
 

 

 



 2 

Volume II, number 4   September, 2008                         Whole Number 10 
 

                                                           Askance 
 
Edited and published by John Purcell, 3744 Marielene Circle, College Station, TX 77845 

 

Contents © 2008 by John A. Purcell. 

All rights revert to original artists and authors upon publication. 

 

In case anybody has noticed, this is another Mythical Publication. Copies of this fine, bimonthly fanzine 

can be had for The Usual, which means expressed interest, submission and eventual inclusion of articles 

and artwork, letters of comment, expressed interest, and, if you really want to get mercenary about it, cold 
hard cash in the amount of $2.00 USD.  It has been known to work. 

 

Contact information via e-mail:  j_purcell54@yahoo.com 

                     Downloadable at:  www.efanzines.com 

 

I really am making print copies to mail. Really, I am.  Ask for one of these if youôd prefer a paper-only 

zine.  

 

 

   ()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()  
 

Contents: 

 

Bemused Natterings.....................................................3       

Fielding Practice 

     By Eric Mayer.........................................................7 

Judd Apatow Stole My Life 

     By Chris Garcia.....................................................10 

Bumpy Byways, Part 2 

     By Lee Anne Lavell...............................................12 

The Thin Veneer 

     By Arnie Katz........................................................14 
Adventures in Speerology, 

     By Patricia Rogers.................................................18 

Penney for your Thoughts 

    Fanzine reviews by Lloyd Penney..........................21 

Figby, 

     By Bill Fischer.......................................................23 

From the Hinterlands 

    Letters from you guys.............................................24 

Regional Convention Calendar..................................34 

Hungary for those Kicks, 

    A trip report, sort of, by Bill Fischer.......................41 
Whatôs Next.................................................................45 

 

Art credits: 

Front Cover: Steve Stiles    Back Cover: Ditmar 
Trinlay Khadro ï 2; Alan White - 21; Bill Rotsler ï 33; clip art ï 19; image googled the following terms for 

various locations throughout the zine: hinterlands, Schopenhauer, Minnesota Twins, father and son playing 

baseball, baseballs, Judd Apatow, hurricanes, bumpy road, thin ice, Dumbo, Old 6th Ave. pics, Fantastic 

Adventures, SF fanzines, spelunking, anime, and Houston.   You figure them out! 

 

Member: FWA (since 2007!) 

mailto:j_purcell54@yahoo.com
http://www.efanzines.com/


 3 

                          

 

          Whateveré 
 

 

Sometimes my life definitely feels like it has been turned on its side ï like 

the heading to the left ï 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 around it just seems crazier than usual. Not only 

that, but while 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 hours that morning, I went outside to gather up loose 

ends in the yard and batten down the hatches. So much fun... 
It was also the weekend for ProtoCon, the fall gaming con held at Texas 

A&M Universityôs Memorial Student Center, so when TAMU officials decided on 

Thursday the 11
th
 to shut down the school for the entire weekend (Friday morning 

through Sunday night), that effectively cancelled out ProtoCon.  That didnôt bother 
me since I was not planning on attending ï FenCon V up in Dallas in a few weeks, 

yes; thatôs worth focusing on ï but it got me to wondering if the concommittee simply 

moved the event off campus to some other venue. Like I posted to the Southern 
Fandom Classic listserv and my LiveJournal on 11 Sept 08, I envisioned the con 

chair dressed up in full Admiral Farragut regalia, perched on the balcony in the 

MSC, and exhorting the gathered fen and gamers below in the flag room to ñDamn the 
storm-pedoes! Full con ahead!ò  

That vision is definitely worth an illo. Picture Marc Schirmeister drawing it ï 

or Kenny Mitchroney, Dan Steffan, Charlie Williams, or any other fine fan artist ï 

and, like me, you will crack a smile.  

 

Itõs crying time again... 
 

And no, youôre not gonna leave me, but this is a great line to lead into a 
brief recap of the 2008 Hugo Award winners. Normally, I could care less about 

these things, but some interesting results came out of Denvention 3 last month, the 

biggie being Dave Langfordôs streak of consecutive wins in the Fan Writer category 
has finally come to an end.  

                  If I am reading my Ansibles correctly, it sounds like Dave is actually 

relieved that John Scalzi took this award. The pressure to repeat is finally off, I guess. 
More than anything, this proves that people are aware that there are other fan 

writers worthy of praise. Not to open the Fan Hugo can of worms again, since that 

discussion is passé, I just want to say that I appreciate John Scalziôs comment that 

we are way overdue in spreading the wealth around in some of these award 
categories. Whether anyone reading this considers John Scalzi a bona fide fan writer 

is a moot point at this, er, point. In my mind, anyone ï amateur or professional ï who 

writes for fan publications (non-payment) is a fan writer. But I digress. It is my belief 
that Hugo voters are always too provincial and narrow-minded 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 an award. I am reminded of Pat Paulsonôs 
1968 Presidential campaign slogan: ñIf nominated, I will not run. If elected, I will not 

serve.ò 
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 Anyway... My congratulations to all the winners and nominees. Just in case you havenôt 

seen the listing yet, copy-pasted from one of the many listservs and websites providing them, here 
are the 2008 Science Fiction Achievement Award (Hugo) winners as presented at Denvention 3 

this past August: 
 

Novel: The Yiddish Policemen's Union by Michael Chabon (HarperCollins; Fourth Estate) 
Novella: "All Seated on the Ground" by Connie Willis (Subterranean Press; Asimov's Dec. 2007) 

Novelette: "The Merchant and the Alchemist's Gate" by Ted Chiang (Subterranean Press; 

            F&SF Sept. 2007) 

Short Story: "Tideline" by Elizabeth Bear (Asimov's June 2007) 
Non-fiction Book: Brave New Words: The Oxford Dictionary of Science Fiction by Jeff Prucher 

(Oxford University Press) 

Dramatic Presentation, Long Form: Stardust Written by Jane Goldman and Matthew Vaughn, 
             Based on the novel by Neil Gaiman, Illustrated by Charles Vess, Directed by Matthew  

             Vaughn (Paramount Pictures) 

Dramatic Presentation, Short Form Doctor Who "Blink" Written by Steven Moffat Directed by  
             Hettie Macdonald (BBC) 

Professional Editor, Long Form: David Hartwell 

Professional Editor, Short Form: Gordon Van Gelder (F&SF) 

Professional Artist: Stephan Martiniere 
Semiprozine: Locus, edited by Charles N. Brown, Kirsten Gong-Wong, & Liza Groen Trombi 

Fanzine: File 770 

Fan Writer: John Scalzi  
Fan Artist: Brad Foster 

Campbell Award: Mary Robinette Kowal 

 
Side note of note: In one of the listservs I subscribe to, Andy Porter posted the link to all the 

nominating and voting results for this yearôs awards, and I was pleasantly stunned to discover that 

Askance received 11 nominating votes for Best Fanzine. *blush*   My sincerest thanks to those 

of you folks who nominated my zine. That made me feel really good. (By the way, your checks 

are in the mail.) 

Speaking of mailing things... 

 

So, uh, whereõs that hard copy you promised me? 
 

Nothing pains me more than not getting copies 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 I really need to explain whatôs happened and what got me to thinking 

about this particular aspect of Askance.  

First off, I really do make hard copies of this zine. My problem is very simple: I keep 
forgetting to put them in the mail. It is not that I canôt afford it ï money is basically a non-issue 

any more ï it is just that by the time I get around to it, the next issueôs deadline is looming before 

me, but the major reason why is that my dissertation work (and job duties) get priority billing 
around here. Those two responsibilities are huge and demand a lot of time and effort.  

So imagine my chagrin when in the latest issue of The Knarley Knews I read Rodney 

Leightonôs loc wherein he implied that I have either dropped him from my mailing list or 

forgotten about him. Nothing could be further from the truth. This made me feel really bad, and I 
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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, I am going to redouble my efforts to get hard copies off to those folks who 

want to read my zine but do not have access to the Internet. Askance is primarily an online 

publication, but the format is such that it is also paper-friendly. (Now that comment should 

elucidate some epithets from  readers!)  What I mean is that this zine looks good both on paper 
and on screen. Thus, 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 I still enjoy paper zines, of course, so I print out lots of e-zines. 
There really is something comforting about holding an issue of Prolapse. Littlebrook,  or 

Whistlestar. Even Vegas Fandom Whenever. But I no longer print out copies of any zines 

produced by Chris Garcia: canôt afford the paper! 

 

 

Hey batter, hey batter, suh-WHING, 

batter.... 
 

Confession time: I am a baseball 
junkie. Eric Mayer knows this, as do others 

who read my LiveJournal entries about my 

favorite team, the Minnesota Twins. (Well, that 

figuresé) 
What completely floors me is that at 

this time of the season, when the races for post-

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 

despite losing one of baseballôs most dominant 
pitchers, Johan Santana, and a premier 

outfielder and 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  season  for the Twins,  and  I  wish  

       them well.  
Truth be told, I enjoy baseball because it 

                                                                               is a  game  that does  not  require a lot of skill to  

                                                                               play.  Oh, sure:  it  does  require a  good  deal of  

                                                                               hand-to-eye coordination, some speed and 
strength, but for the most part, anybody with any kind of athletic ability can play this game. I 

have always enjoyed playing baseball, and I 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.  
It was fun, and thatôs the bottom line.  

 So whenever I coach any of my sonôs ball teams ï baseball, flag football, or soccer ï I try 

to emulate my own fatherôs coaching philosophy: Everybody plays. Thatôs why these kids signed 
up: to play. Winning is fine and dandy, but it is not the end-all of most Little League or Pony-Colt 

teams. We are out there to have fun. So batter up, and play ball! 

  

 

I know, I know... Santana and Hunter are no 

longer with the team. But this is still a great 

picture to plonk on this page. 
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Who and whatõs in this issue... 
 

Once again, we have a good selection of folks involved, especially in the repeat offenders 

department. To modify the old saying: here are the Usual Suspects, Askance-style.  

 

Bill Fischer  
 Bill is one of my favorite non-fans, but the man definitely has a fannish sense of humor. 

In fact, he does read science fiction, but he has never attended a convention. I will have to rectify 

this situation someday. Here he is with a new ñFigbyò and a trip report from one of his recent 
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 forced me to image Google ñJudd Apatow.ò I mean, the 

name sounded familiar, but my aging and fading memory failed to make a connection. Now I 
have it. So what do I do with it now? 

 

Arnie Katz  
 In response to an ñideaò that I had ï reflecting on time spent in fandom, plus how one got 

involved with this nuthouse in the first place ï Arnie developed it into yet another Thin Veneer 

column. Itôs Good Stuph, as usual, and quite enjoyable.  
 

Lee Anne Lavell  
 Lee Anne continues her trip and fall down memory lane as she recounts her early years in 

fandom. Some year I 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 e-mail about our favorite teams (while Iôm a Twins fan, Ericôs a Yankees fan (tough season 
this year)), and so along this line of thought, Eric sent this delightful piece about playing baseball 

with his father. This should make a personal connection with some of you readers ï maybe. 

 

Lloyd Pen ney  
 Well, Iôll be hornswaggled... Heôs back! Our favorite loc-writer from the Great White 
North returns with a couple fanzine reviews, and we are all grateful. Maybe next issue heôll 

accost us with perceptive comments on three fanzines. Lloyd has been busy working a couple 

jobs, so weôll have patience with him just so long as he gets these reviews to me on time. Right, 

Lloyd? Right? 

 

Patricia Rogers  
 From probably the most active listserv I have had the pleasure to be involved with 

(Southern Fandom Classic), Patricia has posted numerous accounts of helping Ruth Speer sort 
through Jackôs massive collection of things fannish. She entitled these postings ñAdventures in 

Speerology,ò and so far there have been four installments. This is the second of the series; the 

first was to appear in the September issue of the Southern Fandom Bulletin (edited by Warren 

Buff), and the other installments are slated to appear in Guy Lillianôs Challenger  and Shelby 
Vickôs Planetary Stories.  With a grateful heart and a heartfelt nod to Ruth Speer, and in memory 

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

fandom at large. 
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                                 Fielding Practice  
 

  

 

 

 

 

By Eric Mayer 
 
 
 

My dad and I never got along as well as we should have. We were too much alike and I 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 I found myself alone in a 
hotel room with HBO. At the end of Field of Dreams, where father and son play catch, my eyes 

teared up. 

 

My family leaned towards aesthetics rather than athletics, but when I was growing up baseball 
was part of childhood's landscape, along with scraped knees, bicycles and crayons. Even skinny, 

near-sighted bookworms played ball in the backyard when they didn't have their noses in a Tom 

Swift Jr. adventure. 
 

There was 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 fighter in the county. An important 

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

 

Before one important pick-up 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 which lived out 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 I was old enough to play ball my grandfather was too sick to. Dad let me and my 

friends use the bat and 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, leather pillow, scuffed 

and bleached by age, with a deep baseball-sized 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 your free hand. Which wasn't easy since it weighed enough 
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to sprain a scrawny wrist. We figured it must have been one of the first mitts to drag itself out of 

the pre-Doubleday 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 barrel was massive. 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 appropriate. My friends and I could hardly lift that 
much lumber let alone swing it. 

 

Nevertheless, we used to haul the bat -- or as we called it, in 
hushed tones,  the 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 simulated World 

Series, we'd toss away whatever little stick we had been using 
and ceremoniously take up the all-powerful lumber. It always 

felt like it was filled with magic from the baseball's age of 

legends. (Or maybe my grandfather had put some lead fishing 
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 would send the 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 I still remember 

watching him hit a double in a big game at the end of the season. I didn't have the coordination, 
or strength, or self-confidence. 

 

My one moment of horsehide heroism came when I blasted a homerun in the bottom of the ninth 

during the informal "Boys Club" 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, I guess. 

The ball traveled about fifty feet into the thicket on the hillock behind the first base rock. I 
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 local weekly, it looked like I 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 school art teacher he 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 spent a whole afternoon throwing to a visiting friend who had 

played some semi-pro ball. My dad showed off his curve for hours -- a 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. 

Eric 

His 

dad 
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I liked fielding "practice" better than catch anyway. "Practice" was a euphemism.  Since I never 

played ball except with my friends I really didn't have anything to "practice" for. I enjoyed it for 
its own sake, like most of 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, pop-ups and liners. He started by sending the ball right to me, 
then gradually he placed it to one side, further back, or maybe a long ways in front of me. I 

needed to take a few steps, then trot after the ball, then run all out. 

 
We'd be out there until dark. Sometimes I was disappointed as the ball grazed my glove and fell 

to the grass, hit a few inches too far for me to make the spectacular grab I envisioned. Other 

times, I tracked the ball down but was sure I could have run a couple steps further if I'd had to. 
 

Twilight fell. The pines around the edge of the property became black sentinels and the lawn 

filled up with night. I 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. 
 

I always wanted just one more chance. I was looking for that perfect catch. The catch where I 

judged the ball's flight precisely, pivoted as quickly as possible, raced as fast as I 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 but held firmly. 

 
No matter how many good catches I made, it always seemed there was a far better one, some 

ultimate catch  -- a Willie Mays tracks down Vic Wertz' World Series drive catch -- still out there 

somewhere. 

 
My dad kept hitting balls into the fading light until, finally, I would hear the sound of bat against 

ball and stay where I was, staring up into the sky, unable to see anything but a stray firefly. I 

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 own 

abilities. There's always a better painting 

or story barely out of reach. Next time 
we'll be able to track it down. 

 

But maybe that's just me. I wonder what 
Dad would think if I posed the theory to 

him. He'd probably disagree in no 

uncertain terms and then we'd argue. 
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Judd Apatow  

 Stole My Life!  
 

By Chris Garcia 
 
 I recently went to the movies. I often go 

with Linda or a group of friends, but this time I 
was on my own. It was a Judd Apatow film called 

Forgetting Sarah Marshall. It was a really funny 

lit tle movie. Jason Segel played the lead character, 

a talented musician who does dark and ominous 
music for Crime Scene, a CSI rip-off starring his 

girlfriend, Sarah Marshall, played by the lovely 

and very thin Kristen Bell. She dumps him for a 
hot new rock star, 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.  

 Thereôs more to it, but something strange 

hit me about ½ way through: Judd Apatow has 

stolen my life concept.  
 Iôve always believed in one thing: positive thinking turns problems into disasters. Yes, I 

know thatôs a dark sentiment, but think about all the times people have declared themselves ready 

to weather the storm only to get washed away. Itôs much better to see the problems, dell on them 
and then when they happen, youôre far more prepared.  

 Apatowôs main characters all seem to have something in common. They all are talented 

guys (for the most part) who mess everything up once they get a little confidence. Itôs obvious 

with Ben in Knocked Up, and even more so with Dewey Cox in Walk Hard. I completely relate to 
that. Every time Iôve found myself thinking Iôm good enough to do something, it blows up on me, 

usually in the worst way possible. Itôs a pattern and a rough one to deal with. What if success can 

only come to you when youôre pissing your pants out of fear, but the moment you know you can 
slay the dragon youôre doomed to be fire-roasted? Itôs hard and every one of Apatowôs characters 

has that problem. And so do I. 

 Thereôs more. Iôm a slob, just like almost every one of Juddôs characters. Iôm a guy who 
enjoys fun, video games, a good scotch, and anytime I can just shut my brain down and enjoy the 

moment. About the only thing I donôt share with a majority of Juddôs characters is Iôm not a weed 

smoker.  

 Iôve written of the ways in which Iôm the Forty Year Old Virginéonly Iôm 33 and not a 
virginéIôll pause for the shocked gaspséand I donôt work in an electronics store. I work in an 

electronics museum! Iôve discovered that his way of dealing with fact that he couldnôt connect 

with woman was to shut them mostly out and live in a world of action figures, video games, 
apartment Karaoke and comic books. These are all things Iôve enjoyed throughout my life, yet 

Iôve never used them as a hiding technique. To me, theyôre how I build bridges to more and more 

people. Iôve always loved hanging with the geeks, as it were, and you need to have a podium on 
which to build a connection. A shared language if you will.  
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 Ron Burgundy, the main character from Apatowôs Anchorman, and I have a lot in 

common.  He likes a good scotch; I like a good scotch. He loves a good suit and I love a good 
suit. Heôs got a voice that could make a wolverine purr and Iôm the voice of a Giant Space 

Chicken. Whatôs not the same. He falls in love with Miss Veronica Corningstone and he doesnôt 

know how to handle being in love and staying the guy heôs been. Iôve had that problem once or 

twice myself, and I know a lot of guys who have that happen. Luckily, Iôm much better about that 
now. The bad parts of Ron Burgundy, the brash language, the brutal self-importance, the 

complete disregard for human kind, are things that Iôve been accused of in the past. 

 If I could build a character that was me, I think I would start with Weird Al Yankovichôs 
George from UHF. Heôs a good hearted guy with imagination who gets control of a TV station 

and bends it to fit his world view. Itôs the kind of character that you both love and fear and 

wonder if it would really be possible. Heôs also supported by a group of friends, including a guy 
with an unhealthy obsession with a mop, and theyôre the ones that make the magic happen for 

him.  

 Follow that up with Val Kilmerôs character from Top Secret!. Nick Rivers is a brilliant 

singer, something I am not but always wished I could be, and then add to that the fact that he runs 
into adventure with the French Resistance while singing and dancing around Europe. Itôs a really 

funny performance.  

 And after that, Val Kilmerôs character from Real Genius. Tech savvy to a degree that was 
unheard of in those days and a wise-ass to boot! Whatôs better than that.  

 And if I could have the silver tongue, amazing presence and witty comebacks of Val 

Kilmerôs portrayal of Doc Holiday, thatôd be perfect.  
 So, Iôd much rather be Val Kilmerôs character choices than the combined characters of 

Mr. Judd Apatow. Go figure!  
 

      -- Chris Garcia 

 

 

 

I did mention in my editorial 
blathering that this particular issue 

was largely put together over the 

weekend of 12-14 September 2008, 
the very same weekend that Hurricane 

Ike came ashore near Galveston, 

Texas, and essentially wiped large 
swatches of that city off the map. 

Believe me; I do not mean to minimize 

the loss of life and damage, especially 

since my home and family were also 
in the line of fire. We were fortunately 

spared the brunt of the storm and 

sustained hardly any damage. Others 
were not as fortunate.  

 So for this reason, because I  spent a lot of time putting this issue together while it rained 

heavily outside and winds gusted to 60+ miles per hour in College Station, I 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 thoughts, and I hope everyone is fine. Take care of 

yourselves. And I thank all of those who e-mailed me wishing my family the best while we 

hunkered down to ride out the storm. That means a lot, and it is most appreciated. 
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Bumpy Byways, Part Two 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                                 By Lee Anne Lavell 
 
 

 

 

Traveling Second Boulevard 

 

 
The second incarnation of Indiana Fandom was actually rather uneventful.   

 
After the first ISFA died I continued to be active in a minor way in fandom, going to conventions, 

keeping up with friends, that sort of thing.  I donôt remember exactly why things re-started, but 

there we were.  Another ISFA.  I canôt recall whether we were the Indiana Science Fantasy 

Association, the Indiana Science Fiction Association or the Indianapolis Science Fiction 
Association.  Each of our three incarnations had its own individual name I think, but it didnôt 

really make any difference.  We still drew from that same core of die-hard 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 attract trios).  Most of the other 

original members had disappeared or moved away.   
 

However new members appeared to replace the old.  Les Gerber, a sixteen-year-old 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 I was 

driving him to a Midwescon, that his mother had warned him to stay away from cigarettes, liquor 

and wild women and that he guessed that he was breaking all three.)  We also had a couple of 
young ladies (early college, I think), Sandy Mitchell and Mary Rita Schlichte.  
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This latest incarnation of ISFA really did nothing outstanding, even less so than the first one.  
There was no great spate of fanzine publishing.  Juanita and Buck were publishing Yandro which 

Juanitaôs Eisfa had morphed into after they were married, but that could hardly be counted as 

coming through the aegis of ISFA.  I was editing a zine called Space Cage which featured our 

meeting notices - or half of them as they alternated with a one page meeting notice called Space 
Page.  Through the latter Mrs. Pboth was born.  Jim was doing the editing and publishing of 

Space Page and in one issue he thought it would be funny to compare Mary Rita to a character in 

Peanuts (I think it was) so he had as a running joke the phrase ñMary Rita Schlichte pats birds on 
the headò.  He ended the notice with the acronym for the above: MRS/PBOTH.  However several 

people didnôt catch it and wanted to know who Mrs. Pboth was. And thus was she born and 

continued to issue the meeting notices. 
 

About the only other thing this ISFA did was have a running joke about bidding for a worldcon 

which we called Circon,  No one ever ever ever considered 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 which we sometimes 

discussed s-f but more often not, just talked and had fun.  I 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 bump, rather more like a ripple. 

 
 

      -- Lee Anne Lavell 
 

 {}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}  

 
A few months back, I sent an e-mail around to a batch of folks on my mailing list to see if 

anybody would be interested in writing a brief recap of how they perceived fandom the first 

time they encountered the beast.  A couple  people actually responded! Arnie Katz turned his 

into a full-blown column (starting on the next page). Here is the other response:: 

 
ñI was 15 going on 16 when I sent away for my first 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 SPHERE.  I don't recall my impression of the 

latter in any detail, just that I didn't like it that much.  The others were what I later learned were 
"fannish fanzines," and I liked them a lot.  What's not to like about (for instance) Walt Willis 

writing from Northern Ireland, Redd Boggs writing about WILD WEST WEEKLY, and Fred 

Chappell's hilarious parody of THE IMMORTAL STORM (even funnier after I actually read 

Sam's history)?!  I wanted more, and I wanted to do my own fanzine.  It was like an open "secret 
society" and that appealed to me a lot as an alienated teen. So I did, still do, and haven't ever 

regretted my involvement in fandom.ò (12 Sept 08) 

- Robert Lichtman  
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                                                     The Thin Veneer 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                 The Epiphany of the Elephant  
 

by Arnie Katz 
 
 In its vastness and variety, Fandom is somewhat like the old joke about three blind men 
trying to describe an elephant. Each man touches the elephantôs body at a different place and each 

gets a wildly different idea of what it looks like. 

 Fandom is like that, even more so today than it was when I 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, revelatory flash. I didnôt see the full 

panoply of Fandom in one crystalline image. I perceived it in a series of high-impact insights. 
Some of them were thrillingly pleasant, some were more uncomfortable and a few were a lot like 

having my foot stepped on by that elephant. 

 Let me tell you about the first of these partial epiphanies. 
 Lenny Bailes and I 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.   
 I had a long siege in the hospital, due to a detached retina, about age 13. (Those familiar 

with current surgical practice may wonder at this statement. This was pre-laser and occupied my 

life from early May to the opening of school the following fall, totally and completely. 
 Lenny and I had had a short falling out prior to the accident that caused the detached retina, 

probably over something dumb Iôd done, so I didnôt see him until late in the summer. He 

appeared at the door to the kitchen. He said he was still angry, but that he didnôt know anyone 
else whoôd appreciate what had happened. 
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 Left mostly to his own devices during my confinement, Lenny had mastered the intricacies 

of the New York City subway.  With characteristic thoroughness, Lenny learned it all and could 
guide us to any destination reachable via the labyrinthine system. 

 Suddenly, we were free from our suburban neighborhood and saw the possibilities of New 

York City open to us,. So it wasnôt long before we took our Mutt-and-Jeff act across the nearby 

City Line that separated Queens from Nassau County. 
 Just across Lakeville Road, hardly more than a couple of blocks away, we found the end of 

the Q-44 bus line. We took the long, bouncy bus ride down pothole-marked 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 into the 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 of Mad, with pleasant, if less spectacular, results. 

 Also high on the list was a tour of the backdate magazines stores that then lined Sixth 

Avenue ï it didnôt become the Avenue of the Americas for a couple of more years. 

 Lenny and I had developed the habit of taking long walking tours of all the 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 around 42
nd

 Street and Sixth and walked all 

the way down to the low 20ôs where they petered out. 
 Who knows how many New York fans had visited those stores before us and denuded them 

of classic pulps and even the better postwar titles like Astounding? I vaguely recall a mention in 

Sam Moskowitzôs The Immortal Storm about New York City fans picking the stores clean even 
before the first World SF Convention.  

Sixth Avenue was somewhat 

low-rent and dingy when we began to 

mine it for science fiction. The 
elevated line that had once kept the 

street in perpetual semi-darkness had 

gone, but it lingered as a pervasive 
feeling of decay. Changes had started, 

including some much fancier new 

buildings, but the old Sixth Avenue 

still wheezed and lived. 
 The backdate stores themselves 

ran the gamut from pretentious shabby 

to indoor  Town Dump. They were 
poorly lit, seldom swept or 

straightened and arranged in systems 

understood only by whoever filled 
them with magazines and books just 

before opening day. 

 We found science fiction and 

fantasy magazines in abundance, but 
they were all digest-size mags no 

older than five or six years. There were some copies of the Lowndes titles like Future and Larry 

Shawôs excellent Infinity, but mostly they had Amazing and Fantastic. 
 Hugo Gernsback founded Amazing Stories in 1926, making it the first all science Fiction 

magazine. (Weird Tales preceded it, but that was fantasy/horror.) Poppa Hugoôs brainchild took a 

serious tone and emphasized extrapolative science and engineering in prose that mixed stilted 
construction with goshwow enthusiasm. 



 16 

 Ripped from Gernsback and out-done by subsequent entries into the field like Street & 

Smithôs Astounding gradually slid toward the low end of the market. It became a ragged-edged 
pulp, swerved into preoccupation with the Shaver Mystery and eventually settled into a format 

that featured lots of lightly humorous and action-oriented stories likely to appeal to a teenaged 

audience. 

Fantastic, under its original name of Fantastic 
Adventures, was Ziff-Davisô attempt to extend the 

pulp line with a flanker title for Amazing (and 

Mammoth Western).. Initially somewhat higher in 
quality than Amazing, Fantastic in the mid-to-late 

1950ôs featured lots of Walter Mitty-esque wish 

fulfillment stories, breezily written, slightly 
titillating and devoid of nuance and meaning.  

Fantastic did so well with this approach that Ziff-

Davis even published a few issues of Dream 

Quest, which was entirely devoted to stories about 
shlumps who get super powers and use them for 

important stuff like winning their high school 

sweetheart or spying on the womenôs locker room. 
 Whatever their flaws, those magazines had 

one outstanding and incontrovertible virtue: they 

were unbelievable cheap, less than half the price of 
the then-current issue of Amazing on the 

newsstand. (Little did I know that I would one day 

be Associate Editor of 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 

scholar, I quickly learned that literary quality didnôt have a very high priority. I was so thrilled 
with the idea of science fiction magazines that I read every one that passed into my clutches. 

 It didnôt take long to discover that I liked the departments better than most of the stories. 

And of all the departments and features, the one that captivated and mesmerized me was ñThe 

Clubhouse,ò conducted by Rog Phillips in Amazing and Phillipsô ñThe Revolving Fan,ò written 
under his real name, ñRoger Graham,ò in Fantastic. 

 The magazines werenôt stingy with space for these features. Phillips had about the same 

number of pages a short story wouldôve occupied. I probably read it for the first time, because I 
didnôt want to leave all those pages unread. My mother had taught me not to leave anything on 

my plate lest it somehow negatively impact the children allegedly starving in Europe and I 

applied the same ñclean plateò philosophy to those SF magazines. I even read the Rosicrucian 
advertisement. 

 It was with absolutely no expectations that I started to read ñThe Clubhouseò for the first 

time. I was unaware that Phillips started the column shortly after World War II and that this was a 

mid-1950ôs revival ï and it wouldnôt have meant anything to me if I had. 
 So I read the column and all the others contained in the small stack of digest SF magazines 

Iôd bought. The reviews of fanzines and comments about conventions thrilled me beyond 

measure. Phillipsô columns put almost all the stories in the shade, not to mention Amazingôs  other 
departments. 

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

 Fandom 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 


