminded when it comes down
to nominating and voting for these awards. That being said, it is always an honor to
be nominated, and even better to receive anawarda m r emi nded of Pat
1968 Presidential campaigosyan: Al f nominated, I wi |1 not
serve. o



Anyway. .. My congratulations to al/l t he winn
seen the listinget, copypasted from one of the maligtservs and websites providing them, here
are the 2008 Science Fiction Achievement Award (Hugo) winasrpresented at Denvention 3
this past August

Novel: The Yiddish Policemen's Uniday Michael Chabor{HarperColling FourthEstatg

Novella: "All Seated on the Ground" I§onnie Willis(Subteranean Pres&simov'sDec. 2007)

Novelette: "The Merchant and the Alchemist's GateTég ChiangSubterranean Press;
F&SF Sept. 2007)

Short Story "Tideline" by Elizabeth BeafAsimov'sJune 2007)

Nonfiction Book: Brave New WordsThe Oxford Dictionary of Science Fictiohy Jeff Prucher

(Oxford University Pregs

Dramatic Presentation, Long ForBtardustWritten byJane GoldmaandMatthew Vaughn
Based on the novel byeil Gaiman lllustrated byCharles Vesirected by Matthew
Vaughn Paramount Picturgs

Dramatic Presentation, Short FoBoctor Who'Blink" Written by Steven MoffaDirected by
Hettie MacdonaldBBC)

Professional Editor, Long Form: David Hartwell

Professional Editor, Short Fori@.ordonVan Gelde(F&SF)

Professional ArtistStephan Martiniere

SemiprozineLocus edited by Charles N. Brown, Kirsten GeWpng, & Liza Groen Trombi

FanzineFile 770

Fan Writer:John Scalzi

Fan Artist: Brad Foster

Campbell Award: Mary Robinett€owal

Sidenote of noteidn one of the listservs | subscribe #ndy Porter posted the link to all the
nominating and voting results for this yeardés ayv

Askanceeceived 11 nominating votes for Best Fanziftel/s/7* My sincerest thanks to those

of you folks who nominated my zine. That made me feel really g&ydtHe-way—your-cheeks
i 1l )

Speaking of mailing things...

So, uh, whereds that hard copy you proa

Nothing pains me more than not getticopies mailed to people who have been patiently
waiting by their mailboxes for their copy to arrive. This is especially harrowing and dangerous for
my Canadian readership, so | really need to expl
about ths particular aspect é&skance

First off, | really do make hard copies of this zine. My problem is very simple: | keep
forgetting to put them i n itnoeeyimiBasidallyanhessueé s not t
any mord itis justthatbythe i me | get around to it, the next i
me, but the major reason why is that rdigssertation work (and job duties) get priority billing
around here. Those two responsibilities are huge and demand a lot of time and effort.

Soimagine my chagrin when in the latest issueTbe Knarley Knews$ read Rodney
Leightondés | oc wherein he implied that [ have
forgotten about him. Nothing could be further from the triithis made me feel reallyall, and |



apologize here, now, and publicly for my inability to get my butt down to the Post Offal to get a
dozen of these suckers in the mail.

Therefore, | am going to redouble my efforts to get hard copies off to those folks who
want to read my zine budo not have access to the Intern&skanceis primarily an online
publication, but the format is such that it is also pdpendly. (Now that comment should
elucidate some epithets fromeaders!) What | mean is that this zine looks gboth on paper
and on screerThus, if an online reader wants to print out a copy, being in .pdf format, a hard
copy should look pretty spiffy when you have it in your hands.

Please remember that | still enjoy paper zines, of course, so | print out lotEnafse
Thee really is something comforting about holding an issuePaflapse Littlebrook or
Whistlestar Even Vegas Fandom WheneveBut | no longer print out copies of any zines
produced by Chris Garcia: canodot afford the paper

Hey batter, hey batter, ssWHING,
batter....

Confession time: | am a baseball
junkie. Eric Mayer knows this, as do others
who read my LiveJournal entries about my
favorite team, the Minnesota Twins. (Wehat
figuresé)

What completely floors me is that at
this time of the seasomhen the races for pest
season play are at a fever pitch, my Twinkies
are still in the hunt for first place in the
American League Central Division! This is
despitel osi ng one of baseball 6s
pitchers, Johan Santana, and a premier
outfielder an team leader in Torii Hunter, to
the New York Mets and Los Angeles Angels,
respectively. (The Angels clinched their
division a few days ago, just FYI.) It has been
an exciting seasonfor the Twins,and | wish

them well.
| know, I_know... Santana.ar]d Hunter are Truth be told, | ejoy baseball because it
longer with the team. Buhis is still a great I js a game that doesnot require a lot of skill to
picture to plonk on this page. play. Oh, sure:it does require agood deal of

handto-eye coordination, some speed and
strength, but for the most pagnybody with any kind of athletic ability can play this game. |
havealways enjoyed playing baseball, and | am not a great ballplayer. My brother was much
better, but this did not detract from my enjoyment of simply being part of a ball team and playing.

|t was fun, and thatos the bottom | ine.
So whenever | coach anywfy s o n 6 s 1 baadbdll, flag éoatlvall, or soccen try
to emulate my own fatherés coaching philosophy:

up: to play.Winning is fine and dandy, but it is not the ealtlof most Little League or Por@olt
teams. We are out there to have fun. So batter up, and play ball!



Who and whatos i n this |Issue.

Once again, we have a good selection of folks involved, especially in the repeat offenders
departmentTo modify the old sayinghere are the UsuauSpectsAskancestyle.

Bill Fischer
Bill is one of my favorite nonfans, but the man definitely has a fannish sense of humor.
In fact, he does read science fiction, but he has never attended a convention. | will have to rectify
this situation somedayier e he is with a new fAFigbyo and a t
excursions to Europe. Fink!

Chris Garcia
It is always a treat to have something in a zine from this fella. Here is a small piece that
Chris apparently wrote in his sleep and forcedtoimageGoogl e AJudd Apatow. o |
name sounded familiar, but my aging and fading memory failed to make a connictvon.
have it. So what do | do with it now?

Arnie Katz
I n response t ofi raflecting ondimespenttinfaadomlushotv ang got
involved with this nuthouse in the first plateArnie developed it into yet anoth&hin Veneer
column. 1 tdéds Good Stuph, as wuswual, and quite enj

Lee Anne Lavell
Lee Anne continues her trggnd-falldown memory lane as she reats her early years in
fandom. Some year | really must meet this lady; she sounds like a wonderful person.

Eric Mayer
Like me, Eric is a baseball junkie. We natter back and forth sometimes in my LiveJournal
or via email about our favorite teams (whileb m a Twi ns f an, Ericds a Yan

this year)), and so along this line of thought, Eric sent this delightful piece plagirtg baseball
with his father. This should make a personal connection with some of you reanaybe.

Lloyd Pen ney

Wel |, I 61 | be hor nswag g l-writer from theH@éasWhibea ¢ k ! OQur
North returns with a couple fanzine reviews, a
accost us with perceptive comments on three fanzines. Lloyd has bgewdrking a couple
j obs, so webobl | have patience with him just so |
Lloyd? Right?

Patricia Rogers
From probably the most active listserv | have had the pleasube tmvolved with
(Southern Fandom ClasidPatricia has posted numeraascounts of helping Ruth Spesort
t hrough Jackds massive collection of thing f an
four in

~

Speerology, 0 and so far there have beédhe
first was to appear in the September issue ofStiethern Fandom Bulletifedited by Warren
Buf f), and the other i nst al | méhallkergger and 8helsyl at ed t
Vi c Rl@nstary StoriesWith a grateful heart and a heartfebd to Ruth Speeand in memory

of Jack Speer| thank Patricia for her permission in reprinting these postings to share with

fandom at large.

S
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By Eric Mayér

My dad and | never got along agll as we should have. We were too much alike and | didn't
want to admit it. Both of us probably neglected a lot of important things for our art, in his case
watercolors, in mine, writing.Then he got sick and after the better part of a lifetime it was
suddenly too late to rectify matters. One weekend in the early spring | found myself alone in a
hotel room with HBO. At the end dfield of Dreamswhere father and son play catch, my eyes
teared up.

My family leaned towards aesthetics rather than atsiebut when | was growing up baseball

was part of childhood's landscape, along with scraped knees, bicycles and crayons. Even skinny,
nearsighted bookworms played ball in the backyard when they didn't have their noses in a Tom
Swift Jr. adventure.

Therewas also a history of baseball in the family. My grandfather had a reputation as a tough
local ballplayer back in the early part of the twentieth century. An old buddy of his recalled him
not only as an accomplished pitcher and catcher but the best fightee county. An important

skill in an era when games tended to end in brawls.

Before one important pielp game the priest who was sponsoring the team promised a reward if
my grandfather hit a homerun, which he did. The catcher's mitt and bat wradholit in the

barn behind our house, just inside the door, amidst the rakes and shovels, had been my
grandfather's payment, or so my dad said.

By the time | was old enough to play ball my grandfather was too sick to. Dad let me and my
friends use the batnd mitt when we took an interest in them after my grandfather was gone. We
venerated that ancient equipment. It was impossibly old. The catcher's mitt resembled its modern
counterpart about as much as a trilobite resembles a trout. It was a round,dgathescuffed

and bleached by age, with a deep baselizdld depression in the middle. It had no flexibility and

no amount of Neatsfoot oil gave it any. You needed to get the mitt in front of the ball and then
keep the ball from popping out with yofiee hand. Which wasn't easy since it weighed enough



to sprain a scrawny wrist. We figured it must have been one of the first mitts to drag itself out of
the preDoubleday ooze onto the emergent baseball diamonds, though, in reality, it didn't go back
quite that far.

The bat was prehistoric too. It had met baseballs that were around when Babe Ruth was still
setting records and calling his shots. The wood felt harder than anything to be found in the bat
racks at the local sporting goods store. The barrelmassive. Even the handle was thick enough

to drive a ball. At 42 ounces, the bat lived up to its "Louisville Slugger" label. Although maybe
"Louisville Club" would have been even more apprdetidy friends and | could hadlift that

much lumber letlane swing it.

Nevertheless, we used to haul the batr as we called it, in
hushed tonesthe Bat-- out into the field behind the house for
games and practice. At critical moments, with the score tied,
or when Mickey Mantle was due up during a giated World
Series, we'd toss away whatever little stick we had been using
and ceremoniously take up the-ptwerful lumber. It always

felt like it was filled with magic from the baseball's age of
legends. (Or maybe my grandfather had put some leaadishi
weights inside) Once we got the bludgeon in motion we had a
little bit of the Babe and the Mick in us. The slightest contact
with the pitch wouldsendthe ball into the weeds at the end of
the field. A miss and the weight carried the batter around in a
circle. He usually ended up on flopped on his back in the dirt,
doing his best "shot dead at the O.K. Corral" routine, which at
least ended the game dramatically.

I never played organized baseball, not even Little League. My brother did and | still rememb
watching him hit a double in a big game at the end of the season. | didn't have the coordination,
or strength, or sel€onfidence.

My one moment of horsehide heroism came when | blasted a homerun in the bottom of the ninth
during the informal "Boys Chi' game my best friend's uncle arranged for local kids every
Saturday. Actually "popped" would be a better description than "blasted." It was what we called a
"Chinese homerun- which meant "cheap" as the labor of Chinese immigrants had been, | guess.
The ball traveled about fifty feet into the thicket on the hillock behind the first base rock. |
rounded the bases before it could be found and disentangled from the brush. In newsprint, in the
"Notes From Our Neighborhoods" column at the back of the loeakly, it looked like | had

sent the ball soaring out of the park. A lot more impressive than the Methodist Church bake sale
or Mrs. Brown's niece visiting from Schenectady.

My dad never pushed me into organized athletics. In fact, as a high schoalchdrtbe was
pretty much against sports. His kilns and paints had lost out to new football uniforms at too many
budget meetings.

We played catch sometimes. He slung the ball sideways. Any other way hurt. One day when he
was in his early twenties he'd spenwhole afternoon throwing to a visiting friend who had
played some senfiro ball. My dad showed off his curve for howr& darn good curve according

to the friend-- and the next day he couldn't raise his arm. His shoulder finally stopped hurting but
he never could throw right again.



| liked fielding "practice" better than catch anyway. "Practice” was a euphendsroe | never
played ball except with my friends | really didn't have anything to "practice" for. | enjoyed it for
its own sake, like mogif the writing I've done over the years.

Summer evenings, after my dad got home from work, I'd don my glove and position myself on
the back lawn and he'd hit me flies, paps and liners. He started by sending the ball right to me,
then gradually he pladeit to one side, further back, or maybe a long ways in front of me. |
needed to take a few steps, then trot after the ball, then run all out.

We'd be out there until dark. Sometimes | was disappointed as the ball grazed my glove and fell
to the grass, hia few inches too far for me to make the spectacular grab | envisioned. Other
times, | tracked the ball down but was sure | could have run a couple steps further if I'd had to.

Twilight fell. The pines around the edge of the property became black derdime the lawn
filled up with night. | could barely see my dad. It was a second after the crack of the bat before
the ball emerged from the darkness of the yard into the pale gray sky.

| always wanted just one more chance. | was looking for that pediédh. The catch where |
judged the ball's flight precisely, pivoted as quickly as possible, raced as fast as | could, stretched
out to my full length, at exactly the right instant, and sprawled on the ground, half the ball
sticking out of the webbing bield firmly.

No matter how many good catches | made, it always seemed there was a far better one, some
ultimate catch-- a Willie Mays tracks down Vic Wertz' World Series drive catctill out there
somewhere.

My dad kept hitting balls into the fadjright until, finally, | would hear the sound of bat against

ball and stay where | was, staring up into the sky, unable to see anything but a stray firefly. |
doubt he wanted to spend so long hitting baseballs after teaching all day. Maybe he understood
my quest.

Artists, whether they work with words or watercolors, or play an instrument, or whatever other
form their efforts might take, spend their whole lives trying to make the perfect catch, trying to
find the elusive limits Of their OV ————

abilities. Thee's always a better paintin
or story barely out of reach. Next tim
we'll be able to track it down.

But maybe that's just me. | wonder wh
Dad would think if | posed the theory t
him. He'd probably disagree in ng
uncertain terms and then we'd argue.




Judd Apatow
Stole My Life!

By Chris Garcia

| recently went to the movies. | often go
with Linda or a group of friends, but this time |
was on my own. It was a Judd Apatow film called
Forgetting Sarah Marshalllt was a really funny
little movie. Jason Segel played the lead character,
a talented musician who does dark and ominous
music for Crime Scene, a CSI qff starring his
girlfriend, Sarah Marshall, played by the lovely
and very thin Kristen Bell. She dumps him for a
hot new rockstar, he gets depressed and has a
string of one night stands leading to his leaving
for a vacation in Hawaii, where Marshall and her
new man are also vacationing.

Thereds more to it, but s
hit me about %2 way through: Judd Apatow has

stolen my life concept.

|l 6ve al ways believed in one thing: positive
know thatdés a dark senti ment, but think about al
to weather the storm only to get washedaway.6s much better to see the
and then when they happen, youdre far more prepse

Apat owds main characters all/l seem to have so
guys (for the most part) who mess everything up once they getatll e conf i dence. |t
with Ben in Knocked Up, and even more so with Dewey Cox in Walk Hard. | completely relate to
t hat . Every time | 6ve found myself thinking | &dm

usually in the worst way possiblé. b s a pattern and a rough one to
only come to you when youbre pissing your pants
slay the dragon yroua®dgtee ddd olnmeds tloarbdke drnd eevery on
has that problem. And so do I.

Thereds mor e. | 6m a sl ob, just | i ke al most e
enjoys fun, video games, a good scotch, and anytime | can just shut my brain down and enjoy the
moment . About theeowiwhtai mgj ordonpndof shaddbds che
smoker.

|l 6ve written of the ways in which 1&dm the Fo
virginéloll pause for the shocked gaspséand | d
electron ¢ s mus eum! | 6ve discovered that his way of

with woman was to shut them mostly out and live in a world of action figures, video games,

apart ment Karaoke and comic books .tmyllifeeyste ar e al
|l 6ve never used them as a hiding technigqu To |
peopl e. | 6ve al ways | oved hanging with th geek
which to build a connection. A shared languageoii will.

e .
e
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Ron Burgundy, the main character from Apato
common. He likes a good scotch; | like a good scotch. He loves a good suit and | love a good

suit. Heds got a voice that C 0 @ lofda Giat Sgacea wol v e
Chicken. Whatoés not the same. He falls in | ove
know how to handle being in | ove and staying th
twice myself, and | know a lot of guys who hatetat happen. Luckil vy, I 6 m mu c
now. The bad parts of Ron Burgundy, the brash language, the brutiingettance, the
compl ete disregard for human kind, are things tfF
If I could build a character thata s me , I think | would start w
George from UHF. Heds a good hearted guy with i
and bends it to fit his world view. l'tds the Kk
wonderiftwoul d really be possible. Hebs also support
with an wunhealthy obsession with a mop, and t he
him.

Foll ow that up wit h VaplSecrétiNickrRiverdisa bdllagr act er f
singer, something | am not but always wished | could be, and then add to that the fact that he runs

into adventure with the French Resistance while
funny performance.

And after that, ValKiner 6 s character from Real Genius. T
unheard of inthose daysandawise s t o boot! Whatodés better than t

And if | could have the silver tongue, amazing presence and witty comebacks of Val
Kil merbés portawyalt hatd®dobeHpéi flect .

So, | 6d much rather be Val Kil mer 6s charact e
Mr. Judd Apatow. Go figure!

--Chris Garcia

| did mention in my editorial -
blathering that this particular issue
was largely put togéer over the

weekend of 124 September 2008, .= =T o i
the very same weekend that Hurricane. o
lke came ashore near Galveston, ’ Thg
Texas and essentially wipedarge 7 & 4 o
swatches ofthat city off the map.| = :/ ,}' -
Believe me; | do not mean to minimize i ) P

the loss of life and damage, esjadly
since my home and familyeve also
in the line of fire. We were fortunately
spared the brunt of the storm and
sustained hardly any damage. Other§
were not as fortunate.
So for this reasorhecausd spert a lot of time putting this issue togetheiile it rained
heavily outside and winds gusted to 60+ miles per hour in College Station, | dedicate this issue to
those fen who had their lives uprooted not only by Ike, but also by hurricanes Gustav and Hanna.
You people and your families are in my ugbts, and | hope everyone is fine. Take care of
yourselves. And | thank all of those whanailed me wishing my family the best while we
hunkered down to ride out the storfinat means a lot, and it is most appreciated.

11



Traveling Second Boulevard

The second incarnation of Indiana Fandom was actually rather uneventful.

After the first ISFA died | continued to be active in a min@y in fandom, going to conventions,
keeping up with friends, t hat sort -starfed, buhi ng. [

there we were. Anot her | SFA. | canot recal |
Association, the Indiana Sciee Fiction Association or the Indianapolis Science Fiction
Association. Each of our t hree i ncarnations h a

really make any difference. We still drew from that same core dfatié fans in Indiana. Back

were myself, Jim Lavell, Jerry Hunter, Ray Beam (whose Gleeps had gone glump), the Coulsons
(now married), and Jay Crackel, but others had departed. The three Broad Ripple Boys were
gone, replaced by the three Purdue Boys (we always seemed to attracthoss)of the other
original members had disappeared or moved away.

However new members appeared to replace the old. Les Gerber, a-gedeeld student at

Indiana University in Bloomington would come up for meetings. Ted Cogswell, who taught at
Ball State University in Muncie, would come down. Bob Madle had moved to Indianapolis
temporarily and attended. Joe Lee Sanders was a regular member. (He once told me, as | was
driving him to a Midwescon, that his mother had warned him to stay awaycfgawettes, liquor

and wild women and that he guessed that he was breaking all three.) We also had a couple of
young ladies (early college, | thinkdandy Mitchell and Mary Rita Schlichte.

12



This latest incarnation of ISFA really did nothing outstandiedgn less so than the first one.
There was no great spate of fanzine publishing. Juanita and Buck were pubfiahdrgwhich

J u a n Eisfaahédsmorphed into after they were married, but that could hardly be counted as
coming through the aegis of ISFA was editing a zine calle8pace Cageavhich featured our
meeting notices or half of them as they alternated with a one page meeting notice Sabee

Page. Through the latter Mrs. Pboth was born. Jim was doing the editing and publishing of
SpacePageand in one issue he thought it would be funny to compare Mary Rita to a character in

Peanut I think it was) so he had as a running joke
the heado. He ended the not (PB@THwWHoweverdevel acr ony |
people didnot catch it and wanted to know who

continued to issue the meeting naotices.

About the only other thing this ISFA did was have a running joke about bidding for a worldcon
which wecalled Circon, No one ever eveverconsidered it seriously and we only put in one
bid, and that at the request of the favorite so they would have another city backing them.

This manifestation of ISFA was just ordinary. We had meetings in whictsometimes
discussed-§ but more often not, just talked and had fun. | went to worldcons, Midwescons,
corresponded etc. Just ordinary and dull to write about. After a few years the club just sort of
died a natural death. This phase was hardly a bumpr rathre like a ripple.

--Lee Anne Lavell

hhhhhhhhhhhhhbhhbhbbhbhhh

A few months back, | sent an-mail around to a batch of folks on my mailing list to see if
anybody would be interested in writing a brief recap of htlwey perceived fandom the first
time they encountered the beast. cAuple people actually responded! Arnie Katz turned his
into a full-blown column (starting on the next pagejlere is the other response:

fill was 15 going on 16 when | sent away for firgt fanzines from listings in Robert Bloch's
"Fandora's Box" column in IMAGINATION.The first three were Gregg Calkins's OOPSLA!,
Dean Grennell's GRUE, and L. T. Thorndyke's SPHEREoN't recall my impression of the
latter in any detail, just thatdidn't like it that much.The others were what | later learned were
"fannish fanzines," and | liked them a IdWhat's not to like about (for instanc@jalt Willis
writing from Northern Ireland, Redd Boggs writing about WILD WEST WEEKLY, and Fred
Chappdls hilarious parody of THE IMMORTAL STORM (even funnier after | actually read
Sam's history)?!l wanted more, and | wanted to do my own fanzilievas like an open "secret
society” and that appealed to me a lot as an alienated teen. So | did, sitiddoaven't ever
regretted my involvement in fandoir{12 Sept 8)

- Robert Lichtman
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The Thin Veneer

The Epiphany of the Elephaht

™

by Arnie Katz

In its vastness and vatye Fandom is somewhat like the old joke about three blind men
trying to describe an el ephant. Each man touches:s
gets a wildly different idea of what it looks like.

Fandom is like that, even more so todhgrt it was when | first encountered it over 45
years ago. Yet even in those simpler times, when Fandom was much more cohesive and
homogenous, first impressions of the hobby could vary tremendously.

Fandom did not come upon me in one blinding, revelatbra fs h . I di dnot see
panoply of Fandom in one crystalline image. | perceived it in a series cirjgtt insights.

Some of them were thrillingly pleasant, some were more uncomfortable and a few were a lot like
having my foot stepped on by thatmhant.

Let me tell you about the first of these partial epiphanies.

Lenny Bailes and | grew up on opposite sides of the same street in New Hyde Park, NY. He
lived about four houses down and we went to the same schools. Through a quirk, he was a year
behind me in grade, though we were fairly close in age. We shared many interests and hobbies,
among them a liking for science fiction.

| had a long siege in the hospital, due to a detached retina, about age 13. (Those familiar
with current surgical practicmay wonder at this statement. This waslpser and occupied my
life from early May to the opening of school the following fall, totally and completely.

Lenny and | had had a short falling out prior to the accident that caused the detached retina,
probdb | y over somet hing dumb 16d done, so | di dn¢
appeared at the door to the kitchen. He said he
el se whodéd appreciate what had happened.
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Left mostly to his own devices dag my confinement, Lenny had mastered the intricacies
of the New York City subway. With characteristic thoroughness, Lenny learaétdaitd could
guide us to any destination reachable via the labyrinthine system.
Suddenly, we were free from our suburbgighborhood and saw the possibilities of New
York City open to us, . So i-andJeffeast acooss the neargy bef or e
City Line that separated Queens from Nassau County.
Just across Lakeville Road, hardly more than a coupleookblaway, we found the end of
the Q44 bus line. We took the long, bouncy bus ride down potimaleked Union Turnpike to
the IND subway station at the end of its route. There we could catch the F (Sixth Avenue) or the
E (Eighth Avenue) that took us intioet heart of Manhattan.
Lenny had already done quite a bit of exploring, so we started by visiting the offices of DC
Comics, where the affable Bailes had already become something of a mascot. We also went to the
offices ofMad, with pleasant, if less spexular, results.
Also high on the list was a tour of the backdate magazines stores that then lined Sixth
Avenuei it di dndot become the Avenue of the Americas
Lenny and | had developed the habit of taking long walking toural dhe newsstands
within a couple of miles of our homes, so it seemed natural to apply the same technique to
checking out the used magazine places. We started up ardiir&tré2t and Sixth and walked all
the way down to the otuow 206s where they petered
Who knows how many New York fans had visited those stores before us and denuded them
of classic pulps and even the better postwar titlesAg®unding | vaguely recall a mention in
Sam Mo s kThheMimrhoztadd Stornabout New York City fans pickinthe stores clean even
before the first World SF Convention.
Sixth Avenue was somewhat
low-rent and dingy when we began nj
mine it for science fiction. Thq |}
elevated line that had once kept t
street in perpetual serdarkness had|f§
gone, but it lingeredas a pervasive] |

buildings, but the old Sixth Avenug e
still wheezed and lived. N

The backdate stores themselvgs
ran the gamut from pretentious shab by -
to indoor Town Dump. They werg
poorly lit, seldom swept or
straightened and arranged in syste
understood only by whoever filled
them with magazines and books jup
before opening day.

We found science fiction ang
fantasy magazines in abundance, |
they were all digessize mags no
older than five or six years. There were some copies of the Lowndes titleEuikee and Larry
Shawbés finityebutimestiytthey hadmazingandFantastic.

Hugo Gernsback foundeimazing Storiesn 1926, making it the first all science Fiction
magazine(Weird Talepr eceded it , but that was fantasy/ horr
serious tone and emphasized extrapolative science and engineering in prose that mixed stilted
construction with goshwow enthusiasm.
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Ripped from Gernsback and edoneby subsequent entries into the field like Street &
S mi tAstéusdinggradually slid toward the low end of the market. It became a raggged
pulp, swerved into preoccupation with the Shaver Mystery and eventually settled into a format
that featured lat of lightly humorous and actiesriented stories likely to appeal to a teenaged
audience.
Fantastic under its original name oFantastic
Adventureswas ZiffDavi s6 attempt to ex
pulp line with a flanker title forAmazing(and
Mammoth Westejn Initially somewhat higher in
quality thanAmazing Fantasticin the midto-late
195006s featur ed -ebgod vgish o f Wal t
fulfilment stories, breezily written, slightly
titilating and devoid of nuance and meaning.
Fantasticdid so well with this pproach that Zi#
Davis even published a few issues Dfeam
Quest,which was entirely devoted to stories about
shlumps who get super powers and use them for
important stuff like winning their high school
sweet heart or spying on the w
Whatever their flaws, those magazines had
one outstanding and incontrovertible virtue: they
were unbelievable cheap, less than half the price of
the thencurrent issue of Amazing on the
newsstand. (Little did | know that | would one day
be Associate Editanf both of them.)
The magazine covers were lurid enough to
entice a horny teen like me, but the stories seldom
delivered on that promise. As an erudite young

schol ar , I quickly Il earned that l iteraedy qualit
with the idea of science fiction magazines that | read every one that passed into my clutches.
It didndt take |l ong to discover that [ l i ked

And of all the departments and features, the one that captivata nd mes mer i zed me W
Clubhouse, 0 conducAmazihgamyd HRdg | Phiplsléi @gisT hien Revol vi
under his real n aFamastici Roger Graham, 0 in

The magazines werenot stingy with samace for
number of pages a short story woulddve occupied

didnét want to | eave all those pages unread. My
my plate lest it somehow negatively impact the childrdagably starving in Europe and |

applied the same dAclean plated philosophy to th
advertisement.

It was with absolutely no expectations that I
time. | was unaware #&t Phillips started the column shortly after World War 1l and that this was a
midl19506siardiivtalwoul dnét have meant anything to

So | read the column and all the others contained in the small stack of digest SF magazines
| 6d b dhe gdviews of fanzines and comments about conventions thrilled me beyond
measur e. Phillipsd columns put alAmazads al bt hae st
departments.

Lenny read them, too, and had pretty much the same reaction.

Fandaon sounded wonderful. Suddenly, there was the prospect of meeting people who liked
Science Fiction as much as we did. Even more alluring, though, was the idea that those people
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