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Aboriginal Science Fiction gets even better!

Nominated for a Hugo Award for two consecutive years, Visit our table in the
Aboriginal Science Fiction is the fastest-growing science fiction Noreascon III Dealer’s

magazine in the country. Aboriginal is hot!
Room and you can get a

Beginning with its Sept.-Oct. 1989 issue, Aboriginal will be ad- copy of our premier
ding a high-gloss cover and going to the newsstands. Aboriginal .
is already the only full-color full-slick science fiction magazine. gleWSStand issue for Only

Top-selling authors! s oy

amamﬂm_ ORIGINAL

The new high-gloss cover will make Aboriginal’s full-color art S N F‘C‘“ON S ‘5 F

even more visible on the magazine racks. The magazine has a "

high-powered lineup of Hugo- and Nebula-winning authors
scheduled for upcoming issues:

The Sept.-Oct. 1989 premier newsstand issue (available at
Noreascon for only $1) will feature Larry Niven with ‘“The Por-
trait of Daryanree the King’’ and Walter Jon Williams with
“The Bob Dylan Solution.”

The Dec.-Nov. 1989 issue (on sale Oct. 1) features Nebula win-
ner James Morrow with ‘‘Bible Stories for Adults No. 31: The
Covenant’’ and humorist Esther Friesner with the ‘“The Doo-
wop Never Dies.”

The Jan.-Feb. 1990 issue (on sale Dec. 1) will kick off a three-
part special featuring Frederik Pohl and artist Kelly Freas who
have teamed up for ‘“The Gateway Concordance’ a history of
the Heechee’s contact with humanity made famous in Pohl’s
Hugo- and Nebula-award winning Gateway novels. Joining
Pohl in the Jan.-Feb. 1990 issue will be Nebula winner George
Alec Effinger with ‘“No Prisoners.”’

“The Gateway Concordance’’ will continue in the March-April
and May-June 1990 issues along with stories by Michael Swan- Don’t miss out. subscribe at
wick, Richard Bowker, Bruce Bethke, Jennifer Roberson, and N CFeascon II’I and save
many, many others. twice!

I live in the U.S.A., please begin by subscription to Aboriginal Science Fiction.
I want [0 6 issues for $14. [ 12 issues for $24. (J 18 issues for $32. My O check or
0 money order is enclosed. I live outside the U.S.A., please begin my sub-
scription to Aboriginal Science Fiction. 1 want [ 6 issues for $17. O 12
issues for $30. 0 18 issues for $41. My 0O check or 00 money order is
enclosed. Please bill my:

(] Visa (] Master Card
Card # Exp. Date
NAME
ADDRESS
CITY STATE ZIP
COUNTRY

Send your check to: ABORIGINAL SF,
P.O. BOX 2449, WOBURN, MA 01888-0849
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Sheraton-Boston Hotel August 31 - September 4, 1989  Hynes Convention Center
Boston, Massachusetts USA

Professional Guests of Honor

Andre Norton
Betty and Ian Ballantine

Fan Guest of Honor

The Stranger Club

Boston’s First SF Organization

Members scheduled to be at Noreascon Three are:
Art Widner, Harry Clement Stubbs, G. Timothy Orrok,
Louis Russell Chauvenet, Chan Davis, and Robert D. Swisher

Noreascon Three is organized by Massachusetts Convention Fandom, Inc. The members of MCFI are:
Claire Anderson, Dave Anderson, Seth Breidbart, Ann Broomhead, Dave Cantor, Mike DiGenio, Don
Eastlake, Jill Eastlake, George Flynn, Ellen Franklin, Pam Fremon, Susan Hammond, Chip Hitchcock, Jim
Hudson, Wendell Ing, Fred Isaacs, Rick Katze, Allan Kent, Debbie King, Suford Lewis, Tony Lewis, Paula
Lieberman, Jim Mann, Laurie Mann, Mark Olson, Priscilla Olson, Joe Rico, Sharon Sbarsky, Andi Shechter,
Rob Spence, Greg Thokar, Leslie Turek, Pat Vandenberg, Jane Wagner, Monty Wells, and Ben Yalow.
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To Begin

Welcome to Noreascon Three, commemorating the fiftieth anniversary of the first World Science Fiction Convention. You hold in
your hands the Noreascon Three Souvenir Book containing Guest of Honor articles, an Andre Norton Bibliography, a Worldcon
history, World Science Fiction Society documents, a science fiction club list, and much more. It does NOT contain the Noreascon
program, facility information, or maps. These are to be found in the Noreascon Program Booklet, something (almost) small enough
to carry at the con. We’ve put all of the information you will need to get around the con in that publication. The Souvenir Book is a
tribute to our Guests and to fifty years of science fiction fandom. Enjoy! — Greg Thokar, editor

Thank You

We would like to express our many thanks to those volunteers
who showed up at our weekly precon worksessions at the NESFA
clubhouse. Your helpkept several of us functioning. (Atleast until
the con!)

Below is a list of some of those who helped. We also thank
those people whose names we’ve missed.

Richard Bartlett, John Dittmann, Carol Downing, Babette
Mortell, David Nathanson, Edmund L. Schweppe, Anne
Sheridan, Carol Springs, John F. Willis, Harold Zitzow,
Virginia Zitzow

Thanks are also extended to Bob Eggleton, the Hugo-nomi-
nated professional artist who donated his time and effort to create
the beautiful artwork for the cover of this book. Bob’s work can
also be found on the cover of the Noreascon Guest of Honor book,
Grand Masters’ Choice, edited by Andre Norton.

We would like to thank some of the organizations that donated
time and/or money to Noreascon:

Cindy Lazzaro at Thinking Machines for production of Braille
and Large Print Publications.

Kurt Baty for the incredibly comprehensive Andre Norton Bibli-
ography from The Whole Science Fiction Data Base.

L.A.conII (SCIFI), which donated $1,000 towards the production
of the Hugo rockets, and also donated three cases of mimeo paper
for the Stranger fanzine.

W.S.F.A., the D.C.-area club, which donated $1,000 to fﬂ ” p 0"

1S5 CHAIRING A

pay for the 50th Anniversary Cake for the Thursday

night Extravaganza. WORLDCON,
THEN TAKING
A special thank you to Don Campbell, Bill Camp, and QE\'SJ_‘E' €

Michael Maher of Design, Etc., 20 West 20th St., New
York, N.Y. 10010, for their outstanding Hugo base
designs. It was wonderful to have sooo many good
choices.

We would also like to thank Doug Zegal of Art Guild,
1250 Metropolitan Ave., West Deptford, N.J. 08066,
for fabricating the Hugo bases and accepting the chal-
lenge of producing this most complex design.

@HHI‘{hELL 1950

Thanks go out to the many artists who responded to our call for
artwork. Their efforts can be seen within these covers and many
other Noreascon publications.

And finally, we give heartfelt thanks to our children and
families for their long-term understanding during the bidding,
planning, and running of the con. (And we also thank our many
anonymous employers for their unwitting donations of copying,
phone calls, computer time, and other useful services.)

Our Foreign Agents are:

AUSTRALIA

Carey Handfield, Box 1091, Carlton, Victoria 3053
UK

Colin Fine, 28 Abbey Road, Cambridge CB5 8HQ
EUROPE

Kees Van Toorn, PO Box 3411, 3003 AK Rotterdam,

Netherlands

Upcoming Worldcon Addresses

1990 Worldcon: ConFiction
PO Box 95370, 2509 CJ The Hague, Holland

1991 Worldcon: Chicon V
Information: PO Box A3120, Chicago, IL 60690
Registration: PO Box 218121, Upper Arlington, OH 43221

The 47th World Science Fiction Convention 5
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LARRY NIVEN’S
KNOWN SPACE
IS STILLAFLAME
WITH WAR!

Through surprises, technological
superiority, and the sheer ferocity
of their attacks, the Kzinti nearly
overwhelmed humanity. But fast
as you can say ‘“Ghengis Khan” or
“Alexander the Great” the
seemingly harmless humans had
recovered from their initial shock,
and shortly were all over the
pussycats like ugly on an ape, with
space fleets and strategic thinking
that left the Warrior Race quite
dazzled.

But that was centruries ago, and
the pain of lost battles has faded—
but not the humiliation. The Kzinti
are back, and spoiling for a fight.

Two all-new
short novels
featuring
humans in
conflict with the
most persistent
and deadly
enemy ever to
treat intelligent
species as food
animals.

| LARRY NIVEN |
£ ALSO

TWO LESSONS FROM

THE FIRST MAN-KZIN WAR

LESSON #1 (For the Humans)
The Universe is no place for pacifists.

LESSON #2 (For the Kzinti)
Don’t attack until you are ready! Trillions of

A MUST-READ FOR EVERYONE | 30 nurane.
WHO LIVES IN KNOWN SPACE!| When waris

unthinkable,
treachery will

BAEN BOOKS | ™
Distributed by Simon & Schuster, ﬂﬂ&“ RICK CDOK
1230 Avenue of the Americas, New York, N.Y. 100020 UK 5

COMING
THIS
MONTH

AUGUST 1989 @ 69835-4 ® $3.50 ® 320 PAGES
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HAMMER’S SLAMMERS ARE BACK
AND ROLLING HOT!

The Troops: Captain Ranson needed a rest; she'd been
handed a disaster. Birdie Sparrow: he and the ghost haunting

him were seasoned veterans. Hans Wager: the enemy didn't
worry him as much as his own tank. Dick Suilin: he started as a
civilian; by the end he wasn’t sure he was human.

The Task: If they and the rest of a mixed bag of recruits
and battle-fatigued vets can't relieve a district capital, the war is
over. And the Slammers have lost.

They've got 300 miles of hostile territory to cover, fighting
all the way. Their chances are not good—but those who
oppose them have no chance at all, because war-worn and
battle-crazed as they may be, they are Slammers, and they are

AN

THE LATEST AND — IN THE AUTHOR’S OPINION AS WELL AS OUR OWN —
GREATEST NOVEL OF COLONEL ALOIS HAMMER'S INDOMITABLE SLAMMERS

GADN

WILEY
BAEN BOOKS, DISTRIBUTED BY SIMON & SCHUSTER 1230 AVENUE OF THE AMERICAS, NEW YORK, NY 10020
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To the Red Sands
of Mars

by Andre Norton

Compulsive readers begin early but sometimes do notdiscover
the most appetizing fare at the time and place fate sees fit to call
them. You who can now go into any bookshop and see shelves
thick-lined with science-fiction and fantasy novels—hardcovers
or mass market—probably never realize the thrill the discovery of
a single such book was, little more than fifty years ago.

There was Verne and there was Wells—and little else. I was
just entering junior high school when a John Carter tale entered
my life. The fact thata book such as A Princess of Mars could exist
was a breath-taking revelation. Notonly was this so, butit was one
of a series! Unbelievable riches to come—quick additions to
birthday and Christmas want lists.

Searches of the stacks in libraries could turn out single volumes
such as FB One Does Not Reply—A “what if” action tale which
preceded Lindbergh’s ocean flight by suggesting that such could
be made only when one’s plane might land, refuel, and take off
again from floating islands regularly spaced across the ocean.
Then there were also the lost race novels of Haggard—really
meaty reading.

British writers, probably because of the vast extent of the
Empire, dealt expertly with such themes. They had not only
Haggard, busily writing his way across Africa, also venturing into
Mexico and South America, where his heroes faced Inca or Aztec
enemies (in Ancient Allan he even gave us a look at the age of
creeping glaciers), but a number of others.

Spending summer vacations in Canada gave me access to the
work of followers of Haggard, volumes unknown on this side of
the border. There was “Ganpat,” a British army officer in India
using as pen name that of the Hindu god of writers, who had the
power of evoking worlds in the shadow lands of the Himalayas
and the Gobi desert. It was he who produced the adventure of
Harilek and his comrades—such treasure hunts as in the Mirror
of Dreams, which dealt with a preglacieral civilization or
remnants of such. There was also a Roy Norton, of whom I have
never been able to discover more than his name, who, like
Haggard, sought lost tribes in South America, and the Bruce who
wrote Mukara, based on the vanished expedition of Colonel
Fawcett seeking the remains of Mu.

Perhaps the books cited above could not be truly placed in a
strict reckoning of science-fiction (though Ganpat introduced
some suggestions of outré inventions) or fantasy—rather they
were termed “adventure” stories, as were the blazing action
novels which made up the total of Talbot Mundy’s incomparable
books. However, they did more than skirt the edges of the field by
introducing elements which were from worlds beyond reach,

Harold Lamb, before he became a noted historian, tried his
hand also with such books as Marching Sands.

Fantasy had come through its own curling path, in and out of
“respectable” fiction. There were the books of George

Photo by Christine Valada

MacDonald with their strong bent toward the moralistic necessary
for acceptance during the Victorian period. Hodgson’s The Night
Land (save for the over-sentimental prologue which has nothing
to do with the real force of the story) is an exciting evocation of
adying world. He also ventured into horror with his Carnacki the
Ghost Finder.

Justas John Carter took me to Mars so did two other unheralded
finds set me searching even more widely. The Girlin the Golden
Atom by Cummings was one such, but more impressive, and
lasting, results came from Merritt’s Face in the Abyss. Here was
color, weird beauty which I had not dreamed of. And it was to
Merritt I looked when I thought of my own writing.

More old books had become almost impossible to find by the
time I was in high school. So I turned to magazines. But Merritt’s
Moon Pool could be read so in monthly installments. And there
were others just as eye-binding to be found on such pages. These
publications were considered by the world at large to be trash.
Luckily my reading taste had never been in any way censored by
my elders, as was the unfortunate case for many other possible
readers. My father had a taste for such fiction at a much earlier
period—recommending to my mother during their courtship the
reading of Bellamy’s Looking Backward, which he read not for its
socialist point of view but for the description of life in a future,
much more technically advanced world.

My mother, an avid reader and an unsung storyteller herself,
had known Tarzan of the Apes inits infancy and often spoke of the
thrill she had had in reading as a magazine serial of the very early
1900s the novel Darkness and Dawn. She remembered the plot of
this vividly, and years later was able to tell it to me before I was
able to locate a reissued copy of the book.
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SoI'became a regular purchaser of Amazing Stories, Thrilling
Wonder, Planet Stories, Startling Stories, Weird Tales, and the
like—including all I could find on newsstands. Books, were far
harder to gather but luckily some reprint companices took a chance
on republishing serials which had been popular—such as the
Burroughs books. Iremember a long train trip when I was fourteen
during which I'had, joy of joys, The Land That Time Forgot as a
companion.

I cannot claim that any refinement of taste was mine. Interest
depended on the strength of the action, the rapid movement of the
plot, the descriptions of strange and exciting backgrounds. I must
firmly admit that my own desires turned me from the science-
overloaded “gadget” story to the action one. I suffered impatiently
through the science to get glimpses of new worlds or strange
peoples.

The arrival on the scene of small publishing houses dedicated
to the genre was a boon. Unfortunately most of the libraries (as
there was a thing called the Depression then in progress, few of us
were plump enough in the pocketbook to actually buy anew book)
could see no good in the field nor would “waste” money acquiring
fiction which (I never then met a supervisor who actually read the
prejudged stories) was ranked impossible entirely by a glance or
two at the cover of some pulp giving a slightly lurid and flashing
presentation of a half-clothed female of our species being pursued
by a monster. This was the standard cover of the period, just as a
girl with flowing hair flying a night-embowered ancient mansion
is the trademark of the modern gothic. I recall my impassioned
plea, at one meeting for the buying for new titles, for the addition
of Campbell’s The Moon is Hell which was firmly refused
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because of the use of that word in the title.

Even bookshops did not know or care to learn what might be
wanted. It was my opportunity of once in a lifetime to pick up, in
mint condition, a copy of the Arkham House Lovecraft The
Outsider for a dollar and a half on the discard table of the largest
bookshopin Cleveland. Yes, we who wanted life beyond our own
world were a very small minority and, save for a few places such
as New York and some other centers, we were loners without any
organizations. There were no conventions, we had few contacts
who were interested in the same subjects as fascinated us.

The change which began gradually in the 1940s, and speeded
up greatly in the 1950s, was first brought about by a number of
small publishers existing only to publish in the field—such firms
as Gnome Press, FPIC, Arkham House, and the like. An edition
of one title consisted of around 1500 copies and there was little or
no reprinting, no mass market editions at all. This limiting of
editions leads now to the vast inflation of prices for the modern
collector. However, most of what was published then now falls in
the modern listing of “classics.”

I wrote my first two books in the genre in the late thirties, but
they met with flatrejection from the publisher for whom I then had
been writing adventure and mystery stories—Appleton Century,
an old and conservative firm. As I found the writing of short
stories difficult, the field I enjoyed the most seemed closed to me.
Both these books, for which I had done an immense amount of
research, dealing with the legends of Atlantis and Mu, were then
merely scrap paper. Though, at a much later date, the first,
rewritten, became Operation Time Search and did appear in print.
But at the time I was thus firmly discouraged from trying again.

However, only a few years later, in the very early ’50s, I was
approached by World Publishing Company with a suggestion for
me to put together a collection of short stories of my own
selection—mainly as an experiment. I chose to gather those
making up Bullard of the Space Patrol—seeking out the stories of
that officer’s career through a number of magazines. The book
was a success, winning the Boys’ Clubs of America gold medal.
So stimulated, the publisher was induced to accept three more
such works, subject anthologies—Space Pioneers, Space Police,
and Space Service. I was aided in my quest by other eager readers,
among them Harlan Ellison, then just beginning his distinguished
career.

It was then suggested to me that I do a tale of my own. One of
the ideas which had often intrigued me was a “what if”” situation
which would deal with my own hometown and state—Cleveland
and Ohio. Out of this beginning I produced Star Man's Son.

111 health forced me out of the job I had held for twenty years
in the library. I had more time, it was no longer necessary to write
in small snatches, and certainly the will to plunge into the science-
fiction field. For a while I served Gnome Press as areader and that
company produced my first series or rather the beginning of it—
those adventures of the crew of the Free Trader Stellar Queen
which appeared in Sargasso of Space and Plague Ship. Financial
troubles ended this embarkation into the field. But now I was also
writing for two separate publishers, alternating one book with
another—Harcourt, Brace, and World Publishing.

Also Ibecame abook reviewer of science fiction and fantasy—
though at that time there was more of the former than the latter—
for the Cleveland Press. This gave me speedy access to the work
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* of such leaders in the field as Heinlein and his now well known
contemporaries.

The full power of fantasy was brought home to me by my
reading of the first of the Tolkien Lord of the Rings volumes. I had
reviewed The Hobbit and thus I was led to the actual spending of
five dollars (in those days an almost unheard of sum for a work of
fiction) for The Fellowship of the Ring at its first American
appearance. Perhaps because of the price, the three volumes were
brought out only one a year, which was an almost unbearable bit
of cliff-hanging.

My own first excursion into straight fantasy occurred later. I
had among my collection of unfinished scraps of ideas and scenes,
which had never developed into complete narratives, two or three
pages of what I had conceived of being a historical novel concern-
ing Crusaders. This suddenly presented itself to me as an entirely
different tale.

[ wrote it in a rush of enthusiasm but there was no publisher
eagerly waiting. All my work to this point was judged to be for the
high school age reader. Witch World was definitely, as I saw it,
adult.

Through an agent it was offered to a small, beginning house
where the editor would only consider it if he was allowed a free
hand to cut and edit. For the moment, uncertain as I was of its
value, it having been an experiment on my part, I was led to agree.

But time passed and Don Wollheim at Ace showed an interest
in the idea. Since the other editor had now had the ms. for over a
year and apparently done nothing with it, it was shown to Mr.
Wollheim, to be accepted without alteration. Though it was never
meant to be the forerunner of a series, it had a sequel and simply
went on from there.

I continued to write other books not laid in Witch World. My
interests in history and archaeology suggested more and more
themes and plots. Only one difficulty now arose: I felt that while
[ was writing some books of my own in the field it was better not
to read for pleasure and relaxation the same type of work. Thus
books upon books I wanted to read began to pile up. I must sadly
confess that at the present time one room of my now very much
extended library shelves only books I have not yet read but want
and mean to. In a little more than fifty years I have gone from
famine to feast.

Writers, however, seldom retire. Even if our hours before a
typewriter (a relic still used, I assure all owners of word proces-
sors) must be curtailed because of aching backs. There is always
a new idea, another story waiting in the back of one’s mind. At
present I am playing leap frog between three important projects,
and am rather breathless because of it all.

Butnever have I forgotten the first thrill of travelling with John
Carter across the red sea bottoms of dying Mars, standing to watch
the weeping of golden tears by the Face in the Abyss, seeing the
prehistoric wonders of The Lost World, listening to the mournful
crying of the last dying Martian, left alone toperish, in The War
of the Worlds, skulking undercover with Haril¢k and his comrades
before the grim Gate of Death, treading the sfreets of Alexandria
on the heels of Captain Tros. All this has b¢en mine and surely
shaped in one way or another what I have-had to offer others. To
seek with difficulty was to find, but even from the beginning
riches beyond compare were there.

Andre Norton:
The Mother of Us All

by Joan D. Vinge

Andre Norton has been writing for over fifty years now, and
writing science fiction and fantasy for over forty years, which
must seem as amazing to her as it probably does to most of her
readers. She is one of the most prolific and popular authors
working in the field today, as the numbers of her fans and the sales
of her books continue to prove.

When I first began speaking to sf groups, I used to take an
informal poll, to see what book had inspired people’s love of
science fiction. Almost invariably, it was either a book by Robert
Heinlein—or Andre Norton. (Her Storm Over Warlock did it for
me.) That fact fascinated me, especially since I have often felt her
work did not get the kind of critical attention and appreciation it
deserved. That lack of attention is being remedied at last, and Iam
honored to have a part in exploring what Andre Norton has meant
to sf—to the people who work in the field as well as those who love
1t.

There is animmediate and obvious explanation for why Andre
has been responsible for getting so many fans started reading
science fiction. (Note: I’'m using “science fiction” here to mean
either sf or fantasy, as they do in bookstores.) Like Heinlein, she
has written a lot of books, and some of the best of them were
originally published as young adult novels. Most people who are
destined to read science fiction come to it in a “window” between
the ages of 8 and 14, probably because when you’re young you’re
used to encountering and accepting concepts you don’t com-
pletely understand as you read a book. That makes it easier to
accept the often difficult or strange ideas that are the heart of a
good sf novel.

Anyone can pick up and read one science fiction novel, of
course; butit has to be a good, entertaining one, or the reader is not
going to feel that thrill of “where has this been all my life?” and
start searching for more of the same. Speaking from personal
experience, what makes an Andre Norton book the first of many
for most readers is the sense of wonder it evokes. “Sense of
wonder” isan over-used term, but in the case of Andre’s work, it’s
the one that comes to my mind overand over. One of the things that
I (and I assume most people who prefer sf) love is the feeling that
I’'m actually on another world, in another time—in a strange
wonder-filled place. The feeling that things the way they are aren’t
things as they always have to be. There is an almost mythic feel
to many of Andre’s books; it’s that quality which gives readers the
magical sense of being part of a greater universe. Even after
reading sf for most of my life, I still get that feeling when I pick
up one of my favorite Norton novels.

Andre has produced over a hundred books at this point (not
counting the shared-world anthologies her work has recently
inspired). In them she has spun stories around almost every classic
concept in science fiction, running the gamut from time travel and
galactic empires to the medieval magic and quests of high fantasy.
She has also written historical and adventure novels, as well as
westerns, romances, and a number of children’s books.
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For many years she worked as a librarian in Cleveland, Ohio.
She obviously loved the access it gave her to a wealth of fascinat-
ing information, because she used that information in her books to
make her created worlds (real or imaginary) come vividly alive.
Her work is so varied that a new reader could conceivably read
nothing but Andre Norton and still have a good understanding of
virtually every theme and topic in the sf genre—not to mention a
unique grounding in history and anthropology. (For my own part,
Andre not only got me started reading sf, she also led me to a
college degree in anthropology, because her novel The Time
Traders evoked Northern Europe four thousand years ago so
hauntingly that it made me obsessed with European prehistory.
While doing a term paper on the Beaker Folk, I was convinced that
I had found and studied some of the same source material she must
have used for the novel.)

Starting in the mid-sixties Andre began to concentrate more on
fantasy; before that her work had been primarily straight sf (with
a few exceptions such as the early Huon of the Horn). She
remarked in an interview in 1974 that she had become somewhat
disenchanted with technology, that “the more research I do the
more I am convinced that when western civilization turned to
machines...they threw away parts of life...[the lack of which]
leads to much of our present frustration.” Her attempt to explore
those missing parts of life in her work led her to yet another phase
in her career, one which would probably be her most successful:
Beginning with Witch World, she launched a tremendously popu-
lar fantasy series, which has continued to grow into the present,
and which has recently spun off the above-mentioned “shared
world” books, Tales of the Witch World.

Fantasy was not nearly as large or as popular a part of the
science fiction ficld in the sixties as it is today, and a part of
fantasy’s growth in popularity is undoubtedly due to Andre
leading fans of her science fiction off into that new unexplored
territory; when they got there, they found they liked it as much as
she did.

Andre Norton’s popularity stems mostly from the fact that she
is a prolific author whose work transports readers with wonder
while (painlessly) broadening their horizons. But her most impor-
tant contribution to the field is a subtler thing, one that most
readers probably do not even think about when they read and
enjoy her work: She was one of the first, and probably the most
prolific, of the writers who wrote socially aware, humanistic
science fiction. Back in the days when typically Jack or Bob the
All-American Boy hopped into a spaceship and flew to another

planet, and it was just like 1950s America there, her characters—
even (gasp) her heroes—represented a Rainbow Coalition of
people from a wide variety of racial and cultural backgrounds.
(My favorite character of hers will always be Shann Lantee, akind
of “Heinz 57” of humanity.)

Her heroes were not typical lantern-jawed macho men, rulers
of all they surveyed, either. They were often the universe’s
underdogs—not the pseudo-underdogs who turned out to be
ridiculously superior to any alien just because they were human,
but genuine outcasts: the hopeless, the homeless, people who had
been persecuted and disenfranchised. And typically, in the course
of the novel, these characters not only coped with the fresh
difficulties visited on them during the course of the plot, but
resolved their personal problems and were forced to revise their
own low self-esteem upward; they triumphed, but their triumphs
were internal, real, not external and grandiose. Men and women
worked together as equals, as did humans and a wide variety of
animals with whom they shared their trials, and usually an
empathic or telepathic bond as well. The lessons these stories
taught were valid not only to the teenager just discovering science
fiction, but to virtually anyone who was recognizably a human
being—because who has never felt the need for that kind of
reinforcement and reassurance?

Not only were her characters not all WASPs, they were not all
males, either. As far back as 1942 she wrote an historical novel,
Follow the Drum, which featured a strong, courageous, uncom-
promised woman protagonist. Just as she has never stereotyped
her men, she has never written a novel in which the female
characters, major or minor, were the kind of stercotypical subhu-
mans who were so common in most science fiction novels for
decades.

Her sf novel Ordeal in Otherwhere, written in the early mid-
sixties, featured as its lead character a female hero, who came
from a world on which equality between the sexes was the norm.
At that time, well before the feminist movement was widely
recognized, a genuinely heroic woman was a genuinely radical
premise to find in a science fiction novel. But Andre could get
away with it, because her work was extremely popular. Her
contemporaries dealt regularly with the same science-fictional
concepts that Andre used, but very few combined them as effec-
tively with a sociological perspective on the human condition, if
they dealt with the human condition at all. (Ordeal in
Otherwhere's female protagonist amazed and fascinated me
when I first read the novel, just as Andre’s various ethnic male
heroes had already done.)

Before Andre Norton started writing, people who liked her
kind of fiction had virtually nothing to satisfy the “missing part”
in their reading. Her work was seminal, along with the work of a
few others like Sturgeon and Simak, in creating a whole new
aspect of sf for readers hungry to read about real people coping
with unique circumstances. And because books do have a lasting
effect on at least some of the people who read them, she has
certainly left a lot of readers better people for having read her
work.

Most people don’t think consciously about their role models;
they absorb the attitudes of individuals and works they admire
unconsciously. In that sense, a writer’s work is far more important
than the apparent critical response toit, which is why the influence
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MAGICS PAWN » MAGIC’S PAWN (The Last Herald-Mage #1) by Mercedes Lackey

-' Vanyel, born with abilities to work both Herald and Mage magic, wants only to become a Bard.
Yet, if left untrained, his talents may prove deadly dangerous. So he is sent to live with Savil, one
of the famed Herald-Mages of Valdemar. But even Savil may not be able to help Vanyel master
his wild talents in time. For he is about to become the focus of frightening forces seeking to use
his raw magic to unleash a devastating menace upon the land.
0-88677-350-0 Fantasy /Original $3.95 ($4.95 in Canada) Jun.'89

THE WEB OF SPIDER (Spider Trilogy #3) by W. Michael Gear

The leader of the failed Sirian rebellion had launched an interstellar holy war of destruction,
fueled by the discovery of a long-lost technology which could transform ordinary men and
women into God-crazed religious fanatics. And on the long-lost colony planet of World, the
Warriors of Spider and their Patrol allies prepared for civilization's final stand against this
seemingly unstoppable conqueror.

0-88677-356-3 SF/Original $4.95 (35.95 in Canada) Jul."'89

A HEROINE OF THE WORLD by Tanith Lee

The fortune teller had spoken the words, shown Ara the cards that predicted she would become
the focal point of great events. But in a warring world, carried from her home, and left alone
among strangers, only the will of the Goddess could protect and guide her. One of Tanith Lee’s
most powerful and moving works!

0-88677-362-8 Fantasy/Original $4.50 ($4.95 in Canada) Aug.'89

RETURN FIRE (Sand Wars #5) by Charles Ingrid

Discovering that the Emperor has betrayed the human race, Jack Storm fakes his death and goes
underground to join the rebels. But as he prepares to lead a rebel strike into the heart of the
Thrakian League, an alien force attacks the rebels and captures Bogie and Jack's battle armor.
And with Jack’ allies, the beautiful psychic Amber and St. Colin of the Blue Wheel, pursued by
his human enemies, will his mission of vengeance spell doom for them all?

0-88677-363-6 SF/Original $3.95 ($4.95 in Canada) Aug. '89

EMPIRE’S HORIZON by John Brizzolara

Invaders from the Andromeda Galaxy return to reclaim a former colony planet, now occupied by
the Terran Interstellar Empire. Vastly superior, the aliens brush aside mankind's defenses, and put
an end to the Empire, which has long been on the verge of collapse. They offer mankind
immortality, matter transport, and the power to convert consciousness into a higher form of
energy. Does mankind dare accept their offer—or is there a catch?

0-88677-365-2 SF /Original $3.95 ($4.95 in Canada) Sept.’89

DRAGONRANK MASTER (Bifrost Guardians #3) by Mickey Zucker Reichert

Here, at last, the characters from Godslayer are united with those from Shadow Climber; in a
climactic conflict between the forces of Chaos and Order. Swinging from the legendary world of
elves, gods, and magic to the bloody battlefields of Viet Nam, and back again, this is a special
brand of fantasy unlike anything you've ever read!

0-88677-366-0 Fantasy/Original $3.95($4.95 in Canada) Sept.'89

SWORD-MAKER (Novels of Tiger and Del #3) by Jennifer Roberson

Inescapably haunted by his memories of Del, Tiger, now master of Northern and Southron sword
skills is honor bound to track down the hounds of hoolies, a promise that will send him into
deadly peril. For the hunt will lead him to a challenge which may prove mightier than his sword
magic—the challenge of a wizard out of legend with the power to unmake all that opposes him.
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of Andre’s work is greater than many people realize, not only on
readers but on writers in the field as well.

Inventions cannot happen until there is an evolutionary milieu,
a background to support them. In that sense, the work of Andre
Norton (and the few other writers like her) in the fifties and sixties
laid the groundwork for most of today’s writers of sociological
and anthropological sf. They provided the new perceptions, the
heredity and environment, for what is now a major part of the
science fiction field.

Andre, asa woman writing immensely popular novels ata time
when very few women wrote in the field at all, was herself a role
model, as well as providing role models in her work. She wrote
under a male pseudonym, because most women sf writers (as well
as writers of “adventure for boys”, which was her first ficld) up
until the social changes of the sixties had to use a pseudonym,
initials, or names that were intentionally androgynous in order to
“pass” and find acceptance with a readership that was at the time
largely male. (She was born Alice Mary Norton, but she is now
legally Andre Alice Norton; after all this time, it’s not “a male
pseudonym”—it’s who she is.) For many years she wrote while
working as a librarian, running her own household, and caring for
her mother. As anyone, male or female, who has ever tried to do
that much at once knows, it’s not easy.

Her gender was something of an open secret at the time I first
discovered her work, although I had read several of her novels
before I found a library book that gave away the secret of who she
really was. I did not immediately resolve to become a science
fiction writer someday, but the fact that it was actually a woman
writing the books I loved so much made a terrific impression on
me. And I'm sure I was not alone. A great many women began
writing science fiction in the late sixties and early seventies;
people often used to ask me why I thought it had happened like
that. I thought then (and still do) that it was because most of the
women writers I knew, including myself, were feminists, and that
the message of feminism was “If you want to do that, why not try
it?” Women have always read more sf than most people realized,
and the kind of person who is open-minded enough to enjoy the
alternate realities of science fiction is often strongly attracted to
social movements that offer new solutions to old problems.

Most writers of science fiction come, not surprisingly, from the

ranks of its readers. (If you don’t like or understand sf, you are
unlikely to want to write it. And those outsiders who do try usually
fail.) Andre Norton’s writing was not only humanist but also
feminist, before there was really even a word for it. And, speaking
from personal experience, the influence of her prolific, compas-
sionate, liberated writing must have inspired a great many of
today’s women writers—as well as men—to ask “Why not?” and
become what they are, whether they were consciously aware of
her part in their fate or not.

It is impossible to know how many writers’ work she has
influenced, again because everything a writer reads is grist for the
mill, and will have an effect, positive or negative, on the stories
they eventually turn out. But writers tend to write the kind of thing
they like to read, and as fans they’ve read a lot of her books. And
there are a great many writers now who deal with realistic human
(or alien) beings who struggle and triumph in settings that reso-
nate with a sense of myth. Some idea of the respect in which Andre
is held by many of her peers and proteges can be gotten from the
table of contents of the anthology Moonsinger’s Friends, edited
by Susan Shwartz as a tribute to Andre from writers who love her
work. A partial list includes Marion Zimmer Bradley, Anne
McCaffrey, Tanith Lee, Poul Anderson, Jane Yolen, Katherine
Kurtz, and C.J. Cherryh (and an afterword by Joan D. Vinge).

Another equally valid reason why Andre deserves recognition
for her influence on writers in the genre is the time she has always
given to supporting new young talent in the field. She takes the
time to read all the many galleys sent to her each year for quotes;
and she gives many quotes every year to help sell those books she
feels her fans will honestly enjoy. In the Witch World anthology
series she has begun editing, she asked a number of lesser-known
writers to contribute, wanting to give them a break instead of
concentrating only on the already-famous.

After I learned that Andre Norton was a woman, I used to
compose endless letters to her in my mind. I never had the nerve
to actually write to her until after I became a published writer
myself. Since then I have both written to (and about) her and
talked to her on the phone, and my husband Jim Frenkel has edited
anumber of her books. But Andre until recently has attended few
conventions, and I’ve never met her in person. I can’t wait. I hope
you can’t either, because there’s nothing writers appreciate more
than hearing from readers how much their books are loved; and
Andre richly deserves your tribute.

PS: If you haven’t ever read one of her books (where have you
been?), here are some of my favorites. I hope you enjoy them as
much as I have.

Storm over Warlock
The Time Traders
Lavender-Green Magic
Catseye

Forerunner Foray
Night of Masks
Galactic Derelict
Witch World

Ordeal in Otherwhere
Scarface (historical)
Follow the Drum (historical)
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Workng With — Bemg With — Science Flctii)n Auktkhors%Is a Delht

by Ian Ballantine

Betty and I have been at it for fifty years, and itis still a delight.

Some readers may not remember when our world was strictly
from the other side of the tracks—so perhaps a very brief history
is in order.

It was very clear to Betty and myself from the onset that a
publisher had everything to gain by consorting with individuals
who are thinking about what will be happening next...

Webegan by publishing at Penguin, in May 1944, an anthology
of fantasy—Out of this World, compiled by Julius Fast. It was
reprinted steadily for three years. Next, in January 1950 (we had
started Bantam Books), we did another anthology, cagily titling it
Shot in the Dark to give it a mystery appeal. Science fiction as
such was still part of the pulp magazine world. It was edited by
Judith Merril, and published by Bantam in a climate of great
skepticism as to its possible success. Pocket Books had published
a Donald Wollheim collection in May 1943. However, Freeman
Lewis, the editorial director of Pocket, told me that science fiction
had too limited a prospect of sale to be worth a regular place on
their list.... Our own enthusiasm remained undamaged, but it was
an uphill fight. Judy Merril had introduced us to Fred Pohl, who
gave Betty and myself tutoring on who was who in the science
fiction world and, in turn, introduced us to many authors like
Lester del Rey, Bob Sheckley, Ted Sturgeon, Cyril Kornbluth,
and many, many more.

So when we set up our own original publishing house, Bal-
lantine Books, we were in a position to launch the kind of
publishing we really believed in—Fred edited a multi-volume
series of original science fiction stories—Star Science Fiction
Series—which gave us, and a rapidly widening audience, the
necessary lead to the work of the top writers of the time—the
1950s. And the sixties and the seventies.

Ballantine originally intended to do simultaneous hardcover
and paperbound editions, the hardcovers designed for libraries:
all the royalty from both editions went to the authors—a dramatic
change from the fifty-fifty split that the so-called mainstream
offered its writers for paperbound reprints. Our business plan was
innovative, bold. We ran 2000 to 3000 copies of the hardcover,
and 200,000 minimum of the paper—and we paid double the then
going rate on the paperbound. Well, maybe we were a bittoo bold,

because we left ourselves no leeway for defecting distributors or
other slings of fate. But our hearts were in the right place.... And
authors recognized this. They came to us with original manu-
scripts because they understood what we were trying to do.

A crazy myth exists that authors don’t understand business.
Yet from our point of view, any individual capable of writing a
Childhood's End, for instance, finds the business side easy to
handle. Moreover, through the years, whenever we have had to
contend with setbacks, it was always—ALWAYS—the science
fiction authors who understood bestand most, and helped in every
way they could.

In fact, a glorious reinforcement for a publisher who may not
use conventional business formulas is the understanding given
him by his authors.

For instance, when Ace Books printed J.R.R. Tolkien’s Lord
of the Rings without paying the author royalty, we published an
authorized, royalty-paying edition—at a higher price. Our au-
thors—and other publishers’ writers—wrote indignant letters,
talked on radio and TV, protesting the non-royalty-paying edi-
tion: Magazines and newspapers carried outraged articles protest-
ing the non-royalty-paying edition. The cause caught the nation,
and the Tolkien tide swept forward... The Ace edition was
obliterated. But even a Tolkien needs continuing promotional
support. Yearafter year weissued some new artifacttoremind the
bookstores—not the readers—THEY knew—that Tolkien was a
strong and permanent seller—outsize posters that invited people
to COME TO MIDDLE EARTH, maps, murals, calendars, boxed
sets—at Ballantine we did them all.

Well, our originality in fighting for our authors was appreci-
ated keenly in the science fiction world. Editorially we had not
conformed either—we published fantasy and science fiction
equally—as long as the book stood up for itself. It was a fine,
uninhibited program and aripe field for the new and exciting, even
though unconventional or experimental.

Those early first printings of 200,000 in paper gave an author
more readership than a standard book club selection. And, by the
way, we generally went to two or three printings or more. In doing
this, we were making a start on a major change in book publishing.
The reputation of the author was built in the paperbound market-
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place. This constituency eventually wants the work of their
favorites in some more permanent form. Judy Lynn del Rey, who
started at Galaxy Magazine working for Fred Pohl, came to work
for Betty at Ballantine. She was the only one to whom Betty was
willing to bequeath her precious list of authors, and when we sold
Ballantine Books, Judy was the one to have the joy of guiding the
ship when Arthur C. Clarke, Anne McCaffrey, and others burst
onto the hardbound bestseller lists.

I believe that science fiction authors know a great deal about
the publishing business. And increasingly so, since we have just
about taken over the so-called mainstream. The publishing
maturation of fantasy and science fiction has been made possible
by its authors.

As sound business thinkers, I hope the science fiction fraternity
might turn its minds to a horrible waste now existent with racksize
paperbounds. RETURNS. About 50%, and more, of the paper-
bounds printed are now sent back to the publishers asreturns in the
form of covers. To have to print two books in order to sell one is
an economic drag that hurts us all.

I would urge that paperbound editions contain full author
biographies and a list of every book written by the author, with the
name of the publisher, even if it is not the author’s current
publisher. We need to stimulate collectors and help retailers who
offer hard-to-get editions. We need more science fiction/fantasy
retailers. If authors express their concern to the publishers—this
is especially appropriate for multiple-title contracts—we could
hope that the good minds in science fiction publishing like Tom
Doherty will find ways to curb the waste.

Betty and I work at Bantam, where Lou Aronica is doing a
splendid job with Spectra and Foundation.

Betty and I are working in other editorial areas. We are setting
outtocreate anew category on the newsstand. We have said, Why
be confined to the old categories? We have a contract with
Bantam Books to create the AIR& SPACE category, to be
launched in mid-1990.

After a mention in our personal newsletter, we have letters
from Arthur C. Clarke and Robert Serling suggesting titles for the
AIR & SPACE category.

We have plans for a fresh approach for publishing art books.
Betty edited Shirley MacLaine’s current bestseller. I am editing
a series of Illustrated Histories of Near Future Warfare for Avon
Books.

Whenever Betty and I have embarked on a new publishing
effort, we have received very welcome support from the science
fiction community.

When we reprinted the beautiful Sierra Club exhibit, format
books of the photography of Eliot Porter and Ansel Adams, we got
glorious help from the science fiction fan and trade publications.
And we got support for our oversized Sierra Club posters and for
the very first calendar to go to bookstores discretely advertising
upcoming Sierra Club paperbounds.

The science fictioncommunity gave usarunning start when we
launched the then unknown Dutch artist, M.C. Escher.

Science fiction stores embraced Gnomes by Rien Poortvliet
and Wil Huygen and gave Faeries by Brian Froud and Alan Lee
help in exposing the poster and sample pages.

Betty and I feel that we have been reinforced and backed by the
science fiction community, which emboldens us to PRESS ON.

Betty & Ian Ballantine

by Frederik Pohl

[Reprinted from Progress Report 1]

The trouble with writing about Ian and Betty Ballantine is that
I don’t want to say how fond I am of them. After all, I’'m in the
middle of writing a book for them, and if they know the extent of
my adulation I’ll have no bargaining position at all. So I’ll simply
set down some of the objective facts and you can draw your own
conclusion.

To begin with, Ian comes from reasonably weird stock. His
father, Teddy, was an actor; his favorite great-aunt is best known
to history as Emma Goldman, the celebrated anarcho-lefty-
women’s-rights-battler of a couple of generations ago. Ian was
one of those conspicuously bright kids in school, going on to do
post-graduate work at the London School of Economics just
before World War II. I don’t know how much he learned about
economics, but it was a very good thing for his future life that he
went there because that’s how he came to meet Beity.

Betty Ballantine doesn’t look Indian (because in any genetic
sense she isn’t) but that was her native citizenship because she was
third generation born and bred in that country, her folks being one
of those Empire-building colonial families who carried Britain’s
Burden abroad. She had come back to England at twelve to finish
growing up and ran into Ian when she was still seventeen. They
met at a party. “Ten minutes after I met him,” Betty told me once,
“I decided I was going to marry that man.” And, in fact, she did.

O
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Six months later Ian came back to America with his beautiful
British bride, and two months after that along came the War. And
that’s when it all started.

Ian had made friends with the people publishing Penguin
Books in London, they being quite impressed with this young
fellow from the States who had solved a major copyright problem
for them, thus making it possible to import Penguins into the U.S.
He organized and ran Penguin Books in New York, with Betty’s
able help. They were President and Vice-President respectively...
The original importing scheme worked with only limited success
due to the activities of German submarines, but in any case the
Ballantines very soon launched their own wartime originals,
which eventually included an anthology—Out of This World—of
fantasy by H.G. Wells, Saki and others, edited by Julian Fast and
published in May, 1944. But at the end of the War, Ian Ballantine
put together a consortium of hardback publishers willing to
experiment with this new paperback idea and founded Bantam
Books.

Ian founds good companies. A decade ago, when I was work-
ing for Bantam as their science-fiction editor, I learned that
Bantam was probably the largest undiversified publishing com-
pany in the world; of the top five paperback houses in America,
Bantam had something like 40% of the combined gross volume
and almost 60% of the aggregate net profits. Bantam had become
quite big business indeed. But when I first met Ian asits president,
nearly forty years ago, it occupied part of a floor in a fusty old
building near Madison Square and Ian was already chafing at the
bit. There was an editorial problem. The problem was that the
backers, hardcover publishers all, felt strongly that no upstart
paperback firm, even their own, should fool around with ori ginal
works. Paperbacks were meant to enhance the profits of the
hardcover firms, in their view; they should take the books the
hardcover people were willing to let them have and pay the
royalties to the original publishers, who would keep half of the
money for their trouble.

The money, in all truth, was not then that huge. A paperback
book sold on the stands for a quarter. The royalty paid on each

copy sold was one cent. A
writer whose book sold
100,000 copies in paper would
therefore wind up with 50% of
the total royalties earned, or
$500, for his trouble. $500 in
the late 1940s was quite a lot
more than $500 is now, but
even thenit wasn’t big money.

Funnily, none of that
seemed to matter. Bantam was
afast-moving place to be. Judy
Merril was their mystery edi-
tor, and persuaded her boss to
let her do one of the first an-
thologies of science fiction
ever published in paperback—
only Arnold Hano, the boss,
worried whether paperback
customers were sophisticated
enough to know what this
crazy new ‘“science fiction” stuff was, and so he decreed she
should call it Shot in the Dark and make it look as much like a
mystery anthology as she could. (O tempora, O mores—which
means, would you believe how things have changed?) But Arnold
was a pretty bright editor, at that. He is dear to me for having
invented what he called “the all-purpose backcover paperback
blurb,” which goes:

AN ORIGINAL

394

135

The
ADJECTIVE,
ADJECTIVE,
ADJECTIVE
NOUN,

that will
VERB you,
VERB you,
VERB you!

Aman that bright shouldn’t waste his time being an editor, and
indeed Arnold no longer does; now he’s off basking in the sun in
Southern California, writing pieces for large-circulation maga-
zines.

Fun or not, the restrictions bothered Ian. So a few years later,
in the early 1950s, Ian resigned from Bantam, found a few more
adventurous backers, and organized anew company. He called it
Ballantine Books, and it had some revolutionary new ideas. First
off, it didn’t price its books at a quarter but at 35¢. Second, he
doubled the basic royalty—instead of 1.4 cents on each copy, he
offered 2.8. Third, for selected titles he published simultaneously
in hard and soft bindings. And, fourth, he not only was willing to
consider original works, he positively longed for them.

And he got them, too. Ballantine Books’ first book was
Cameron Hawley’s Executive Suite, which became a best seller
and amajor film and got the cash flow off to a very good start. And
even before that first batch of titles hit the stands Ian had made
another very good decision. He decided to publish science fic-
tion—not just a title now and then to see what would happen, but
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on a regular basis, one science-fiction book every single month;
and that’s when he came into my life again. His first science-
fiction title was an anthology or original stories, Star Science
Fiction, which I edited for him; it did well enough so that I edited
half-a-dozen more over the next few years, making Star the first
series of original anthologies ever. And his first science-fiction
novel was by Cyril Kornbluth and myself. It had run as a serial in
Galaxy under the title of Gravy Planet, but Ian’s editors thought
that stank, so they changed its name to The Space Merchants.

Ballantine Books got started so fast that they didn’t have time
to get an office to run it in. For the first six months or so the work
wasdone in the Ballantines’ penthouse apartment far west on 23rd
Streetin New York. It wasn’teasy to fit everything in. There were
files in the halls and desks in the bedrooms and conferences in the
living room, and the Ballantines’ young son, Richard, wandered
around past the clicking typewriters and the busy phones with the
happy expression of a child who has been given a permanent
circus in his own home. Come evening Betty would take whoever
she was meeting with into the kitchen with her and carry on the
discussion while cooking up something wonderful with, say,
chicken breasts and frozen orange juice. Their main editorial staff
was two young men: Stanley Kauffman (now retired from editing
to be one of America’s best film critics) and Bernie Shir-ClIiff,
now head honcho at Warner Books. S tanley was my own personal
editor, and a brilliant one at that (both Cyril and I were delighted
with the painstaking line-by-line attention he gave The Space
Merchants), but I had a fondness for Bernie because he owned a
tiny little Aircoupe, and every once in a while he would fly itover
to the Red Bank airport, near my home, and take me up for a free
flying lesson.

When they finally managed to take time to find an office, just
off Fifth Avenue, south of the big library, they were able to take
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on more editorial staff (plus an art department and any number of
people to deal with the more mundane parts of publishing), but, in
fact, the brightest editorial minds they had were Ian and Betty
themselves. Betty took over more and more editorial responsibili-
ties, and Ian spent his time devising new kinds of things to publish.

If youlook at the paperback racks these days you will find half-
a-dozen major categories that were pioneered by Ian Ballantine.
(Some, alas, didn’t really survive. The category I regret most was
his series of “lemming books”—non-fiction books demonstrating
what weird causes and fads human beings would fall for.) The
most conspicuous success is the one we all love so dearly, namely
science fiction. Ballantine Books took off from a running start.
They had the best books by the hottest writers in the field—Robert
Sheckley, Theodore Sturgeon, John Wyndham, Arthur C. Clarke,
William Tenn (I am far too modest to mention Pohl and Korn-
bluth) and any number of others. And Ballantine Books has kept
that leadership in the science-fiction field right down to today.

The distressing thing is that neither of the Ballantines is now
connected with Ballantine Books. It is hard to be a small success
in publishing. Unfortunately, in order to be a big success you need
quite alot of capital; and in trying to bridge the gap between small
(in the “bottom line” sense) and big, control of the company
passed to other hands to whom the company was simply an
adjunct: eventually it was rescued by Random House. The whole
maneuver left Ian and Betty with time on their hands and talents
unused.

In the meantime, Betty had formed another company called
Rufus Publications. (The terms of their agreement with the people
who had taken over Ballantine Books didn’t allow them to name
anew company after themselves, so Betty named her firm after the
dog, who had enjoyed the position of Publicity Director at
Ballantine.) And Rufus Publications, functionin gmainlyasakind
of packager, has created some of the bi ggest bestsellers of the past
few years. Fairies, by Brian Froud and Alan Lee, went to 350,000
in hardcover. Ian was responsible for the Chuck Yeager book,
while Betty was off working as a free-lance editor on, for instance,
the Shirley MacLaine books, and, as writer, for the text of such
charming art books as Charles Wysocki’s Celebration of Amer-
ica. Together, they have worked most recently on such diverse
properties as John Laszlo’s Understanding Cancer and the Illus-
trated History of the Vietnam War, and as a follow-up to Yeager,
Maryann Brinley’s Jackie Cochran.

Of course, I have a special fondness for the Ballantines as
publishers because they’ve been good luck for me. The first
science-fiction novel they published, which was also the first
science-fiction novel I (inequal partnership with Cyril Kornbluth)
published, was The Space Merchants, and that has been coming
off some presses somewhere in the world in new editions every
year of the thirty-odd years since; I can’t tell how many copies it
has sold worldwide but it is certainly in the millions. That makes
The Space Merchants my most successful book to date (though
it’s had more time to be that than any of the others, and sooner or
later something else may catch up).

Then, ten years or so ago, when I was in the deep despond over
some temporary personal matters, Ian took me to dinner, listened
to my woes and said, “Well, look, Fred, I can’t do anything about
all that stuff, but maybe I can cheer you up another way. I’ll give
you a blank publishing contract, any book you care to write, with
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abigger advance than you’ve ever had and no fixed delivery date,
just as a show of confidence.” And he did. Unfortunately he
wasn’t at Ballantine Books any more when the book finally got
turned in, but it was Gateway, which won more awards than
anything else I've ever written and I still think is probably my
personal favorite.

And now he’s done it again. In May he called me up and said,
“I've been thinking that what the world needs is a novel about this
Chernobyl disaster, and I've decided you’re the fellow to write it.”
Thinking it over, I came to believe (or at least to hope) that he was
right. That’s what I’ve been doing with all my time ever since; and
while the forthcoming Chernobyl may or may notbe my best book
or my most successful (I won’t know about those things at least
until I finish it), I've already come to the conclusion that it’s the
book I'm most glad I’ ve decided to write. And those are only three
of the reasons why Ian Ballantine is now, as he has been for more
than thirty years, my favorite publisher.

There are only a couple more objective facts that I should tell
you.

The thing remaining to tell you about Ian Ballantine is that he
thinks in the fourth dimension. His mind goes faster than his
tongue, and his tongue goes faster than most people’s minds, so
when he speaks to you at Noreascon Three, as I am sure he will,
you want to pay close attention. Otherwise you will get lost in the
leaps between sentences, and then you will surely miss things
worth hearing.

The thing remaining to tell you about Betty Ballantine is that
she is a hell of a fine-looking lady. There’s a story that I’ve never
told her, but I'll tell it to all of you. In all my publishing life I've
only once been busted for pornography. Actually it wasn’t me that
was busted, it was the book Starchild; and it wasn’t really even the
book, just the cover. (As a matter of fact Starchild was written in
collaboration with Jack Williamson, who is a very clean-minded
man, and it contains positively nothing in the text that would
offend even your aunt in the convent.) The thing about the cover
is that it portrayed a very beautiful young woman who was
wearing very little; and in Terre Haute, Indiana (I think that was
the place), some vice cops, shocked at such indecency, pulled
every copy of the book off the city’s newsstands. I've always been
sure that when the artist painted that cover it was Betty
Ballantine’s features he had in mind. Somebody in the dealers’
room is sure to have an old copy of that edition; take a look for
yourself and see if you don’t agree with me.!

So these are the objective facts about Betty and Ian Ballantine.
I am overjoyed that a Worldcon has finally come to its senses
enough to make them Guests of Honor, but not really surprised. In
my own heart and the hearts of many another science-fiction
writer and reader who has known them, they have been present as
Guests of Honor all along.

'(How did you know? I actually was the model for the Bill
Edwards painting—TI still have the original. —Betty Ballantine)
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It all comes down to the reading experience. That's the reason why you are at this convention.
Itis the reason why we're in the publishing business. And it is why we‘re so happy with the books we are publishing
this fall. The writers on the Spectra/Foundation list from September through December really seem to be testing
their limits — creating entirely new worlds, returning to old worlds with fresh eyes, finally telling the stories they
have long been wanting to tell. And in doing so,they have created a series of unforgettable reading experiences.

i

INGDO
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SEPTEMBER sheri S. Tepper has enough imagination for three authors, as anyone knows who'’s
read The Gate to Women'’s Country, The Awakeners, and her other fine novels. GRASS, Tepper's new
Foundation hardcover, is setin a strange and remarkable world thatis the galaxy’s only refuge from a plague
threatening all of humanity. Also from Foundation, in both hardcover and trade paperback, is THE LAST
LEGENDS OF EARTH by A.A. Attanasio, author of the controversial Radixand its sequels, In Other Worlds
and Arc of the Dream. The new novel involves creation, destruction, machines the size of galaxies and
aliens that feed on the emotions of men. And it’s a love story, too. Take a deep breath, unplug the phone,
and enjoy.

Spectra’s list includes the wrap-up to another bestselling series by fantasy superstars Margaret Weis and
Tracy Hickman. It's THE PROPHET OF AKHRAN, Book Il in THE ROSE OF THE PROPHET trilogy, in
which the War of the Gods reaches its dramatic conclusion.... Anyone who enjoyed Weis & Hickman's
Darksword Trilogy for its intricate plotting and likable characters will be just as pleased by THE ROSE OF
THE PROPHET. Also in September Spectra presents THE LONG RUN by Daniel Keys Moran, author of
Emerald Eyes. We've dubbed his new novel “classic science fiction — written to the beat of the '80s,” which
means that some excellent storytelling is in store here. On the fantasy side we offer Judith Tarr's fascinating
merge of fantasy and history: ARS MAGICA, based on the life of the historical Pope Sylvester Il, who was
said to possess knowledge of magic.... The Spectra Special Edition this month is Michael Kandel’s quirky
and enjoyable STRANGE INVASION, which has the flavor of some of Philip K. Dick’s work but is something
completely different. And we'll be publishing Volume Two in The Unbalanced Earth Trilogy by Jonathan
Wylie: THE LIGHTLESS KINGDOM.
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OCTOBER The absolute top news this month is a new novel from the Good Doctor himself, Isaac
Asimov! Foundation will publish NEMESIS in hardcover with all the fanfare it deserves. After all, it's a
science fiction creation that will be completely new to Isaac’s readers — it's unconnected to his classic
Foundation series or anything else he’s written. This is his first new world since 1973's The Gods
Themselves.

On the Spectra side we present something very special: THE HEALER’S WAR by Elizabeth Ann
Scarborough. Ann Scarborough has gained a following with her lighthearted fantasies ( The Goldcamp
Vampire and The Drastic Dragon of Draco, Texas, to name but two) — but THE HEALER’S WAR is very
different. It's based on the author’s experiences as a nurse in Vietnam, and it took nearly twenty years for
her to gain the emotional distance necessary to handle this incredibly volatile subject. The result is
something not to be missed. In the vein of fantasy adventure we offer THE LAKE OF FIRE by Robin Bailey,
Book 4 in PHILIP JOSE FARMER’S THE DUNGEON. If you haven't set foot in the convcluted confines
of The Dungeon yet, don’t wait—it’s an imprisonment you'll absolutely enjoy! And if you've ever wondered
why werewolves are so strongly affected by the moon, the answer’s to be found in MOONBANE by Al
Sarrantonio, best known for his horror novels ( Totentanz, The Boy with Penny Eyes). MOONBANE is
science fiction with a horror twist, and quite satisfactory on both levels. We round out the month with a
classic returned: NO ENEMY BUT TIME by Michael Bishop, winner of the Nebula Award a few years back;
it's been out of print for some time. Don’t miss this brilliant examination of man’s connections with his
earliest beginnings.

NOVEMBER n Spectra hardcover we bring you THE MICROVERSE edited by Byron Preiss, who
created the equally gorgeous The Planets and The Universe. Containing articles by top scientists (including
two Nobel Prize laureates) and stories by some of the best-known names in science fiction, and fully
illustrated with photographs and original art, THE MICROVERSE takes us to the realm of quarks,
chromosomes, synthetic molecules, and much more. THE MUTANT SEASON by Robert Silverberg and
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his wife Karen Haber (a Foundation hardcover and trade paperback) is a thoughtful and exciting look at what
the next jump in evolution might be like. “Mutants” are humans whose differences lie in the realm of mental
powers. As one might expect, there are many who fear and hate them. Multiple award-winner Silverberg
and Haber plan several books extrapolating this scenario.

In Spectra paperback this month is TIDES OF LIGHT by Gregory Benford, the biggest addition yet to
Benford’s gripping saga of artificial intelligence vs. humans, set against the vast backdrop of the Galactic
Center. Robert Silverberg weighs in on the Spectra side as well, with PROJECT PENDULUM, a time-travel
adventure like no other. (And don’t miss the gorgeous new covers on the “Majipoor” trilogy also by
Silverberg — LORD VALENTINE'S CASTLE, VALENTINE PONTIFEX, and THE MAJIPOOR
CHRONICLES — all available this month!) For those who like fantasy, we have a treat: THE STORY OF
THE STONE by Barry Hughart, whose Bridge of Birds (winner of the World Fantasy Award) delighted so
many readers a few years back. Master Li and Number Ten Ox return in this mystery setin an ancient China
that never was. And the Special Edition this month is GYPSIES by Robert Charles Wilson, which Publishers
Weekly praises as an “intensely chilling fantasy.... A blend of science fiction, mystery, and thriller.”

DECEMBER Time to choose Christmas presents — and if you're like us, you can't help picking up some-
thing for yourself at the same time. If the readers on your list enjoy historical fantasy, what better choice
than ALAMUT by Judith Tarr, involving sorcery and intrigue in the time between the Second and Third
Crusades. Watch for it in Foundation trade paperback. Fans of Richard Grant, author of Rumors of Spring,
will be delighted to know that his new novel, VIEWS FROM THE OLDEST HOUSE, is all they could hope
for. It's a student’s odyssey through terrain where reality and illusion intertwine, and where one needs a
new definition of the word “hero.”

But the gift possibilities don’t stop there! Welcome to Spectra’s biggest month ever — a major wrap-up to
a major year. Heading the list, in hardcover, is RAMA Il by Arthur C. Clarke and Gentry Lee, the sequel to
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Clarke's blockbuster Rendezvous with Rama. The Ramans are back, and everything that humans know
about them is not enough to prepare us for what we’'ll encounter on board RAMA II..... Then dust off those
mirrored shades, because next on the listis MONA LISA OVERDRIVE, William Gibson'’s latest guided tour
into the world of the computer net. Called “the father of cyberpunk,” Gibson has been praised everywhere
from Elleto The Wall Street Journal, and it's because he's created such a mesmerizing view of our computer
future. We're also proud to introduce Dave Wolverton and his debut novel, ON MY WAY TO PARADISE.
Orson Scott Card has already called it “one of the deepest and most powerful science fiction novels ever
written.” For fans of Rod Serling and his ever-popular brainchild, here’s the perfect gift: STORIES FROM
THE NEW TWILIGHT ZONE by J. Michael Straczynski, who serves as story editor for the syndicated TV
series. We'll also present SHAPING THE DAWN by Sheila Finch, final volume in her trilogy that began with
Garden of the Shaped and Shaper’s Legacy, and A Hidden Place by Robert Charles Wilson, his critically
acclaimed first novel, back in print due to popular demand.

You can sample many of the above titles and learn a little bit about each one by picking up a copy of
our free magazine, SF. It's available at bookstores and conventions all over the country. We hope you
enjoy the reading experiences the writers on the fall Spectra/Foundation list have provided.
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Lou Aronica, Amy Stout Pat LoBrutto Rob Simpson Jamie Warren H. B. Gilmour
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A Host of Strangers

[The following articles on The Stranger Club by several
members of the club tell about Boston fandom in the early
1940s —ed.]

The Stranger Club

by G. Timothy Orrok

The Stranger Club was important in my life from roughly 1943
to 1953.

How did I find the Stranger Club? I was twelve and Harry
Stubbs was a Leader at Boy Scouts. Even then, he was “Hal
Clement” and a staunch advocate of strict, only-one-postulate-
permitted science fiction. I admired him. I admired his trunk of
science fiction and fantasy mags, particularly the large format
Astounding Science-Fiction and Amazing Stories. Further, Harry
could not only wiggle his ears, he could invoke a cataclysmic
motion in which (if I remember rightly) his whole forehead
traveled up his scalp. And he invited me to attend the Stranger
Club.

Of the others on the Con list, [ remember Chan Davis very well.
He made mathematics sound wonderful, and I am sure his classes
at Toronto have been great. He was our Liberal. Liberal was
perhaps a worse word in McCarthy days than today but I listened
anyway. In retrospect, Chan was right about a lot of things. I
tended then to take a polyannish view of the capitalist system; I’ve
since come to understand that good people can do amazingly
stupid things because “it’s their job,” or, for instance, because they
believe that reality is the bottom line.

Among the other regular attendees—will Dave Thomas ap-
pear? How about Henry M. Spelman I1I, last heard from in Florida
30 years ago?

It was an event when Issac Asimov visited!

A good Stranger Club Meeting was intensely stimulating,
whether about science, science fiction, or politics. We discussed
sf critically; most of us knew every story published in the last ten
years by author, title, magazine, and often issue.

AE. Van Vogt’s World of Null A was published in this period
and introduced us to General Semantics. Several of us read
Korzybski’s Science and Sanity and came out quite sure that the
map was not the territory—that “truths” often were not—that
most assertions were better presented as points on a continuum
than as yes-no answers. This has stuck with me, though particu-
larly in public speaking, the single-valued, decisive position is
often more fun to listen to.

Most members wrote in the professional or fan press. At
Harry’s urging, I did too. I think Chan and Harry were the only
regulars who earned money. I contributed to the amateur presses
and published my own fanzine for a time. I treasure two rejection
letters from John Campbell’s Astounding Science-Fiction. On
later reading, I thought both short stories were callow. John’s
letters were kind. I like to think he saw some promise in them.

The fanzines were my principal contact with the larger fandom
of thetime. I typed my contributions on mimeograph stencils, then
sent off “x” copies, where x might be 50 or 100, to the Amateur

Press person in charge of putting together mailings.

Fanzines were the E-Mail of their day, with a 6 week-2 month
response time! I belonged to VAPA (the Vanguard Amateur Press
Association) and SAPS (Spectator Amateur Press Society). In
Vanguard, I “met” people like Jim Blish and Virginia Kidd
(Blish), Damon Knight, and Ted Sturgeon, to whom it turned out
I was distantly related. They wrote very good stuff.

I dropped out of SF gradually, with the “pressure of other
things.” Later I had the fortune to be associated with the Apollo
Lunar Landing Program. The SF became real—but with differ-
ences. One of my first assignments was to attend the conference
on the exploration of Mars at Virginia Polytechnic Institute
(1962)! It may have been here I met Willy Ley and teased him
about an article he had written in Astounding, in which he
estimated we could put a man on the Moon for six million dollars.
The estimate for Apollo was then $20 billion (about what it cost).
Willy’s German accent was as thick as his glasses. “I did not haf
a government project in mind,” he said.

P.S. We count among family friends Fred Pohl and, recently,
Dean Ing. I’ve read Dean’s latest, “Ransom of Black Stealth I,”
and IT’S GREAT! Read it before they classify it.

Tim Orrok

Strangers

by Harry (Hal Clement) Stubbs

In spite of my membership in First Fandom, I was not really
clear on what it was all about until the Stranger Club discovered
me. This was after the publication of my first story in the June 42
Astounding. 1 wasreasonably impressed; Art Widner’s YHOS, the
first fan publication to come to my attention, contained a squib
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reporting that he understood Hal Clement to be one Harry C.
Stubbs of Cambridge, Massachusetts. This came to my attention
afterI gottoameeting—I think as aresult of a telephone invitation
from Bob Swisher—and began to learn such things as the exis-
tence of fanzines (if the First Fandom authorities read this, they
may disqualify me, but I’ll take the chance).

[ attended several meetings that summer. They all took place
at Bob Swisher’s house in Winchester. I knew Bob’s name—he
had done an article on positrons for his friend John Campbell,
which appeared in the same Astounding issue as Nat Schachner’s
“Crystallized Thought” (I'm trying to prove I have some right to
FF membership. That’s memory; I don’t know where my Day
Index has gone). Meetings consisted largely of sitting around and
either talking science fiction or reading Bob’s magazines. His
collection was complete, something which I doubt is possible any
more even for Forry Ackerman. At one of the meetings—July, I
think—John Campbell and L. Ron Hubbard were both present.
This was long before Ron invented Dianetics and shifted from
science fiction to Big Business, but he already had charisma.

There was an unnumbered Boskone which must have been the
following February; it occupied one room somewhere in Boston,
and had something like forty attendants. There was an art auction,
with prices running up to fifteen cents or even more, and we put
onaplay containing some takeoffs on Jack Williamson’s “Legion
of Space.” I vaguely remember the ultimate weapon, the dreadful
Kakkle-Kakkle.

I went into service immediately thereafter, saw no Strangers
until after the war, and even when some of us did get together it
wasn’tthe same. Bobmoved away, as I recall, and newcomers like
Tim Orrok (who had been one of my Boy Scouts earlier, I think;
I certainly met him originally in non-SF connections) were too
busy with studies or jobs to go whole hog on science fiction
discussions. Ididn’treally get back into the swing until Philcon in
’53, when I was pretty busy (teaching and new family) myself.
This just wasn’t the Strangers any more.

Hal Clement

Tales of a Stranger

by Russell Chauvenet

There’s nothing quite like being mainstreamed into an alien
society to make an individual feel like a Stranger. The circum-
stance that I became deaf at the age of 10 and spent 5 years in
schools for the deaf in no way prepared me for leaving that behind
and living at school and at home in worlds where I never encoun-
tered anyone who was also deaf. It was partly this feeling of
strangeness that warmed my heart to science fiction, crude though
some of the stories then printed may have been. But best of all was
the discovery that there were other science fiction fans who were
ready to be friends with Tweel, and therefore not at all put out by
meeting Russ Chauvenet. (Anyone not remembering Tweel will
please write an essay on the works of Stanley G. Weinbaum and
bring it to the next convention.)

I particularly warmed to my friendship with Robert Swisher,
Art Widner, and Earl Singleton, people whose presence made me
feel at ease and whose conversation inspired and interested me.
Without science fiction, we would not have met. It was only
natural that after some little passage of time we should have
formed aclub of our own. Lawrence Manning was neither the first
nor the last author to use the device of a club where men gathered
and told tall tales to each other. (Younger people may be aware
that Arthur Clarke did the same in “Tales of the White Hart.”) We
took the name of our club from Manning, and met for the first time
atmy parents’ home in Cambridge, Mass., in February 1940, altho
the genesis of the club had been laid in 1939 and itis notaltogether
wrong to consider this a 50th anniversary in 1989.

Due to another strange circumstance, my family moved back
to Virginia in the spring of 1940, causing my membership and
participation in the Stranger Club to become singularly brief. At
my advanced age, I do not have the slightest recollection of
anything that transpired at any Stranger Club meeting. What
remains vivid is my enormous admiration for Bob Swisher’s work
in publishing checklists of then-current fanzines, which were
vigorously numerous evenin those remote times “before the war.”
His activities kept me aware of the publications of many fans who
have since become legendary in the annals of science fiction
fandom: besides the members of the Stranger Club and of the
Fantasy Amateur Press Association, I came into varying degrees
of contact with such great ones as Bob Tucker, Larry Farsaci,
ForrestJ Ackerman, F. Towner Laney, Christopher Samuel Y oud,
Cyril Kornbluth, and numerous others.

One thing I disapproved of in the early days of fandom was the
bickering and even hostile attitude of some fans for others. In such
squabbles I was neverinterested, then or now, and if I ever had any
enemies I remained delightfully ignorant of the matter. I disliked
certain published statements of a minority, but I never met a fan
I didn’t like (Thank you, Will Rogers).

My contributions to the growth and well-being of fandom in
general were relatively modest. As first President of the National
Fantasy Fan Federation (N3F) I helped to get its house organ,
Bonfire, going, and aided in the organization of such activities as
the Welcoming Committee. Indeed, I was mightily surprised in
the early 1980storeceive afriendly letter from that same Welcom,
encouraging me to join sf fandom. It may have been the closest I
ever came to being born again.
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I retained my FAPA membership until after World War 1I,
when added responsibilities (I went back to graduate school, after
having done my bit in the synthetic rubber business during the war
years) led me to resign.

Later I was encouraged to return to FAPA in the 1960s and
found the renewed contacts with old friends pleasant. My increas-
ing involvement with sailing and chess led to another hiatus, but
Ire-entered FAPA for the third and final time late in the 1970s and
am enjoying my membership a good deal, especially since I
retired from a long career as a computer programmer in 1986.

We might ask, has my membership in FAPA been of any
significance, and get the honest answer “Of course not!” In the old
days I was one of a small group of FAPA members who called
ourselves “The Brain Trust,” mainly because we could write
coherent sentences and use more logic than emotions in our
continual discussions of subjects of interest to us, including
science fiction, but from an early time broadening out to any topic
of personal interest to any member. If you are not a member of an
amateur press association, a quick recap might help you under-
stand the usual set-up. By and large a member remains in good
standing by paying his dues and contributing writings or art to his
own or other fanzines. At periodic intervals members send copies
of their latest fanzine to the official editor, who collates the
contributionsand mails outa bundle to cach member. In the FAPA
you may suppose that perhaps as many as half of the membership
will get around to reading what you have had to say, and of these,
a fourth will have something interesting to say about your contri-
bution. Even if your fanzine seemingly falls unnoticed into a black
hole, it is likely that it was indeed read and enjoyed by at least a
few. (“Keep the faith, FAPA fans!”). There may even be a belated

Russell Chauvenet

comment from England or Australia some day; it is a world-wide
organization that has endured longer than The Stranger Club!

Itis an added feature that sometimes the World Con takes place
inan overseas country, and there youmight meeta fellow member
of your amateur press association whom you had previously
known only via the mailings. It remains as true now as in the old
days, that the APAs are for fanzine publishers, and also, for the
most part, those who like to read science fiction. They are
emphatically not for such persons as the “student” who signed up
for a science fiction course, only to complain “Hey! Do you mean
I gottaread books? 1 thought all we had to do was watch Star Trek
reruns!”

The changes that have occurred in the writing and publication
of science fiction form an interesting story, which has been
explored in detail by Sam Moskowitz and others whose erudition
and appetite for work and analysis I can only admire from a
respectful distance. I started out enjoying Edgar Rice Burroughs’
various simply structured yarns, content that Tarzan and John
Carter and the other good guys would always come out on top.
These tales were superseded in my affection by the equally
predictable stories of E.E. Smith, because good old Doc Smith
painted vividly on a much broader canvas. Think of it! Seaton and
Crane built the “Skylark of Space” in Crane’s machine-shop
factory, powered her with a conveniently discovered isotope of
copper which disintegrated under control to yield almost any
desired amount of power, and took her out on a trial run, around
the moon and back, in a couple of hours, without involving
Houston orindeed anyone else in the operation. Science has a way
to go to equal that one.

Then along came more authors with more interesting ideas,
such as Stanley Weinbaum, L. Sprague de Camp, Theodore
Sturgeon, James Blish, A.E. van Vogt, and “Don A. Stuart,”
whose stories, written by John W. Campbell, I admired so much
more than the vast epics he published under his own name. I also
became acquainted with English authors and admired the books of
S. Fowler Wright and Olaf Stapledon.

During subsequent years I have liked the writers who carry on
in more or less the old style, and write stories that describe things
I can understand and have a strong grasp on my imagination in
their feel for some aspects of the immensity of the universe. Isaac
Asimov, Robert Silverberg, Arthur Clarke, James Blish, Poul
Anderson, Jack Chalker, James Hogan, and numerous others have
written books which I have enjoyed reading. At the same time,
other authors have experimented with different techniques and
have written stories whose entertainment value is offset by a
certain amount of confusion in my mind as I try to keep track of
what is going on. Roger Zelazny and Philip K. Dick are the most
prominent examples that come to mind. This latter point is not too
different from my reactions to the works of “modern” artists, some
of whom have produced work that seems wonderful to me, but at
the expense of putting out lots of other stuff which looks like
rubbish (even if the fault is in the eye of the beholder).

Fantasy and science fiction have always been linked, like
partners in a marriage who vary between bliss and bickering. In
recent years there has been a tendency for fantasy to gain at the
expense of science fiction; I would prefer that the two remain
“firstamong equals,” for I have a good deal of affection for certain
marvelous fantasies, beginning with Lewis Carroll’s “Alice”
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books and continuing through Tolkien’s “Middle-Earth,” not
forgetting E.R. Eddison’s majestic Zimiamvian trilogy and Wil-
liam Morris” “The Well at the World’s End,” as well as many
better known works. But of late, sword and sorcery seems to have
beenabitoverdone. Luckily no law compelsone to read another’s
book, and I am also indebted to Milton Stevens (of FAPA) for the
observation: “With the number of people writing sf and fantasy
these days, you can easily lose track of a couple of hundred of them
without really noticing it.”

In one way or another I look forward to readin g more stories as
enjoyable as those that have come before and meeting new fans
who are (almost) as interesting as my old friends whom I have
known since Stranger Club days. And 1 still like to answer that trite
question “How are you?” with the reply “Cheerful. It costs no
more.”

The Stranger Club

by Art Widner
[Reprinted from Progress Report 1]

As we got out of our time machine on February 18, 1940, I said
to Louis Russell Chauvenet (at whose home the embryo Stranger
Club had its first meeting), “Well, I told you ‘The Nameless Ones’
wouldn’t do. Fannish history, as we’ve seen from our trip ahead
into 1987, will remember ‘The Nameless Ones’ as a Seattle fan
group, publishers of the classic fanzine Cry (of the Nameless) in
the 1950s.”

“Butit was sopoetic,” Russ grumbled. “Besides, I won’tinvent
the term “fanzine” for another year yet, so watch it.”

Art Widner
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“Yes, and if you really wanted to keep the record straight,”
added Francis Paro (editor of the bright new—kahumpf—fan-
mag, Fanfare), “why did you stop me from erasing that notation
in the Visual Encyclopedia of Science Fiction?”

“C’mon, Fran,” I said. “You’ve read enough time travel stories
to know that meddling with the future in even the smallest detail
is an absolute no-no. ...Oops, I meant absolutely forbidden. ‘No-
no’ won’tbecome a popular phrase for twenty years yet. Youmust
be extremely careful. Isn’t that right, Bob?”

As we were to turn to him for guidance many times in the
coming years, I turned to R.D. Swisher, Ph.D., our senior member,
chemist, personal friend of the Mightiest Campbell and author of
a thousand-page treatise on time travel. “Absolutely,” he agreed,
then added, “If you have any doubts, just look at our two other
founding members here.” He motioned toward William Schrage
and John Ferrari. “The rest of you didn’t notice, but they tried to
bring back copies of Locus and SF Chronicle with them, but Art
had already thrown the switch for our return trip. See! They’re
beginning to fade already.”

And fade they did, pale wraiths who returned for the second
meeting almost transparent and then were seen no more. That
meeting transferred from the Chauvenet home in Cambridge to
the Swishers’ in Winchester, where it stayed thenceforth, with
occasional switches to Earl Singleton’s MIT dorm. The name of
the club was changed to the clunky “Eastern Massachusetts
Fantasy Society,” with dues of fifteen cents per meeting to
finance Fanfare, which was to become the club organ and one of
the top fanzines of the time.

Singleton, who joined at the second meeting and hosted the
third, turned out to be the spark plug we needed, and may have
been the one who suggested the name that finally stuck. I’m pretty
sure thatit was either he or Russ, since I never did read any of “The
Man Who Awoke” series by Laurence Manning until just re-
cently. “The Stranger Club” appears in these stories, I'm told, but
I just ran across the fifth of the series, entitled “The Elixir” (Aug
"33 Wonder Stories), and no mention of TSC occurs. Even
stranger, no mention of any elixir can be found except in the title
and Gernsback’s extravagant blurb.

Singleton also provided something even more badly needed,
an MIT ditto machine, Paro having lost the use of his hi gh school
mimeo. He did something silly—like graduating. Perhaps he read
Doonesbury on the time trip and related to Zonker Harris. He
resigned his editorship with the third issue in August and Single-
ton and I took over.

Like a comet, Henry Peter Earl Singleton dazzled fandom for
less than a year, then abruptly was gone. Besides improving and
strengthening the literate side of Fanfare, he brought out his own
zine, Nepenthe, a fine collection of fantasy poetry that is still a
landmark in that area. He attended Chicon I with me in 1940 and

At arecent con (“recent,” to one of my age, is any time in the
last ten years) someone told me as ghospel truth that there had
been a sf club in Mass. before TSC, and that it was called “the
EMEFS or something.” I accepted that at the time, but since
researching this article, I'm inclined to think that my informant
had heard about the earlier name and confused it with another
club.
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Chan Davis

staged a whirlwind romance with Trudy Kuslan, one of the very
few female fen of that time. Perhaps her head was quite turned
because he was so unlike the “typical” fan. Even taller and
handsomer than his fellow Texan, Dale Hart (who was also a great
hand with the ladies), he was the envy of the rest of us wimpy
pimply adolescents.

Something had to give. In early February, 1941, a number of
fen received the cold news that Earl had committed suicide by
shooting himself. There was an outpouring of grief not seen since
Stanley Weinbaum had gone untimely to his grave. Purple poetry
appeared by the pound. Even Wamner came out with a dedication.
La Kuslan shed copious tears at the first Boskone, and even the
lethargic Widner bought a hektograph and did the 6th issue of
Fanfare in lovely lavender, magenta and jade, featuring eulogies
by Doc Lowndes and Jack Chapman Miske. Perhaps memory
exaggerates the bad as well as the good, but it seems like I had to
dotwo masters of all 33 pages to get enough barely legible copies.
I had nightmares for months afterward, and I think it had as much
to do with my ultimate gafiation as did marriage and military
service. :

So you can imagine the bitterness that ensued when fandom
found out that it was all a hoax. Unlike all the “Laneys” of fandom
before or since, Singleton was “above all that” and cut the
impervium cord with one swift stroke. Some thought it a classic
jape, but others who really cared and had had their feelings
wrenched around were reminded of Jim’s words to Huck Finn
after he had been similarly fooled. “...trash is what people is dat
puts dirt on de head er dey fren’s en makes em ashamed.” Unlike
Huck, Earl never “humbled himself” to apologize to us “niggers,”
but that was long ago, and if the committee succeeds in finding
him and getting him to Noreascon 3, I wouldn’t mind hoisting one
with him and rehashing that epic Chicon trip in the old 28 Dodge,
“The Skylark of Woo-wo00.”

An amusing sidelight to it all was that many fen hoaxed
themselves later. They assumed that Oliver King Smith, a fringe

fan and Singleton’s roomie at MIT, was also imaginary, but I can
testify that he was real. I think he regretted letting Earl talk him
into his part in the hoax. After Chauvenect smelled a rat (back in
Virginia) I went to MIT and did a Perry Mason on OK, and he
wasn’t nearly as good a liar as Mr. S. Many years later, Smith
moved to LA and I met him at a Westercon. He told me that Earl
was then abig veep in some Texas electronics outfit (and probably
still is). OK Smith left us a year or two ago, and I doubt that that
was a hoax. Those who want more details can find them in Harry
Warner’s All Our Yesterdays.

There was never another hoax quite like it. Some have cited the
two Tucker death hoaxes, but these were not perpetrated by
Tucker. In fact, the second one almost cost him his job, but he
never really soured on fandom. Curdled a bit, but not completely
sour. He still likes to pull legs a bit, but never maliciously. (And
if you’re one of those new-type, well-rounded fen, he’ll be quite
friendly about it.) At Torcon II, he was a bit put off by the hordes
of neos who knew nothing of fannish history and cared less. He
egged me to goup and pretend to be him as MC and presenta Hugo
to somebody, as I was completely unknown at the time, except to
him and a couple of other old-timers. “Go on. Nobody will know
the difference.” I considered it for a nanosecond or two, but not
having his chutzpah, I didn’t egg very well. Um—what I did
was—ah—chicken out.

In spite of the pall cast by the “pseuicide,” as it came to be
known, and the resulting lack of programming, the first Boskone
was a success. It would be interesting if some historical statistician
wanted to track it down, but I'd be willing to bet that it was
probably ten years before there was another regional meeting
where the outsiders outnumbered the locals. This was because
“practically the entire active membership of the Futurian Society
of New York,” as Doc Lowndes wrote in Fanfare #6, came up for
the affair. Other New Yorkers, such as Scott Feldman, Hyman
Tiger, and Julie Unger, joined them, as well as the aforementioned
Kuslan.

We didn’t know it, but we had invented the relaxicon. 20+ fen
crowded into the Swisher home and started chattering away
sixteen-to-the-dozen. The closest thing to any formalities was a
discussion of the infant NFFF. Quoting Lowndes again: “Widner
took the chair, while Dr. Swisher, as sgt-at-arms, remarked that
there would be no motions from the floor. After the laughter died
down, Lowndes remarking, ‘OK, Will,” Widner went on....”

For those of you who have only been around a decade or two,
the Futurians were a brilliant group of New York fen, soon to
make their marks as pros. They included Lowndes, Fred Pohl?,
Don Wollheim, Dick Wilson, Cyril Kornbluth, David Kyle, et al.
Of those not attending, Damon Knight (who was to write a book,
The Futurians) was still on the West Coast and would join them
much later. Isaac Asimov had never been a hardcore leftistoreven
a joiner, and was preoccupied with getting his own career off the
ground, so he should be considered only a fringe-Futurian. I,
Asimov, he was known as in the olden days.

Julie Unger, collector, dealer, and publisher of one of the best
newsletters of that time, went to the Great Con in the Sky much too
soon. I miss him. He was on both of the famous Widnerides as

*He also wrote a book, called The Way the Future Was.
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Robert D. Swisher

well. Scott Feldman is now better known as Scott Meredith, ace
agent.

Why the laughter? And who was “Will”? Well, as bona fide
Commie intellectuals, the Futurians were noted for their intense
politicking and belief that sf should be influenced by ideology,
especially theirs. Swisher and I were concerned that their ten-
dency to parliamentary haggling at the drop of a hat could spoil the
affair for others. “Will” was Will Sykora, head of the Sykora-
Moskowitz-Taurasi triumvirate who ran the Queens Science
Fiction League chapter (QSFL) and thus most of New York
fandom until the Futurians seceded (or were kicked out, depend-
ing on which side you listened to). SMT had also controlled the
First Worldcon in 1939, and refused admittance to their arch-
enemies. Sykora was probably the most dictatorial of the three,
altho I would part company with the Futurians in calling him a
“fascist.” In fact, Sykora & Co had been invited to the Boskone,
but they politely declined. This was sneered at by the Futurians,
but with 20/20 hindsight, I wonder now if both factions weren’t
engaging in Byzantine maneuvers we innocent Bostonians were
unaware of. Perhaps the Futurians came en masse just to make
sure the QSFL troops didn’t do the same and “put something over
on them.” The Qs had the greater numbers, but most of them
lacked the aggression of their leaders, and since they could not
recruit enough to make the trip north, elected to avoid a confron-
tation. Maybe the wise counsel of Moskowitz prevailed. At any
rate, I'm glad the Qs didn’t show. There probably would have
beena fistfight, altho Swisherand I were bigger than anyone there,
except for Tiger, who could bend half dollars between thumb and
forefinger. But he, no doubt, would have joined the peace-keepers
had we needed any. I wouldn’t be surprised that Swisher was hip
toall this, and defused the situation with his dry wit.  was a pretty
innocent booby in those days.

That innocence explains my grabbing Damon Knight’s NFFF
kickoff and running like crazy with it. I should have known as
soon as the discussion veered off the main topic of how we could
avoid tinhorn dictators seizing power and ruining the organiza-
tion. We were soon talking about how TDs had ruined the QSFL.
Even though it was finally agreed that Eternal Vigilance and All
That was the only way to “prevent petty power politics” as
Lowndesalliteratively put it, there remained a heavy emphasis on
constitutions and organizational machinery, for which I bear a

greatdeal of the blame. Not only was the bad example of the QSFL
and squabbles in LASFS before us, but Mundania was cranking up
for World War II as the result of the “inexplicable” rise of such
madmen as Hitler, Mussolini, and Franco.

On the other hand, I turned out to be substantially right. I was
quite astonished when I resumed going to Worldcons and found
that the NFFF was still alive and kicking. Not only that, but the
good-hearted fuggheads running the Welcome Room were pa-
thetically eager to induct me into the mysteries of Trufandom
about which they didn’t know a blessed thing!

I felt exactly like Wells’ Time Traveler when Eloi took him to
the library where the books turned to dust at his touch. I never let
on WhoI Was, but questioned them about the organization and its
purposes. They made glib but vague replies, until it became clear
that it didn’t matter to them any more than it matters to a Valley
Girl who Thomas Paine was. Not that I’'m any Tom Paine, but it’s
alittle hard to think of yourself as Joe Nobody.

Far from being taken over by little Hitlers, the NFFF seems to
have suffered the opposite fate. Although it has achieved far more
than even I thought it would, it seems to be a rather ho-hum,
cobwebby outfit that very few pay much attention to.

Ibelieve it was ata Norwescon that I wandered into the SFWA
suite and spotted Damon Knight and Kate Wilhelm sitting by
themselves waiting for something to happen. (I had last seen
Damon in New York Central Park 40 years before, as we rowed
a boat around the lake and played TSOHG, which is a spelling
game spelled and played backwards, one of the ways the Futurians
had fun at that time when they weren’t wife-swapping. I stuck him
on “osteomyelitis,” which he should have gotten, since it was the
disease from which fellow-Futurian Johnny Michel suffered.) We
had both changed considerably, and I only recognized him be-
cause he was famous and had his picture in Locus. He didn’t
recognize me as I sat down nearby. I kept mum and gave him a
chance to see past the wrinkles and gray beard, but he apparently
decided it wasn’t worth the effort and resumed talking to Kate.

Finally Iintroduced myself and he cracked up. Turning to Kate,
he said, “I’d like to have you meet the guy who helped me start the
dumbest organization in all fandom.”

I say I was substantially right, because, even though NFFF
didn’t reach the glorious heights we dreamed of, the WSFS did
come along when it was needed, and filled one of the main
purposes Knight and I had in mind, to be a responsible outfit that
could deal with mundania, borrow money, sign contracts and all
Big Time stuff like that.

The next red letter day in TSC history came on April 27th,
when John W. Campbell showed up for a visit with the Swishers.
I had recently acquired a snappy red and black 35 Ford V8 in
anticipation of assembling a carload of fen for the forbidding trek
to Denver and the third Worldcon, so I stopped in Whitman to pick
up fringe fan Jack Bell to show off my new wheels. At the time I
was living in Bryantville, a tiny hamlet not far from Plymouth.
The Stranger Club was indeed “strange” in that (after Paro left)
“the Boston group” hadn’t a single member residing in Boston,
and the director didn’t even live in the Metropolitan area!

Not too many showed up, probably because Swisher was rather
quictaboutit, knowing thatif it were widely known that Campbell
was there, Mrs. Swisher wouldn’t be doing much but baking tons
of her famous pecan buns for a horde of voracious teen-agers.
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other things, among which is my
favorite piece of Campbell Ma-
chiavelliana. He swore us to abso-
lute secrecy just in case Heinlein
might get wind of it. RAH was just
hitting his stride, and Campbell
knew that he was going to be one
of the greats. But Heinlein was
already getting bored with the

', O iy

So it was that besides the Swishers there were only Art
Gnaedinger (son of Mary Gnaedinger, editor of Famous Fantastic
Mysteries), Chan Davis, his cousin Allen, Bell, and myself to
wallow in an afternoon and evening with the Great Man. And
wallow we did, for twelve hours, as it turned out. I had a bad case
of hero-worship, and Jack didn’t succeed in dragging me away
until 2:30 am, with everybody else propping their eyelids up with
toothpicks.

Campbell played us like delicate instruments and we loved it;
atleast I did. He predicted that the war (which we weren’t evenin
yet) would be decided by (gasp) atomic power. Four years later I
remember quite vividly walking along the streets of Lawrence,
Mass., with some army buddies from the Climatic Research Lab
and passing anewsstand where the headlines screamed: ATOMIC
BOMB USED ON JAPAN! ONE BOMB DESTROYS ENTIRE
CITY!

I remembered Campbell’s prediction and the awed discussion
that followed, and started babbling excitedly to my fellow-Gs.
“It’s the end of the war! It’s not just the end of the war—it’s the
beginning of a whole new age! It’s yabba dabba gibble gabble!
Hoohah!”

My friends looked at me disgustedly as I stood there gibbering
and pointing to the newspaper. “C’mon, Art,” they said. “You’ve
been reading too much of that crazy Buck Rogers stuff again. It’s
just another big bomb—no big deal.”

“But—but—" I sputtered. “A whole city! Read it yourself!
Look!” It was like Galileo telling the church fathers to look
through the telescope. They physically took hold of me.

“Art!” said one, waving his fingers close to my eyes. “Pay
attention! We’re going to play pool—remember? Pool, Art. You
know how you like to play pool. We’ll just shoot a little pool and
it'll clear your head.” To the others: “Just bring him along; once
he gets the cue in his hand he’l1be all right.” And they dragged me
around the corner to the pool room, still feebly protesting.

What didn’t we talk about that wonderful evening with
Campbell? Shoes and ships and photographs, van Vogt slans and

whole business and wondering if
perhaps he couldn’t turn his tal-
ents to something more interest-
ing. He had an income of sorts,
and the top dollar Campbell could
afford to pay, even with bonuses,
was no longer sufficient to keep
him tied to his typewriter. With
diabolical ingenuity, JWC threw
out hints of the complexities, the
fascinations, the satisfactions of
photography as a hobby. He got
RAH hooked, who immediately
wentintoit whole hog, going into hock for all the latest equipment,
books, etc. Then he had to get busy and churn out stories for
Campbell to pay for it all. That worthy sat back and rubbed his
hands with glee at the thought of it, and we all know the rest.

Art Gnaedinger returned in May to become the star of that
meeting. He was attending Harvard and involved in radio drama-
tizations, and had made a recording of an old Amazing story, “The
Talking Brain,” by M.H. Hasta. The story wasn’t much, but the
recording, in those days before TV, tape, or even wire recording,
was Big Stwff, and we were all properly impressed. Even with
Swisher’s state of the art phonograph (no stereo, either, folks) they
had some difficulty getting a 15-inch platter to work, but they
solved it to around of cheers. Art was embarrassed at all the praise
and aw-shucksed that it twarn’t nothin’ but a rehearsal and he
wished he could have got “The Country of the Blind,” which was
much better, onto a disc, but hadn’t been able to. We wished he
hadn’t told us that.

Fanfare began to hit its stride with the eighth issue. I had pur-
chased a simple Sears Roebuck mimeo with money from the club
treasury, and learned how touse iton#7. Number eight blossomed
out in color, no less. The Decker, Indiana, group was setting
fandom on its ear with a beautiful fanzine called Pluto, and I was
green withenvy. Besides that, I putred and blue into Fanfare. The
contents were getting better as well. We now had five of the best
columnists in fandom: Joe Gilbert (South Carolina), Harry
Warner, H.C. Koenig, Chauvenet (who converted his perzine,
Detours), and one Ritter Conway, who snidely savaged F. Orlin
Tremaine, Larry Farsaci, Fred Pohl, Joe Gilbert, and a couple of
others all in three pages. Get the clue? Yes, it was Damon Knight,
who, unfortunately, had just moved to New York and shortly
moved on to better things, so he was seen no more in our pages.

Isay “our pages,” butI should be honestand admit that Fanfare
was becoming increasingly my fanzine, and isolated as I was down
in the boonies, I did most of the work and began even to think of
itas“my” mimeograph. I was supposed tokeep itand pay back the
money to the club, but I never did, and nobody ever questioned me
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about it except Bell, and that jokingly, just to give me a bad time.
I still have it out in the garage in the same crate it came to
California in. That was in 1948. I’'m going to get it out and restore
it to working order Real Soon Now. Hmm. Maybe for my 50th
Annish...Naaahh.

In June we had author Robert Arthur as guest—again, a friend
of Swisher’s. In late July Bell and I retold our adventures on the
epic Denveride. Harry Stubbs (Hal Clement) attended his first
meeting and I like to think that we interested him enough so that
he became a regular member. More about Harry in a separate
article.

In August we had George Foster, mainly, I think, because I
went over to Stoughton to pick him up and bring him to the
meeting. He had no wheels, and transport from Stoughton to
Winchester was about as eccentric as he was. He was an older
man, and I was never quite sure whether he was an oddball genius
or a genuine nut case. He had a sort of Jesus fixation, but unlike
all the other religious nuts I’ve run into, he carried it off well. I
wouldn’t have bothered with him if he hadn’t. Where the usual ID
problem will harangue you about your sins and how the only way
to save yourself is to give him complete control of everything,
George acted a lot more Jesus-like. I'believe he was bright enough
to have been an engineer, but he felt that it was his destiny to
remain a humble window-washer so that he wouldn’tbe corrupted
by material temptations. He had a lot of strange, but possibly
workable, ideas which he would expound upon only if asked. I
could go on about him if anybody is interested, but the reason I
mentioned him is that at the meeting, E. Everett Evans, Chairman
of the NFFF Planning Board, had asked us by letter for ideas for
NFFF functions. George came up with the idea of a welcoming
committee for new fans, and I understand that has been one of
NFFF’s most notable achievements over the years.

In September we again heard from Evans with thirteen points
he wished a vote on. Most of them passed, but I was subject to
considerable heckling from Bell and Swisher, a forerunner of the
organization vs. anarchy schism that still splits fandom today.
Chauvenet, then President of the NFFF, couldn’t follow all the
chaffing and two-bit repartee because of his deafness, and went to
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sleep under the piano until it was time to eat.

Feldman and Tiger visited again on Labor Day, but I was the
only one around to meet with them. It seems strange to talk about
Labor Day with no Worldcon, but that’s the way it was. We
wandered around town, bugging bookstore clerks with requests
for The Necronomicon and other such fannish twittery.

It was nice to have Chauvenet back in town. He had been
studying at the University of Virginia, and now was taking some
time off to try his hand at sf writing and to build a small sailboat.
I had just made my first sale to Weird Tales, and I guess he figured
that if I could sell a story, anybody could. We spent some time
working together on the boat, but it was never finished, and he
finally returned to Virginia, while I found a buyer to take over the
project.

The Second Boskone got 1942 off toa good start. This time, the
Sykoras came and the Futurians didn’t. The total attendance was
about the same, but represented a much wider geographical area
than the first Boskone. At least six different states besides Massa-
chusetts were represented: Speer from Washington, DC, Gilbert,
Jenkins, and Eastman from Columbia, SC, Bob Madle and Rusty
(Barron) Hevelin from Philadelphia, Sykoras and a Charles
Hidley from New York, Trudy Kuslan from Connecticut, and Bob
Jones, Fanfare's staff artist, from way out west in Columbus,
Ohio.

This time we had a rudimentary program. I hired a hall and we
had a proper meeting with entertainment and an art auction.
“Suddsy” Schwartz, one of our newer members, was determined
to have a Virgil Finlay cover that had been donated by Mary
Gnaedinger of FFM and the bidding was hotand heavy. He finally
got it for $5.25. Later, he confided that he had been prepared to
sacrifice his entire life savings of $9.20 if necessary. I later
apologized in print for not having refreshments, since I was afraid
we might lose our shirts, but we actually wound up a little ahead.
I thought it would be nice for the members of Noreascon 3 to know
that Boskones have always been solvent right from the very start.

The “business” part of the meeting was largely taken up with
discussion of certain proposals for the NFFF in a letter from Milty
Rothman. It was ghodawful sercon. What to do about the
Worldcon was livelier, with Sykora wanting another biggie for the
East, but the majority favored giving the Pacificon committee a
little more time to get their act together. As it turned out, the war
interfered, and we never had the fourth Worldcon until 1946.

The “entertainment” consisted of a “performance” of
Chauvenet’s Williamson parody, Legions of Legions, dramatic
adaptation by yhos. Fortunately, the “cast” had had little time to
rehearse, since it consisted of just about anybody I could dragoon
at the moment. Everybody had scripts, so the audience became
prompters for the unhappy “actors” when they fluffed their lines,
which was often. The result was hilarious.

As the gas shortage worsened, many of the widely scattered
Strangers took to bicycles. These included Harry Stubbs and
Arseni Karpovitch as well as yhos. At the April 19th meeting Idid
over 80 miles by combining the meeting route with a jaunt out to
Framingham to follow the marathon runners in. But Chauvenet
remained the top cyclist without fear of any competition. Not only
had he been to New York and back (inspiring me to try it later on—
I took much longer) but when he returned to Virginia from
Cambridge he pedaled—by way of Ohio! Later he was to wear me

44 Noreascon Three



They came together from two worlds
in etemal vopposmon. s
9

~ The SF community agrees that here

_is an author to watch! Analog has

raved: “The writing reaches
a new level of ambition and
maturity...Meluch is becoming
~awondrous writer indeed.”
And Starlog hailed Jerusalem
Fire as: ““‘Stunning...well-
paced, exciting, and
powerful.”’ 1=

Interstellar warfare
whisks the reader into a
terrifyingly real world of high-tech
weapons as this explosive tale builds
to a stunning climax.

$3.95
@ SIGNET SCIENCE FICTION



out on our wartime trip to Rockland, Maine, when we visited
Norm Stanley.

Evans hisself visited us in May. Fortunately, there was his new
zine Nova to talk about and Disney’s Fantasia to see again, so we
didn’t have to talk about the NFFF all the time.

Not that the quality of bull sessions at TSC meetings was ever
low, but the addition of Thomas S. Gardner, Ph.D., to the club
lifted those discussions to a new high. For me, it was the equiva-
lent of a college education. Later, in California, I was to go
through the official motions and get the degrees, but after TSC it
was anticlimactic. Tom had a great idea for one of my polls that
Iintended to use, but never got around to. Maybe I should take pity
on it RSN, slouching along, waiting to be born all this time.
Considerably over term. This would be a poll on fen’s favorite sf
characters. A quick canvas of those at that June meeting came up
with Odd John and The Lieutenant, from Stapledon’s novel of the
same name and L. Ron Hubbard’s Final Blackout. 1 would think
they should still rate high even after all these years. Only Brother
Francis leaps to mind to compete with them.

But speak of the Devil. The next meeting, with the exception
of Boskones, hit the all time high in my memory. LRC and I were
croggled when we arrived at the July meeting not only to find
Campbell there, but that L. Ron Hubbard was coming as well!

I don’t quite know how to sum up that afternoon and evening.
I have never seen anything quite like it. It had elements of an
intellectual Laurel & Hardy act (which I don’t mean asa putdown,
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for I think of them as geniuses) but also on a higher level,
something of a battle of wits between, say, Gore Vidal and
William F. Buckley. Hubbard would toss up a “Probability Zero”
skeet and Campbell would promptly shoot it full of holes. Hub-
bard, with an ingenuity that left everybody but Campbell breath-
less, would immediately cover up every single hole and maybe
stick a little flag on top just for good measure. Campbell would
then shoot that down, Hubbard would reanimate the concept with
even more outrageous props, etc., etc., etc.

Frances Nevada Swisher (Mrs.) was standing in the kitchen
doorway, completely mesmerized by the show, which had been
going on for about an hour. Suddenly she blinked, shook her head,
and came back to reality. She retreated into the kitchen, checked
the oven, then came back to the door, grinning evilly. “Pecan buns.
Hot.” she whispered, and that was that. Otherwise, I think the pair
would have gone on all night.

Later, we were admiring Hubbard’s special diver’s watch (he
was a Commander in the navy at the time), which was a real
marvel for those pre-digital days. It had date, day of the week,
barometric pressure, and you name it, all completely waterproof.
We got a peck into the future of this charming conman as he told
us how he used the watch to seduce waitresses in otherwise dull
ports.

He would order acup of coffee, then when her back was turned,
hide the spoon and call her back. She would look a bit bemused,
then: “Sorry sir, I’ll get you a spoon right away.”
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As she turned to go, Hubbard would say “Never mind; I’ll just
stir it with my watch.” She would stare goggle-eyed as he calmly
did just that, got a conversation going and the next thing she knew
she was in bed with him.

Oddly enough, he was the pessimist about the war in contrast
to Campbell’s “optimism.” Elron thought it was going to last
another ten years.

Things started to go downhill from there. Next month, Tom
Gardner “had to go” back to his native Tennessee, perhaps to work
atOak Ridge, I never did find out. Harry Stubbs was nabbed by the
navy just before Boskone I1I, February ’43, and only three out-of-
state fen made it to the con, so B3 was only a shadow of the
previous ones.

The non-Strangers were Speer, Unger, and Bill Ryder from
NYC. Nobody drove. No gas. Harry was to be the kingpin for the
program, with a talk on the hypothesized planet near 61 Cygni,
and it was too late to get someone else. Campbell failed to come
through with originals, so there wasn’t even any auction. But we
did have a Finlay cover from somewhere, and a Roy Hunt cover
from LeZombie, so we decided to have a game of INTERPLANE-
TARY with the Finlay for a prize to the winner.

I had invented this board game and it was well received by the
club, but like D&D and other modern games it took a
L O N G time to play, so we soon tired of it. When I
returned to fandom in the *70s, I was astonished to hear that it had
become quite popular at Worldcons in the *60s, with fancy boards
and pieces and all-night sessions to play it.

The reason it took so long is that it was a combination of a
standard “race” game and Monopoly. One had to get to a planet
and bring back a cargo in order to finance a trip to the next distant
planet where a still more valuable cargo would be obtained, etc.,
out to Pluto, which harbored “Immortality Dust,” the game
winner. The novel aspect was that the planets moved, making it

difficult to land on one, plus such hazards as the “negasphere”
(from EESmith epics—now known as a black hole) and pirates, to
say nothing of falling into the sun, getting hit with space junk, etc.
Jules Lazar, who later gained some fame in the LASFS, won the
game with a series of fantastically lucky rolls, literally million-to-
one odds.

Another million-to-one shot was the arrival of Claude Degler,
who had gotten the date wrong from a mistake in Astonishing
Stories publicity, got bogged down hitch-hiking, and thought that
he had missed it, but decided to keep going and visit me in
Bryantville. He was going by an old Walt Daugherty directory and
didn’t know that I had gotten married and moved back to Quincy.
Degler had walked by the hall earlier, all unknowing that Boskone
was just getting started, and passed through Quincy on his way
south. There he noticed the address of a fan who had never done
anything but write a couple of letters to Weird Tales, but this fan’s
parents remembered that I had once come around trying unsuc-
cessfully to coax their son into joining TSC. The only reason she
remembered me is that I married the daughter of her neighbor
across the street, which still wouldn’t have done Degler much
good except that my wife was visiting her mother and knew how
to get in touch with me.

With my new family taking up most of my spare time and the
sword of the draft hanging over me, Fanfare became less and less
frequent, only two issues being published in 1942, and no minutes
recorded after B3 that I know of. The little energy I had left I put
into my fapazine YHOS, and the above mentioned bike trip with
Russ Chauvenet.

Harry Warner chronicles that there was a fourth Boskone with
Milty Rothman and Norm Stanley present, but I remember none
of it because the much more traumatic event of my induction into
the armed services was to be a week later. I was lucky, however,
because I was “volunteered” to be a technician-guinea pig at the
newly formed Climatic Research Lab in Lawrence, Mass., where
Iremained until VE day, getting home nearly every weekend, but
not doing much fanac except YHOS, and even that petered out in
1945. There was another small con in Salem, put on by a Doris
Currier, but I don’t remember much about that one, either.

In 1946, I got out, but having no car, I had to hitch-hike to the
long-postponed Pacificon. The excuse I gave my wife was that 1
wanted to visit my parents, who had moved out in 1942, and look
over the country for a possible move ourselves. Again, as far as
can recall, no other Strangers went to the fourth Worldcon or to
Philcon in 1947, which I also attended. In 1948, we moved to LA
and I gafiated completely, except for parties with Lancy, Burbee,
and other Insurgents. I’'m afraid that the good old Stranger Club
went out, “not with a bang, but a whimper” unlike many other
fanorgs. Perhaps Harry or Chan Davis will chronicle the final days
for you; I can’t.

But while it lasted, The Stranger Club was the best. Unlike
many of the early organizations, there was remarkably little of the
dissension and petty politicking that other groups suffered from.
And this was not because the membership was bland or stuffy. On
the contrary, I have seldom been associated with alivelier or more
interesting bunch of people in the forty years since. It was once a
“proud and lonely thing to be a fan,” but for me, The Stranger Club
took the lonely out and kept the proud.
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The World Science Fiction Convention since 1939

YEAR CITY NAME GUESTS OF HONOR SITE ATTEN- CHAIRMAN
DANCE’
1939 New York Nycon I Frank R. Paul Caravan Hall 200 Sam Moskowitz
1940 Chicago Chicon I Edward E. Smith, Ph.D. Hotel Chicagoan 128 Mark Reinsberg
1941 Denver Denvention I Robert A. Heinlein Shirley-Savoy Hotel 90 Olon F. Wiggins
1946 Los Angeles Pacificon I A.E. van Vogt Park View Manor 130  Walter J. Daugherty
E. Mayne Hull
1947 Philadelphia Philcon I John W. Campbell, Jr. Penn-Sheraton Hotel 200 Milton Rothman
1948 Toronto Torcon I Robert Bloch (pro) RAI Purdy Studios 200 Ned McKeown
Bob Tucker (fan)
1949 Cincinnati Cinvention Lloyd A. Eshbach (pro) Hotel Metropole 190 Don Ford'
Ted Carnell (fan)
1950 Portland NORWESCON  Anthony Boucher Multnomah Hotel 400 Donald B. Day
1951 New Orleans Nolacon I Fritz Leiber St. Charles Hotel 190 Harry B. Moore
1952 Chicago TASFiC? Hugo Gernsback Hotel Morrison 870 Julian C. May
1953 Philadelphia 11th Worldcon®>  Willy Ley Bellevue-Stratford Hotel 750  Milton Rothman*
1954 San Francisco SFCon John W. Campbell, Jr. Sir Francis Drake Hotel 700 Lester Cole
Gary Nelson
1955 Cleveland Clevention Isaac Asimov (pro) Manger Hotel 380 Nick Falasca
Sam Moskowitz (Mystery GoH) Noreen Falasca
1956 New York NEWYORCON?  Arthur C. Clarke Biltmore Hotel 850 David A. Kyle
1957 London Loncon I John W. Campbell, Jr. King’s Court Hotel 268 Ted Carnell
1958 South Gate® Solacon Richard Matheson Alexandria Hotel 322  Anna S. Moffatt
1959 Detroit Detention Poul Anderson (fan) Pick-Fort Shelby Hotel 371 Roger Sims
John Berry (fan) Fred Prophet
1960 Pittsburgh Pittcon James Blish Penn-Sheraton Hotel 568 Dirce Archer
1961 Secattle Seacon Robert A. Heinlein Hyatt House 300 Wally Weber
1962 Chicago Chicon III Theodore Sturgeon Pick-Congress Hotel 550 Earl Kemp
1963 Washington, D.C. Discon I Murray Leinster Statler-Hilton Hotel 600 George Scithers
1964 Oakland Pacificon II Leigh Brackett and Hotel Leamington 523 J. Ben Stark
Edmond Hamilton (pro) Al halevy
Forrest J Ackerman (fan)
1965 London LonconII Brian W. Aldiss Mount Royal Hotel 350 Ella Parker
1966 Cleveland’ Tricon L. Sprague de Camp Sheraton-Cleveland Hotel ~ 850 Ben Jason’
1967 New York Nycon 3 Lester del Rey (pro) Statler-Hilton Hotel 1500 Ted White
Bob Tucker (fan) Dave Van Arnam
1968 Oakland Baycon Philip José Farmer (pro) Hotel Claremont 1430 Bill Donaho
Walter J. Daugherty (fan) Alva Rogers
J. Ben Stark
1969 St. Louis St. Louiscon Jack Gaughan (pro) Chase-Park Plaza 1534 Ray Fisher
Eddie Jones (TAFF)? Joyce Fisher
1970 Heidelberg Heicon ’70 Robert Silverberg (US) Heidelberg Stadthalle 620 Manfred Kage
International E.C. Tubb (UK)
Herbert W. Franke (Ger.)
Elliot K. Shorter (fan)
1971 Boston Noreascon I Clifford D. Simak (pro) Sheraton-Boston Hotel 1600 Tony Lewis
Harry Wamer, Jr. (fan)
1972 Los Angeles L.AConI Frederik Pohl (pro) International Hotel 2007 Charles Crayne
Robert and Juanita Bruce Pelz
Coulson (fan)
1973 Toronto Torcon 2 Robert Bloch (pro) Royal York Hotel 2900 John Millard
William Rotster (fan)
1974 Washington, D.C.  Discon II Roger Zelazny (pro) Sheraton Park Hotel 3587 Jay Haldeman
Jay Kay Klein (fan) Ron Bounds
1975 Melbourne Aussiecon One Ursula K. Le Guin (pro) Southern Cross Hotel 606 Robin Johnson
Susan Wood and Michael
Glicksohn (fan)
Donald Tuck (Australian)
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1976 Kansas City, Mo.

1977 Miami Beach

1978 Phoenix

1979 Brighton

1980 Boston

1981 Denver

1982 Chicago

1983 Baltimore
1984 Anaheim"
1985 Melbourne
1986 Atlanta

1987 Brighton

1988 New Orleans

1989 Boston

1990 The Hague

1991 Chicago

MidAmeriCon
SunCon

IguanaCon II°

Seacon ’79

Noreascon I1

Denvention Two

Chicon IV

ConStellation
L.A.conll
Aussiecon Two
ConFederation

Conspiracy 87

Nolacon II

Noreascon I1I

ConFiction

Chicon V

Robert A. Heinlein (pro)
George Barr (fan)

Jack Williamson (pro)
Robert A. Madle (fan)
Harlan Ellison (pro)

Bill Bowers (fan)

Brian Aldiss (UK)
Fritz Leiber (US)
Harry Bell (fan)
Damon Knight and
Kate Wilhelm (pro)
Bruce Pelz (fan)
Clifford D. Simak (pro)
C.L. Moore (pro)
Rusty Hevelin (fan)

A. Bertram Chandler (pro)
Frank Kelly Freas (pro)
Lee Hoffman (fan)
John Brunner (pro)
David A. Kyle (fan)
Gordon R. Dickson (pro)
Dick Eney (fan)

Gene Wolfe (pro)

Ted White (fan)

Ray Bradbury (pro)
Terry Carr (fan)

Doris Lessing (UK)
Alfred Bester (US)
Arkady and Boris
Strugatsky (USSR)
Jim Burns (Artist GoH)

Ray Harryhausen (Film GoH)

Joyce and Ken Slater (fan)

Dave Langford (special fan)

Donald A. Wollheim (pro)
Roger Sims (fan)
Andre Norton (pro)

Ian and Betty Ballantine (pro)

The Stranger Club (fan)
Harry Harrison, Wolfgang

Jeschke, Joe Haldeman (pro)

Andrew Porter (fan)
Hal Clement, Martin H.

Greenberg, Richard Powers (pro)

Jon & Joni Stopa (fan)

Radisson Muehlebach
Hotel and Phillips House
Hotel Fontainebleau

Hyatt Regency and
Adams Hotels, Phoenix
Convention Center and
Symphony Hall
Metropole Hotel

Sheraton-Boston Hotel
and Hynes Civic
Auditorium

Denver Hilton Hotel

Hyatt Regency Chicago

Baltimore Convention
Center

Anaheim Hilton & Towers
and Convention Center
Southemn Cross, Victoria,
and Sheraton Hotels
Marriott Marquis and
Atlanta Hilton & Towers
Metropole Hotel and

Brighton Conference Centre

Marriott, Sheraton, and
International Hotels
Sheraton-Boston Hotel
and Hynes Convention
Center

Netherlands Congress
Center

Hyatt Regency Chicago

2800

2050

4700

3114

5850

3792

4275

6400

8365

1599

5811

5300

5300

2777

M

7”7

Ken Keller

Don Lundry

Tim Kyger

Gary Farber'®
Peter Weston
Leslie Turek
Suzanne Carnival

Don C. Thompson

Ross Pavlac
Larry Propp

Michael Walsh
Craig Miller
Milt Stevens
David Grigg'
Penny Frierson

Ron Zukowski
Malcolm Edwards

John H. Guidry

Mark Olson

Kees van Toorn

Kathleen Meyer

* This is the number of people attending the convention, not the total membership.

Officially only Secretary-Treasurer; Charles R. Tanner had the honorary title of Chairman.
For “Tenth Anniversary Science Fiction Convention”; popularly known as Chicon II.
Popularly known as Philcon II.
Replaced James A. Williams as Chairman upon Williams’ death.
Popularly known as Nycon II.
Physically in Los Angeles, but (by mayoral proclamation) technically in South Gate.
Officially jointly hosted by Cleveland, Detroit, and Cincinnati (hence “Tricon”), with Detroit’s Howard DeVore and Cincinnati’s Lou

1(1949)
2(1952)
3(1953)
4(1953)
5(1956)
5(1958)
"(1966)

Tabakow as Associate Chairmen.

%(1969)
%(1978)
19(1978)
1(1984)
12(1985)

Replaced Ted White, who withdrew as Fan Guest of Honor to dramatize the TAFF winner.
This Worldcon was the first IguanaCon, but was labeled IguanaCon II because of a previous hoax convention.
Belatedly recognized as vice-chair.
Like South Gate, part of the greater Los Angeles area.

Replaced John Foyster, who resigned for family reasons.
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In Memoriam

Charles Addams, humorist

Dan Alderson, fan

Tom Allen, editor

John Ball, author

Mel Blanc, the voice of our childhood
Rosalie Leveille Bretnor, spouse
John Carradine, actor

John D. “Doc” Clark, fan

Aeron Clement, author

Michael Lewis Cook, bibliographer
Michael Fessier, author

Bertha Erickson Gallun, spouse
Geoffrey Household, author
Leonard N. Isaacs, teacher and critic
Henry E. “Hank” Jankus, Jr., artist
Neil R. Jones, author

Charles Keeping, artist

Donald E. Keyhoe, author

Hans Helmut Kirst, author

Dexter Masters, author

Eva McKenna, fan

John Myers Myers, author

Ursula Nordstrom, editor

Sondra T. Ordover, publisher
Frank S. Pepper, comic strip writer
Elmer Perdue, fan

Dave Prosser, fan

Ross Rocklynne, author

Norman Saunders, artist

Roy Squires, collector

John W. Wall, author

Guy Williams, actor
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The Worldcon
From the Beginning

[The following is a look at the Worldcons from their inception
by those who attended the “World' s Fair Science Fiction Conven-
tion” in 1939. Each year is reviewed by a single fan, except for
1939, on which a number of the attendees reminisced.

Two members have also supplied material on the first science
fiction convention in 1936.

In a half-dozen cases, no member of the ' 39 con volunteered to
review the convention that year. In these cases other fans filled in.
These authors are designated by a “*"".

Thanks go to the members of the first Worldcon who contrib-
uted articles: Forrest J Ackerman, John V. Baltadonis, Lloyd
Arthur Eshbach, Harry Harrison, Charles Hornig, Robert A.
Madle, Sam Moskowitz, Frederik Pohl, Milton A. Rothman,Julius
Schwartz, and especially Dave Kyle, who filled in a number of
last-minute holes.

Thanks also to the other contributors: Hal Clement, Gary
Farber, Tony Lewis, and Roger Sims.

A final thanks to Bruce Pelz, who supplied copies of all the
Worldcon Program Books—ed.]

1939—Nycon I, New York City
The 47th World Science Fiction Convention 57

1939—Nycon I, New York City
by Forrest J Ackerman

It is possibly a forgotten fact that I started the nicknaming of
Worldcons by referring to the first one as the Nycon.

As a prelude to the Convention, I got off the train at New
York’s Central Station and was greeted by a handful of fans, the
only two I definitely remember after a span of 50 years being
Donald A. Wollheim and...a paunchy 15-year-old surly youth
dribbling cigarette ashes down his shirt front whococked his head,
looked up at me and sneered, “So you're the Forrest Ackerman
who’s been writing those ridiculous letters to the science fiction
magazines!”—and Cyril Kornbluth welcomed me with apunch in
the stomach!

In my hotel room I did my Superman-in-the-telephone-booth
act and changed into my costume with the Paulian pants and
Things-to-Come emerald green cape, then headed for the Consite.
Outside the hall I met my opposite number of the time, Jack
Darrow, and we shook hands. Today such a historic meeting

1936—The First Convention
by Milton A. Rothman

It all began on October 22, 1936, when a group of sf fans
from New York called The International Scientific Asso-
ciation took the train down to visit the Philadelphia Science
Fiction Society. The New York group consisted of Donald
A. Wollheim, Frederik Pohl, John B. Michel, William S.
Sykora, David A. Kyle, and Herbert E. Goudket. The
Philadelphia group included Oswald Train, Robert Madle,
John V. Baltadonis, and myself, Milton Rothman. The
Philadelphians met the New Y orkers at Penn Station, across
from City Hall. A walking tour of downtown ended up at
Independence Hall, where a group photograph was taken, in
front of the South entrance. (This photograph has been im-
mortalized in Fred Pohl’s memoir The Way the Future
Was.) The group finally made its way to my parents’ house
at 2113 North Franklin St., in North Philadelphia. There, in
my living room, we convened the very first sf convention
we had ever heard of. Fred Pohl was kind enough to
nominate me to be chairman, and he, in turn, was named
secretary. Unfortunately he lost the minutes to the meeting,
so what was said at that meeting has forever been lost to the
world. Actually, I don’t think we said very much, except to
promise another proper convention the following year.

So that is how I got to be the first sf convention

chairman. As Arthur Koestler said, in another connection,
we were just sleepwalking, just doing things without quite
knowing what we were doing. It was only a friendly get-
together between sf fans all excited over this new thing that
was happening—writing, publishing, thinking about the
future. And we had no idea what we were starting.




would have been covered by 50 photos; then, exactly one was
taken. In retrospect I wonder why on Earth I wasn’t photographed
with Guest of Honor Frank R. Paul in the costume honoring him;
why I wasn’t photographed with the legendary Ray Cummings;
why— Butatleast I got all their autographs in the pamphlet I had
mimeographed for the occasion.

I'was Shy Guy #1 at 22 and to my consternation found myself
being called up to the platform to address the attendees. Terror
pounded my temples with an instant migraine (where was Ack-
cedrin when I needed it?—not created yet) but John W.
Campbell’s wife Dofia came to my rescue with two aspirins.

I'won’t go into the “Exclusion Act” which generated a war of
words for a couple years afterwards but will recall a little known
aftermath. As I remember it, Dave Kyle, Don Wollheim, “Doc”
Lowndes, John Michel, Isaac Asimov and several other fans were
present the day after the con at a critique session held in some
small room. I personally was very impressed with the very fair
way in which the Nycon was analyzed. “If the reason for the
convention,” said the speaker, “was for fans to meet the pros, to
exchange autographs, to see movies, etc., then we would have to
say that the convention was a success. If this first meeting of
readers and authors should have produced some discussions,
some resolutions, then we would have to say that it was not.” The
Futurians, as they were called (or, later, Michelists) were politi-
cally oriented fans who felt that science fiction had a mission, was
more than just fun and games, should have gone on record on this
historic occasion as being opposed to war or in favor of interplane-
tary exploration or something of a substantial nature.

It was a thrill for me to press the flesh of L. Sprague de Camp,

Jack Williamson, Ross Rocklynne, Ray Cummings, Edmond
Hamilton, Julius Schwartz, Leo Margulies (who told Time maga-
zine “I didn’t believe these guys were so damn sincere”), Manly
Wade Wellman, Charles D. Hornig and other celebrities of the
time. Females in attendance were as scarce as pterodactyls’ teeth
and I was impressed by one of Frank R. Paul’s three daughters,
Joan, and by Cummings’ 12-year-old daughter who had had a
poem published in Liberty magazine.

I was thrilled to see Metropolis again for perhaps the third or
fourth time (I’'ve now seen it 78 times) and The Lost World for
probably the second.

I left determined never to miss another Worldcon and if I’'m
present in Boston it will be my 46-and-a-halfth: I was halfway to
New Orleans (#9: 1951) when my Dad died and I returned home.

1939—Nycon
by Julius Schwartz

I’ll leave it to other Nycon I survivors to recall the convention
proceedings inside Caravan Hall. I’m going to time-travel back to
112-10 West 57th Street, where I was standing outside, anxiously
awaiting the arrival of the pro/fan celebrities.

Ah—here comes the “Little Giant,” Leo Margulies, Editorial
Director of Standard Magazines’ Thrilling Wonder and Startling
Stories! Accompanying him, a beaming fan who had bused in all
the way from California. Little did this teenage Ray Bradbury
dream that two years later Margulies would buy his second
accepted story, “Gabriel’s Horn!”

Trailing behind this duo is a couple of pros, Mort Weisinger
and Manly Wade Wellman, along with Chicago fan Erle Korshak.

[‘
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SUNDAY, JULY SECOND

Morning Session: YUAM 1o 12 (5 Noon
1. Informal gathering at Convention Hall.
2. Luncheon Recess

Afternoon Session: 11 NP M

1. Registration in foyer.
2. Ofticial Opening of the Convention
3. Minutes of the First National Science Fiction Convention.
4. Address of Welcome, by Sam Moskowitz
5. Science Fiction and New Fandom.” by William S. Sykora.
6. “Ncience Fiction, the Spirit of Youth,” by Frank R. Paul
7. Motion Picture Metropolis,” a scientific fantasy of the future.

8. Recess for Refreshments. (30 minutes)

9. “The Changing Science Fiction.” by John W. Campbell. Jr
10. ~Men of Science Fiction,” by Mort Weisinger.

11 “Science Fiction Personalities™ - general introductions and discussions

12, Supper Recess
Evening Session: = 37 10 [0 0P AL
1. The Science Fiction \uction. Science Fiction rarities contributed by

famous fans. authors, and editors, to be sold at public auction

2. Adjournment to Monday. July Third.

Program Heading and authors™ cuts. courtesy of Thrilling Wonder Stories.

MONDAY, JULY THIRD

Afternoon Session: 2 00 10 7 00 P M

1. Call to order.

2. Reading of Minutes of previous day.

3. “The Fan World of the Future.” by Sam Moskowitz.

4. “Science, and Science Fiction,” by William S. Sykora.

5. ~Seeing the Universe,” lecture and motion picture, by Ruroy Sibley.
6. Recess for Refreshments.

7. Science Discussions.

8. Dinner Recess.

Evening Session: & 30 P M to Midnight

1. The Science Fiction Dinner. in honor of Frank R. Paul, the best known

and best liked science fiction artist.

~

. Adjournment to Tuesday. July Fourth, Independence Day.
TUESDAY, JULY FOURTH

Afternoon Session: 3 00 to 7 00 P M

The Science Fiction Softball Game. *Science Fiction Professionals” vs.
“Science Fiction Fans™ for the Science Fiction Softball Championship

~

. Supper Recess. and adjournment to the World's Fair Grounds

Evening Session: 5 =) to [0 00 P M

Independence Day Fireworks at New York World's Fair.
Final Adjournment and Farewell.

1939—Nycon I, the complete program
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Jauntily striding along now is the dapper L. Sprague de Camp,
who is startled as a young fan leaps out of nowhere to ask for his
autograph. Sprague obliges by signing a scrap of paper propped up
against a plate-glass window.

A moment later the autograph hound corrals Jack Williamson
of New Mexico—much to the amusement of another Jack—
Darrow, the prolific letter column writer from Chicago.

Passers-by gape as a space-suited 4SJ (aka Forrest J Acker-
man) comes along, accompanied by a bemused Robert “Doc”
Lowndes.

Darrow and Ackerman! This is too precious a moment for me
to miss—and I introduce to each other the two top S-F letter
writers of the day!

Next to show up: a trio of popular scientifiction (sorry folks—
this is 1939) writers: Edmond Hamilton, Ross Rocklynne, and
Otto Binder; then a trio of Philly fans: Oswald Train, Robert A.
Madle, and John V. Baltadonis.

Now a couple of couples: Lloyd Arthur Eshbach and Charles
D. Hornig; John W. Campbell and Robert D. Swisher.

And so it goes as the First World’s Science Fiction Convention
gets off to a celebrated start!

At convention’s end, nine of us—pros and fans alike—gath-
ered at Mort Weisinger’s home for refreshments and convention
chatter—the first “Dead Dog Party!”

1939—Nycon
New York City World' s Fair Science Fiction Convention by Lloyd
Arthur Eshbach

It seems incredible. A half century has passed since a group of
about two hundred science fiction fans and pros metin New York
City at the first “World” SF Convention. The term “world” was
largely wishful thinking, thought I believe some Canadian fans
were present.

Oddly, even the passing of time has not obliterated some of the
trivial details. I remember the stairways, four flights to climb to
get to the convention hall. I recall someone giving me a yellow
pamphlet with a melodramatic warning about dictatorship among
some of the convention leaders. At the time it seemed rather silly
to me; and the years haven’t changed my opinion.

The speeches, like almost all speeches atconventions whatever
their nature, were quite forgettable. And the time-honored custom
of arranging for a sequence of panel discussions had not yet been
thought of. But despite a somewhat shaky beginning, the result of
the Manhattan area fan conflicts, the First World SF Convention
became a greater success than even its sponsors expected.

The people who attended made it so. But then, this too has
never changed—for me, atany rate. The fans, writers, editors, and
agents (the latter in later years) make the travel, the time, and the
money spent worthwhile. Fans I have met over the years or with
whom I have corresponded. Writers I have enjoyed reading, and
meet in person for the first time, or meet again and again over the
years. Editors who have bought my work (or who haven’t).
Agents who form an indispensable link in the chain.

AtNycon I a few personalities stand out in my memory. There
was Ray Cummings, who looked like a science fiction writer is
supposed to look. Handsome, dignified, with a mass of snow-
white hair and a white stock about his neck; whose “Girl in the
Golden Atom” I had read in 1919. Almost forgotten today, he was

Before Nycon I—How It All Started
by Robert A. Madle

The first World Science Fiction Convention was held in
New York City in July, 1939. It was followed by Chicago
in 1940 and Denver in 1941. The trials and tribulations
leading to Nycon I are chronicled in a fascinating manner in
The Immortal Storm by Sam Moskowitz, the amazingly
detailed history of early s-f fandom. This article discusses
the first s-f convention ever held and how the idea of a
World S-F Convention germinated in October 1936.

As we all know, Hugo Gernsback started Amazing
Stories in 1926. In 1929, because of a still-mysterious
bankruptcy, he lost Amazing and, one month later, he started
Science Wonder Stories, immediately followed by Air
Wonder Stories, Science Wonder Quarterly, and Scientific
Detective. Always, from the beginning, he injected reader
interest in his magazines through readers’ departments,
cover contests, promotional activities like Science Fiction
Week, and a campaign for s-f movies. Then in the April,
1934 Wonder Stories (the combination of Science Wonder
and Air Wonder), Gernsback made an announcement that,
for importance to, and impacton, s-f fandom has never been
equaled. This was the formation of The Science Fiction
League, an organization formed with the purpose of draw-
ing together into one large organization all those whose
hobby and interest was s-f. This organization did more
toward the formation of a unified Fandom than any other
single fact, before or since.

Milton A. Rothman, Philadelphia’s active fan and
demon letter-writer of the time, gathered together enough
names to apply for a charter as Chapter No. 11 and several
meetings were held in early 1935. (Present were Rothman,
Raymond Peel Mariella, Paul Hunter, and Charles Bert.)
But the club almost immediately faded into inactivity only
to be invigorated in October, 1935 when the first “reorgani-
zation meeting” was held. (Present were Rothman, Mari-
ella, Oswald Train, John V. Baltadonis, Robert A. Madle,
and several others who never showed up again.) Jack
Agnew and Harvey Greenblatt joined at the next meeting
and the PSFL was, at last, well underway.

Two months later, club members were amazed when
Rothman received a letter from Charles D. Hornig, Manag-
ing Editor of Wonder Stories, that he and Julius Schwartz,
editor of Fantasy Magazine, the fan magazine of its day,
and, perhaps, the greatest of them all, were going to visit the
PSFL! Talk about the Gods descending from Valhalla!
And, in a never-to-be-forgotten meeting, descend they did!
Hornig told the group of the great plans he had for Wonder
and the SFL. The February, 1936 issue was on the stands at
that time. Unfortunately, the April, 1936 issue would be
Gernsback’s last—but the SFL carried on under the new
publisher and the new title, Thrilling Wonder Stories.

Over in New York City and environs, Gernsback’s an-
nouncement of the SFL had caused a bee-hive of excite-
ment. Several chapters were formed, the largest of which
was the Brooklyn SFL, headed up by Member #1, George
Gordon Clark. Some of the members were Frederik Pohl,
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Donald A. Wollheim, John B. Michel, and William S.
Sykora.

To make matters short and without going into too much
detail, William Sykora’s club was The International Scien-
tific Association, which had been formed with the express
idea of making scientists out of s-f readers. As such, it was
intended to be a scientific experimenters’ club. But with the
entry of Wollheim, Michel, Pohl, and others, it became an
s-f fan club, pure and simple. And it was this group who, in
October, 1936, decided to visit the members of the Philadel-
phia Science Fiction Society. (The PSFL had just changed
its name to the PSFS, but was still a Chapter of the SFL.)

As with the visit of Hornig and Schwartz ten months
previously, this was a red-letter day for Philly fans. It was
a beautiful Sunday morning in October, 1936 (the 22nd, to
be exact), that a group of PSFS members (Milton A.
Rothman, Oswald Train, John V. Baltadonis, and Robert A.
Madle) convened at the Pennsylvania Railroad Station to
meet the group of ISA members (Donald A. Wollheim,
John B. Michel, William S. Sykora, Frederik Pohl, David A.
Kyle, and Herbert Goudket).There were ten present, al-
though Frederik Pohl in The Way the Future Was states
there were nine. He forgot Herbert Goudket, a fan friend of
Will Sykora’s, and the earliest pusher for amateur s-f
movies. Goudket stayed active for only about two more
years, while all of the others retained their activity for many
years, some to this very day.

This was a historical meeting, so far as fandom goes.
Fandom in 1936 was extremely small, with only about 100
active fans comprising it. Here, together at one time were 10
of them and they included most of the leaders of Eastern
Fandom. Donald A. Wollheim was the leading fan of his
day. He was involved in just about everything: club mem-
bership, letter-writing to professional magazines, intensive
correspondence, fan magazine publisher and writer, feuder
extraordinary, and had even sold a story to a professional
magazine, much to Gemsback’s sorrow. John B. Michel
had won a plot contest in Wonder Quarterly in 1932, had
had letters published in the magazines, was a fan-magazine
publisher, and the political presence of the group. William
S. Sykora had been an s-f reader since Science Wonder
Stories and was firmly convinced that Gernsback was
correct in his theory that s-f readers would become scien-
tists. He was President of the ISA; Wollheim and Michel
were his Lieutenants. But, even at this point, he was afraid
that s-f fans would take over the ISA, destroying his dream
of ascience-oriented club. (This did happen.) Frederik Pohl
was a fairly new fan who had sold a poem to Amazing
Stories and had just been made editor of The International
Observer, the publication of the ISA. David A. Kyle had had
letters in the magazines, had just recently moved to New
York City from Molticello, N.Y., and had joined up with the
ISA group. Kyle had obtained instant fame when he had a
story accepted by Wonder Stories which was scheduled to
appear in the June, 1936 issue. As mentioned before, the
April issue was the last under Gernsback. Dave still talks
about having the tear sheets of the story and the illustration
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alegend in 1939... John W. Campbell, Jr., L. Sprague de Camp,
Edmond Hamilton, Jack Williamson, Manly Wade Wellman, and
others whose names escape me at the moment, men who later
became my friends. I was greatly impressed by meeting them,
talking with them.

Isaac Asimov was there, just having made his first science
fiction sale. I recall ribbing him about his letters in the magazines’
letter columns signed “isaac Asenion,” the editors’ handling of his
(then) unfamiliar name. And there was Ray Bradbury, a bushy-
haired, enthusiastic young fan from California, successfully tout-
ing the artwork of Hannes Bok, but failing to sell any of his own
fiction. No one could foresee that these two—Asimov and
Bradbury—would outshine all the rest as writers of world renown.

In retrospect I find the total situation amusing. By the time of
the convention I had sold twenty-eight of my stories, most of them
science fiction and fantasy, a fair number of them novelettes or
novellas by today’s measurements, at least four of these featured
on the covers. (I know; I just checked.) Yet I was counted among
the fans. And that’s how I felt—a science fiction fan who hap-
pened to sell some of his own fiction, thrilled to meet the pros.

One incident stands out in my memory—the introduction of
Leo Margulies, then Editorial Director of Standard Magazines,
and a comment of his quoted in TIME magazine. In responding
from the floor among other things he said in effect, “I didn’t think
you could be so damned sincere.”

No doubt about it, Leo; and we still are, as this convention
confirms.

1939—Nycon
by Harry Harrison

If not the best—it certainly was the first. The depression was
still on but fandom was flourishing. Just the year before Sam
Moskowitz, Jimmy Taurasi, myself, and about nine other juve-
niles had founded the Queens Science Fiction League. The
Worldcon was a must—even if there was no money. I took my
cousin and we sneaked into the subway to save 5 cents. We must
have really been broke because we even sneaked into Caravan
Hall to save admission. Which was something like ten cents. I
don’t remember the pros or the program—iust the fanac. J oy of
joys, an entire table filled with throwaways and sample fanzines.
Iloaded up and somewhere buried in my files they must still exist.
I hope.

1939—Nycon
by Milton A. Rothman

At the time of the 1939 Nycon I was 19 years old. Only three
years previously six sf fans had come down from New York to
visit with four fans in Philadelphia. We met in my house and
decided to call it the very first sf convention. By 1939 the
conventions had become sufficiently grandiose to be called
Worldcons. I was still sufficiently green to be all agog at the
thought of meeting all those famous authors. Talking to John W.
Campbell in the flesh was a big thrill. And—wow—Forry Acker-
man and Morojo came all the way from California!

Undoubtedly the convention must have featured numerous
speakers and panels, none of which I remember. For me, the main
event of the day was the Exclusion Act, the banning of the
Futurian Society from convention attendance by the Nycon
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by Schneeman. The story later appeared in Wollheim’s
Stirring Science Stories for February, 1941. (It was titled
“The Golden Nemesis” and was illustrated by Kyle, based
on the illustration by Schneeman.) Herbert Goudket was an
oldtime s-f reader who, as mentioned before, was an ama-
teur movie enthusiast and had great ideas of fans producing
their own movies. The ISA did later take movies of fans and
fan meetings.

Of the Philadelphia group, Milton A. Rothman had been
a demon letterwriter to the magazines. (His earliest letters
had appeared under the name Milton S. Rothman. He later
adopted “A” as his middle initial for “Arcot,” one of John
W. Campbell’s heroes.) He was President of the PSFS,
wrote for fan magazines, and even had a dozen rejection
slips from the professional mags. Oswald Train was an old-
time fan who had recently moved to Philadelphia. He had
written an entire test for the SFL (to become a First Class
Member you took a lengthy test) and had had several stories
published in his hometown newspaper. He also had the best
collection of any of the Philly group, although all were
collectors. John V. Baltadonis and Robert A. Madle had
been friends since the first grade and became s-f fans
together by discovering Wonder Stories. Baltadonis was the
artist and Madle was the editor and together they had
already published several fan magazines. Their first, in
1935, was carbon-copied and the latest was the Fantasy
Fiction Telegram, a hektographed magazine. Also on the
staff were Rothman, Train, and other PSFS members. Both
Baltadonis and Madle were super-active at this time and
corresponded with scores of fans. They were also contribu-
tors to many other fan mags of the day.

This, then, was the group that met on that momentous
morning in October, 1936. The group spent several hours
seeing the sights of Philadelphia. Discussions ran rampant,
for when before had anything like this occurred? Principal
topics of discussion were the ISA, the new Thrilling Won-
der Stories and its effect on the SFL, fan magazines (the
fanmag era was just beginning), Hugo Gernsback, Charles
D. Hornig, F. Orlin Tremaine (Astounding’s editor), H. P.
Lovecraft (who had recently been visited by Wollheim),
and so on.

The small group then went to Milt Rothman’s home,
where an official meeting was held. Donald A. Wollheim
made a motion that the meeting be designated as The First
Science Fiction Convention, and so it was. It was further
decided that this would be just the beginning. The World’s
Fair was going to be held in NYC in 1939 and it was agreed
that a “World” Convention would be held in conjunction
withit. Of course, the World’s Fair wouldn’tknow anything
about it. Then, at the instigation of Wollheim, the group
went one step farther. In order to start the World Convention
machinery moving, a small conference would be scheduled
for NYC in February, 1937. Late in the afternoon, the NYC
group wended its way back to the train station, and the
Philly group sataround and talked of the wonders of the day,
never realizing what they had wrought and how important
in the history of science fiction this day would become.
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management. The Futurian Society was a science fiction group
based in Brooklyn of admittedly leftist political persuasion. The
Futurians were excluded from the Nycon not only because of their
political position, but because of personality differences between
them and the Nycon officers, and because the latter wanted to
avoid being disturbed by political speeches. Interestingly, of the
six who came to Philadelphia in 1936, three of them (Donald
Wollheim, Frederik Pohl, and John Michel) were leaders of the
Futurians. I had become friendly with the Futurians during the
past three years but was not officially a member, and so could
attend the convention. My self-appointed task, therefore, was to
act as go-between—shuttling back and forth between Nycon and
the Futurians, who were holding their own convention in a
cafeteria down the street.

The outrage that I felt about the affair has never ceased. After
all, it was the summer of 1939. Events taking place in Europe
seemed to be more important than the fantasies of science fiction
and I could not understand a convention that ignored them. As it
turned out, the last laugh was had by the Excluded, for among their
number were a few who became our most esteemed professionals.
At any rate, within a few months we had other things to think
about. My first story was published in the August, 1939, Astound-
ing Science Fiction, and in September the Germans invaded
Poland. It was a momentous year.

1939—Nycon
Reminiscences by John Baltadonis

There are times when I find myself standing at a desk wonder-
ing why it was I went there...astamp...aletter to answer...aphoto
to identify...sometimes it helps to backtrack. I'm sure there are
some of you who have similar experiences. So, when I was asked
to share my memories of the first World Science Fiction Conven-
tion, I shuddered at the prospect of wracking (and maybe ruining)
what was left of my brain cells in a mighty effort that was certain
to produce a feeble product.

I don’t remember how I got to the convention. I think it was by
train ($4.11 for a round trip from Philadelphia!), and I’m not sure
if I stayed with Richard Wilson (whichThad done acouple of other
times) or with relatives in Brooklyn. But I do remember that the
wonderful New York subway system (for 5¢ you could go
anywhere in all the boroughs) was not only important for getting
around but also provided the ambiance for many happy hours of
science fiction conversations and fan gossip.

The things I remember most about the convention itself were
the troubles with the Futurians (who questioned the legitimacy of
the Convention), the chairmanship of the convention by my good
friend Sam Moskowitz, the presence of so many professionals in
the science fiction field (writers, artists and editors), meeting
fellow science fiction fans (some for the first time) and the number
one science fiction fan, Forrest J Ackerman, and meeting one of
my SF idols, Frank R. Paul.

Bob Madle, Jack Agnew, and I ate with Frank Paul, and during
the table conversation we impressed Mr. Paul with how much we
admired his artwork. In response to our request for one of his
original covers for Wonder Stories, Mr. Paul magnanimously
wrote a letter to Hugo Gernsback directing Mr. Gernsback to give
each of us one of the covers he had done. We made a point to visit
the editorial offices of Wonder Stories. When we did, Gemsback
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read the letter and said that he did have many of Paul’s original
covers; however, they were the property of the magazine’s pub-
lisher and he, as editor, did not feel free to give them away. He
excused himself for a few minutes. On his return he said that the
management said we could have any of the covers we wanted, at
the nominal price of five dollars each. Although the price was very
reasonable, it was beyond our means.

As aconvention, it was everything an SF fan could wish for. If
I’d known that it was going to be so historic, I'd have taken notes!

1939—Nycon
A Reminiscence by Dave Kyle

Others are writing certain recollections of that July 1939
weekend—for me there’s one overshadowing event. The Act!
The infamous Act! Who remembers it first hand? Fishing through
my memories of Nycon (the original) seems for me like an
adventure in another dimension of time and space. The year 1939
is a long time ago. Did it really happen and was I there? Me?
Present with 200 others at the creation of the universe of sf fandom
Worldcons? Gosh, wow, it’s a fact, from a half century ago!

The highlights are obvious: the inimitable Frank R. Paul, our
first guest of honor, and all those other professional heroes of
mine, the youthful attendees gathering from near and far, the
artifacts of artwork and manuscripts, the fannish organizers—
and, who can ever forget?, the Great Exclusion Act. This was the
year that the teen-ager Ray Bradbury borrowed the bus fare from
fellow Californian Forry Ackerman and came east with a mess of
unpublished manuscripts. And as for Forry, he wore a fancy

} SCIENTIFICTIONISTS
1 Hyman Tiger
Morajo
Thos S Gardner

Julius Unger
Wm. S Syhke
mes VT

Curry

John Giunta
Jack Agnew
Robert A. Madl
Thomas Watson
Langley Searles
¢ Briknar

Ray Douglas Bradbury
t J. Ackerman

Sam Moskowits
Walter E. Marconette

Maybelle Anshutz C. L. Barrett. M. D
Weaver Wright John Wasso Jr
Dr Acula Sparks Stringer
Jack Erman Ed Barrera
Carlyle J. Bassette (per FIA) Emil Petaja
Mrs. Allis Kerlay Tom Shields
Fojhak Ford DeMenschen
Mirta Forsto Clyde I McAter
Claire Voyant Robt. A. Heinlein
Walter Sullivan Don Green © Eddic |ichtiy
Nancy Featherstone I rances Fairchild
Joo W. Skidmore (per FJA) Robr. Cridland
Thomas Hinmon Alden Ackerman
Mrs. Charles Sykora Wilbert Stimson
Rose Albert Harry Wilson
illie Taurasi Berta Burnill
l.aVerne Wade
s Irving Smith
Gertrude Kuslan Jim Mooney
Ted Dikty I'rudy Sweet
Willard Dewey Irving Newman
Hoy Ping Pong Wanda Test
Bob Tuck Herman Doepke
George § Tillie Clair Helding
Flossie Hardart Harold Clark
Jan Rader S. I. Balboa
Multicolor Joe Roger Starr
Carmen Mares A. Ross Kuntz
Al Wenger Ray Harryhausen
Mrs. Lucie B. Shepherd Leone C. Dodson
Chas. Henderson Edw. Anderson
Louise Hamell Leonard Adland
Mrs. Geo. H. Wyman Karl Forst
Wm. Schillings Robt. L. Cumnock
Jole Barr Dan McPhail
Russ Hodgkins Franc A. Landee
Walt Daugherty

1939—Nycon I, Program Book attendance list

costume similar to that of H.G. Wells’ future world leader Cabal
(no, he didn’t wear it cross country). That first day marked the
successful non-regional beginning of cons for sf fans and pros. It
started the traditional “art & artifacts” auction to finance such
affairs—and what remarkable items were available for such little
money—such a pity most of us were so poor! And there was a
banquet, now long gone because of size. That banquet cost a
dollar, but less than three dozen fans and pros could afford it. The
second day had less than half of the first day’s attendance. Why?
Well, the second day stressed science and science hobbyists, but
most important, the Futurians were having their own “free con-
vention” “for all of fandom.” My greatest regret to this day is that
the marvelous speech of Frank R. Paul was not heard by every true
fan. The title was “Science Fiction, the Spirit of Youth.” He
convinced me that he was one of us, a genuine enthusiast, a true
believer. And his reference to this “meeting” of “rebellious,
adventurous young minds” eager to discuss freely subjects unlim-
ited made me think of This Day of The Act. Had he, too, at that
moment been thinking of The Act?

It’s The Act which I remember most vividly, probably because
I was so responsible. Looking back, it seems utterly bizarre.
Behind The Act was the stormy, passionate spirit of early fandom,
a reflection of our times of Depression, Controversy, a world at
war, and that new thing called “science fiction.” We “fans”
bickered and bungled. No wonder there came that overly seri-
ous—and juvenile—fiasco of The Act. Remember. Two NY
metropolitan groups were in conflict, with adherents around the
country. “New Fandom” ran the con machinery while “The
Futurians” were out in the cold. Six prominent science fiction
fans, “Futurians,” were barred from attending that first sf
Worldcon in NYC. They were Frederik Pohl, Donald A. Woll-
heim, Robert W. Lowndes, Cyril Kornbluth, John B. Michel, and
Jack Gillespie. Fandom at the time argued about the merits and
tended to dismiss the event as some more crazy foolishness by
“those New Yorkers.” Today, most fans are only mildly curious
about that quaint bit of fannish history.

By 1939, fandom was hardly a decade old. “Readers” had
become “fans” and the activists were young, very young. Teen-
agers were the troops and boys in their twenties were the “mature”
leaders. In this cauldron of the 1930s, many young sf idealists
decided that science fiction not only dreamed of brave new
worlds, but offered reality. Fans, therefore, should become activ-
ists as well as dreamers. That was why conventions were created.
And that was the backdrop for the clash between the Futurians and
the New Fandom people. One or the other would shape fandom for
the future. That was what bubbled and burned and swirled and
festered behind the scene at that very first Worldcon. The adoles-
centbehavior by all parties, myself included, was understandable,
if not commendable. We took ourselves seriously, too seriously.
Fortunately, the “professionals” at the time didn’t play our games.

I, forbetter or for worse, was the trigger for the banning of those
six fans. I published the infamous “yellow pamphlet” which
provoked the incident. My Futurian friends didn’tknow about my
handout, but they were blamed, thus “planning to disrupt” the
gathering. Itreflects the times in so many ways, both fannishly and
internationally.

The four-page pamphlet, with a cover that read “IMPOR-
TANT! Read This Immediately! A WARNING!”, was dated
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July 2, 1939. 1 had printed several hundred of them, a bright
yellow sheet folded in quarters, and cached them behind a hot
water radiator for distribution at the crucial moment. And the
message? It was “Beware of dictatorship—" I had written that the
convention committee might “coerce or bully” con-goers into
taking intemperate actions. I said, “Make this a democratic
convention! Be careful. Demand discussion! Hear the other side!
We believe that free speech, co-operation, and democratic acts
and thoughts must be granted to science fiction fandom.” Sound
pretty innocent? Well, that was the way the villain Communists
would present things, too, in those days. And that really was the
basis for the paranoia exhibited, that the radical elements of
fandom would disrupt the convention by politicizing it. Sound
crazy? Not to those running the convention. So, the sudden
appearance of the first pamphlet on Saturday morning alerted the
three leaders. A search discovered the batch of “Warnings” under
the radiator. Wollheim, the Futurian spokesman, denied any
knowledge, but was disbelieved. I kept my mouth shut. That’s
why I was allowed into the meeting. I did try to speak up about the
banning, but the agenda was well fixed in place, all of which,
perhaps, was due to my yellow pamphlet’s self-fulfilling proph-
ecy.

I did end my warning, however, with these words: “Despite
anyone, or anything, the 1939 World’s Science Fiction Conven-
tion is bound to be a success! And should the Convention Com-
mittee decide that democratic methods are best we will be the first
to admit that they deserve full credit and praise for this gathering
for the three days. MAY SCIENCE FICTION PROSPER!” —
And I must say, prosper it has!

1939—Nycon

from the diary of Charles D. Hornig

JUNE 30: This morning, I tried to meet Forry (Ackerman) and
Morojo at Newark, but I got on an earlier section of their train
and arrived in Penn Station first. There I met Ray (Bradbury)
and the Wollheim gang. Ateleven, I was on the platform as the
train arrived—greeted Myrtle with a kiss and Forry with adash
of Esperanto.

JULY 2: At nine this morning, I called at the Sloane House for
Ray, and we went over to the Convention Hall, staying there
until after ten—at the greatest science-fiction convention of all
time, with a gathering of over 200. We saw the movie
Metropolis.1 was called on to give a speech, and I talked on the
types of people who read science fiction. Among those present
were John W. Campbell, Jr., Mort Weisinger, Julius Schwartz,
Leo Margulies, Ray Cummings, Otis Adelbert Kline, Jack
Darrow, Bill Dellenbeck, Dale Hart, David A. Kyle, Nelson S.
Bond, Manly Wade Wellman, Conrad H. Ruppert, James V.
Taurasi, William S. Sykora, Sam Moskowitz, Frank R. Paul—
others too numerous to mention. There were speeches and a big
auction. The Convention was a financial success and everyone
enjoyed themselves. It was one great big jovial bunch, an
experience that speaks well for science fiction.

JULY 3: Iattended the Science Fiction Banquet at the Wyndham
Hotel, in honor of Frank R. Paul. There were about 35 there,
and a bunch of us gave speeches. This certainly has been a day
to be remembered.

JULY 4: WenttoFlushing (with Ray Bradbury) to see the Science
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i unwelcome. So, come on and get to
i gether, science fiction fans readers,
‘ artists, authors. editors and make
t this the best bhang-up convention ever
! held
‘ And we want to take this oppor
tunity. too. to give our heartfelt
thanks to the publishers, editors,
authors, artists. and readers of science
fiction. w thout whose advertising and
‘ contributions this program and this
| convention could not have been made
a reality
‘ We want everyone to have an
enjovable three days. and when the
‘ time comes to say “Farewell” we
| hope vou will all look forward to «

bigger and better convention in times

to come.

1939—Nycon I, Greeting

Fiction Ball Game (Queens 23, Visitors 11). In the evening a
bunch of us went to Coney Island to spend a few hectic hours
eating junk and being thrown around on amusement contraptions.

1939—Nycon

Fandom Before Glasnost by Sam Moskowitz

The Caravan Hall, New York City. July 2, 3, 4, 1939. Guest of
Honor: Frank R. Paul. Chairman: Sam Moskowitz.

The concept of holding a World Science Fiction Convention
resulted from the fact that a World’s Fair had been announced for
New York City in 1939. The International Scientific Association,
headquartered in New York, a science hobbyist/science fiction
group, many of whose members were fantasy fans had sponsored
a one-day convention in Astoria, New York, for Sunday after-
noon, February 21, 1937. No official account of the event was ever
written but roughly 40 were in attendance, including profession-
als, and during the day a motion was presented that The Interna-
tional Scientific Association sponsor a world science fiction
convention to coincide with the 1939 World’s Fair. The motion
was passed and a committee was chosen to plan the event, with
Donald A. Wollheim as chairman, to be aided by Willis Conover,
Jr., an editor of The Science-Fantasy Correspondent, at that
moment in time the leading fan magazine; John J. Weir, publisher
of a fantasy-oriented fan magazine, Fantasmagoria; and Robert
A. Madle, a leading Philadelphia fan involved in the publication
of Fantasy Fiction Telegram.

There was an internal schism within the ISA and its president,
William S. Sykora, resigned. Donald Wollheim then arranged to
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disband the organization and with it the plans for a world conven-
tion, since the event no longer had a sponsor; no correspondence,
meeting, or report was ever conducted or issued by the committee.
Within a year, both Willis Conover and John J. Weir, two of the
original committee members, had dropped from activity in sci-
ence fiction.

Stepping into the vacuum, Sam Moskowitz and Will Sykora
arranged The First National Science Fiction Convention in
Newark, N.J., on May 29, 1938, to test the feasibility of a world
science fiction convention. With an attendance of 125, including
numerous professional editors, authors, and artists, the affair was
so successful that a motion was made that its sponsors present a
world convention in 1939. This was passed by an overwhelming
majority of the attendees and a committee appointed. Donald A.
Wollheim, head of the old committee, had in the previous year
formed The Committee for the Political Advancement of Science
Fiction (CPASF), whose purpose, he announced in the British fan
magazine Novae Terrae (January, 1938), was the advancement of
international communism; he felt that the science fiction fan
movement would be a useful means to help accomplish this.
Outraged that he was not appointed to the new convention
committee, he declared that the appointments were undemocratic.

In April, 1939, Fred Pohl, a member of the CPASF, organized
The Futurian League, to splinter New Fandom supporters and
weaken the convention organization. This was the offical organi-
zation of The Futurians, a new name for the CPASF. Two
weeklies of the group, The Science Fiction Newsletter published
by Richard Wilson and Le Vombiteur published by Robert
Lowndes, published continuous attacks on New Fandom, and

Sculptors
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The Franklin Mint is currently looking for Freelance
Miniature Sculptors that sculpt in a 1"-2" scale who
can create very realistic figures (human and animal)
with dynamic action.
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If you desire an association with a company that
attracts creative people who are the very best at
what they do, please forward your resume and slides
and/or photos (no original art, please) to:

Ms. Louise Ternay, Director of Artist Relations,
The Franklin Mint, Franklin Center, PA 19091.

EQUAL OPPORTUNITY EMPLOYER.
THE FRANKLIN MINT

Wollheim launched a powerful attack against any support of the
convention in the May, 1939 issue of The Science Fiction Fan.

On the opening day of the convention The Futurians were
passing a booklet titled A Warning to everyone who entered the
hall, stating that it was being run by “ruthless scoundrels” in
league with the professional magazines (substitute “capitalists”).

The Futurians then made several attempts to physically crash
through the guards and into the convention and these were foiled.
Police were called as a result. Moskowitz then found six sets of
Marxist literature—hundreds of copies—ready for distribution
under a radiator.

He offered to let any Futurian in who would promise not to
cause problems for the convention. Richard Wilson, David A.
Kyle, Leslie Perri, Isaac Asimov, and Jack Robinson were among
those admitted under this promise (admission was free). Donald
A. Wollheim, Frederik Pohl, Robert W. Lowndes, Cyril Korn-
bluth, and Jack Gillespie would not give any such promise and
were not permitted in.

A counter convention by The Futurians was organized and
circulars distributed to attendees of the convention on July 3,
1939, and held on July 4, 1939, the last day of the convention, in
Brooklyn, N.Y.

Many of the ideas employed at the New York Convention
became permanent additions to later ones. The idea of more than
one day of programming originated here. So did the banquet (now
being eliminated because no hotel can handle one that big). The
auction had started before (at The First National Science Fiction
Convention), but it extended over two days at the World Conven-
tion and never has been absent from one since. For decades it was
the primary source of income for the convention. No official hotel
was declared for that first convention. Out-of-town attendees
were guests at the homes of local fans. Few could afford a hotel
room. Since 90% of the fan attendees were male, there was no
masquerade ball. Instead there was a softball game, since most of
the attendees were in their late teens. There was no art show, but
there was plenty of cheap art at the auction, no black-and-whites
selling for over $2.00 and those that high were Virgil Finlays.
There was no admission charge, since the idea was to popularize
science fiction. Sandwiches were free and later so were pies. Soda
was five cents a bottle. The banquet was $1.00 per person and out
of roughly 200 attendees only 32 (including the Guest of Honor,
Frank R. Paul) felt they could afford it.

The total cost of the three-day convention—everything, in-
cluding cost of printing the program, circularization, hall rental,
banquet, speakers fee, and movie rentals—was $269.94. Though
no admission was charged, the convention made a profit of
$36.06. The convention was accused of questionable finances
because Mario Racic, Jr., a committee member, spent $10.00 on
transportation over a period of one year! The greatestexpense was
the program booklet, which cost $70.56, including two-color
printing and gold leaf covers, but it brought in $163.00 in adver-
tisements. The reason it did was because Julius Schwartz was a
friend of Conrad H. Ruppert who printed the book. Moskowitz
had balked at the price and Schwartz said he would guarantee to
personally sell enough ads to cover the complete cost of the
program if the job were given to Ruppert. Of the 30 women in
attendance only about 7 were interested in science fiction, the
others were wives, sisters, and friends.
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1940—Chicon I, Chicago
by Forrest J Ackerman

I nicknamed it the Chicon.

We used to say that every Worldcon “killed” one fan. I
remember at the opening of this one that co-chairman Mark
Reinsberg got up to welcome us, the blood drained from his face,
he went white, and co-chairman Erle Korshak had to step in and
take over.

When I was called on to make a speech, I was still terrified by
the sound of my own voice and covered my confusion by saying,
“My address will be very short: 236-'/, N. New Hampshire,
Hollywood, California.”

At the banquet table I can still see “Doc” Smith 49 years later
(he waskind of science fiction’s answer to Will Rogers) rising and
starting his remarks by saying, “An after-dinner speech should be
like a woman’s dress: short enough to be interesting, long enough
to cover the subject.” One of Doc’s two daughters, the blonde
bombshell (the other the redhead), had us all in stitches when she
was describing how her dad’s famous Lensman, Kimball Kinni-
son, first had an arm blown off, then a leg, then another arm, then
another leg—*“finally he had nothing left but his...personality.”

Morojo (the leading femfan of the time) and I appeared at the
costume affair in our original futuristicostumes and this time did
a little skit together, doing dialog from HGWells’ film Things to
Come.

There were heroic efforts made to getto the Worldcons in those
days. Dave Kyle and Dick Wilson traveled with other fans from
New York in an automobile that had 30 flat tires en route! But the

CHICAGD « 1940

1940—Chicon I, Chicago

all-time fabulous hair-raising accomplishment was thatof Olon F.
Wiggins, editor of Science Fiction Fan, who rode the rails all the
way from Denver! And thatisn’t the half of it. Olon had expected
he would be able to lie flat on some supporting beam under the
train but found instead he had to cling to some upper support the
entire trip to Chicago! In other words, if he had fallen asleep or
relaxed his grip, he would have fallen to the ground and been
killed!

Ray Palmer, then editor of Amazing Stories, made the con
memorable by his contribution of artwork for the auction. It was
a time of incredible bargains with a plethora of black and white
illustrations and covers to bid on. It seems to me top dollar paid for
a cover was $10. I believe I came away with 2 or 3 Pauls. I may
be manufacturing a memory but it seems to me Finlays and Boks
and Magarians and Krupas and Fuquas were going for $5 down to
two-and-a-half, and the auction was lasting so long and the
material to be sold was still so mountainous that finally the
auctioneer (Korshak?) gave up in despair and threw a whole
armload of illustrations into the air for the fans to grab for free!
(Before that I think he sold some of the art for a penny and then
offered to pay fans to take it away! Ah, as Single-O said in the
scientifilm Just Imagine: “Give me the Good Old Days!”)

After the costume “ball” I had a quixotic notion. Here was a
group of dramatically visual individuals—Doc Smith as Cather-
ine Moore’s flamboyant spaceman Northwest Smith, Dave Kyle
as Ming the Merciless, Morojo as Miss Futura, her cousin Pogo
(femfan) in a princess-like costume, myself as “Paul” Cabal, and
assorted vampires, robots, etc.—and I thought, why waste the
opportunity to garner some publicity for the convention and
science fiction in general, so I gathered the gang together and we
paraded thru the lamplit streets of Chicago to a newspaper office
4 or 5 blocks away. I acted as spokesman and explained to the
night editor with tongue-in-check that we were time travelers
from the future, and since we had noticed in the next day’s
newspaper there was a photo of us and an interview, we had
obligingly got in our time machines and come back to tonight so
that our pictures could be taken and we could tell our story. I really
ought to stop the anecdote right here because the end was anticli-
mactic: our picture never appeared, our interview was never
published. So much for the lack of imagination of one of them
there mundanes...

1941—Denvention |, Denver
by Forrest J Ackerman

At the preceding year’s convention 3 fans from Denver had
bid, not imagining that they would win, and they were somewhat
at a loss when the Chicon fans accorded the honor to the Den-
vention. Yes, the Denvention, not the Dencon—and it was Donald
A. Wollheim who had the inspiration for the naming of the third
Worldcon.

Iremember Olon Wiggins coming to me and asking my advice
as to whom to invite to be the Denvention’s Guest of Honor. At
that time the potentials were plentiful: Edgar Rice Burroughs,
John W. Campbell, Aldous Huxley, Ray Cummings, Otis
Adelbert Kline, Jack Williamson, J. Allen St. John—the list was
endless. But I was in the enviable position of living about a year
in the future as far as the works of Robert A. Heinlein went—I was
frequently invited to his home and allowed to read his forthcom-
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ing masterpieces in manuscript form, and I felt that, given another
12 months under his belt, he would be the hottest sf author of the
year. My recommendation was taken and out of every Worldcon
I have attended in the past 50 years, I thought Heinlein’s Guest of
Honor speech was the most memorable. For the firstime a GOH
speech was taped (by Walter J. Daugherty) and later I transcribed
it, stenciled it, mimeographed it, collated it, stapled it, addressed
it, stamped it, and mailed copies for 10¢ apiece. A hundred copies
of the pamphlet were in green ink and a second edition of another
100in black. Several years ago a first edition (dealers are referring
toitas Heinlein’s first book, altho I don’t agree) sold at auction for
$1300—to a dealer!

Heinlein was practically the whole show. I think there were
less than a hundred of us there so we had him pretty much to
ourselves and he made himself very available. When somebody
tipped us to the fact that he would be celebrating his birthday
during the con, private donations to a birthday fund made it
possible to procure about 6 books his wife believed would be very
welcome to him. And indeed they were—he came near to tears of
happy emotion when the gift was given at the banquet.

At the Denvention, Damon Knight proposed a flag for FAPA
(the Fantasy Amateur Press Association) butinterest flagged after
the con and nothing came of it. Damon appeared at the masquer-
ade as John Starr, a character, I believe, from Jack Williamson’s
“Legion of Space.” Everyone was familiar with Eando Binder’s
automaton, Adam Link, and Heinlein got a good laugh as he
walked stiffly across the stage in civvies as Adam Stink, World’s
Most Lifelike Robot. I won a prize as the HunchbAckerman of
Notre Dame in a hideous latex mask created by pre-famous Ray
Harryhausen. Morojo represented a frog-woman from A.
Merritt’s “The Moon Pool.” Walt Daugherty wore the most
expensive costume to date, the “$1000 Spaceman.” (From the
aerospace industry he had created a plastic helmet from discarded
parts of the new and expensive substance.) E. Everett Evans was
A Bird Man from Rhea, having spent endless hours gluing
feathers on a costume.

There was an audible gasp as Heinlein (Mr. Cool Personified)
paused during his GOH speech (Iintroduced him as the American
Olaf Stapledon) to light a cigarette (!) and puff nonchalantly on it
while delivering his talk.

Comet, a short-lived sci-fi mag (5 issues), had offered a
substantial-for-its-time monetary prize for the fan who overcame
the most difficulties to get to the con. Disappointingly, the
publisher didn’t come thru with the bucks.

The infamous Claude “Cosmic Circle” Degler surfaced for the
first time and made some kind of incomprehensible speech during
the banquet.

Walt Daugherty inaugurated the first science fiction awards,
consisting of a nice little medal to be wom like an Army Good
Conduct Medal. My face flushed with embarrassment and, feeling
prickly heat thruout my body, I stepped up to the podium to accept
mine, I don’t remember what for, I guess as undisputed #1 Fan by
then. The late Julius Unger rightfully received an award as best
newszine publisher of the day. I believe Damon Knight and Olon
Wiggins also received awards—and the late artist Roy Hunt—but
don’t ask me to bet my collection on it...after all, 48 years—!
(Even Daugherty isn’t certain who got what for why.)

-
“WORLD
- SCIENCE
FIIETII]N

HOTEL SHIRLEY-SAVOY
DENVER, COLORADO

July 4,5 and 6, 1941

1941—Denvention I, Denver

1946—Pacificon I, Los Angeles
by Forrest J Ackerman

After a4-year wartime hiatus the Angelefios were gunghoto go
with the interrupted Pacificon (again my name) of 1942. I had
survived 3 years 5 months and 29 days of WW2 (altho my brother
got killed) and so my collection had not become the Fantasy
Foundation that had been envisioned if I had lost my life. I think
some people were disappointed.

So a clamor arose: why wait for the demise of Efjay the
Terrible, why not establish the Foundation at the Pacificon with
my collection as the, er, foundation? I thought we should offer
potential participants more than empty promises so I decided to
get busy and catalog my hardcover collection—all 1300 titles.
(Now, including paperbacks, about 40,000 volumes.) So I began
recording the names of the books on stencils. Then I thought, as
long as I'm at it I might as well record whether they are First
Editions or what. Include whether they had jackets. Why not be
more considerate for collectors, bibliophiles, would-be readers,
and give a helpful hint as to the contents: prehistoric, futuristic,
interplanetary, supernatural, sequel, Atlantean, whatnot. Pretty
soon I was burning the proverbial candle atboth ends and included
the middle as well when I decided to add a list of the magazines
of the year. I burned myself out, as we shall soon learn.

Bright and early the first day of the Con, I was practically the
first one in the hall. As a humorous note, I exhibited a copy of
Lovecraft’s The Outsider and Others with a steel chain around it
attached to a brick.

I lasted till 4 in the afternoon, at which time I collapsed with
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1946—Pacificon I, Los Angeles
cold chills and fever, shaking uncontrollably. I was in bed for 20
days with physical exhaustion. But not before I accomplished two
important things:

(1) I'put in the pitch for the Fantasy Foundation and all kinds
of fans and pros volunteered donations on the spot: a copy of the
Amatzing Stories Annual, acopy of the Fancyclopedia, an Arkham
House book....that sort of thing.

(2) I sowed the seeds for the TransAtlantic Fan Fund of the
1950s, withits precursor the Big Pond Fund which was instrumen-
tal in “importing” the first fan/pro from abroad, the late Edward
“Ted” Carnell of London, England.

The last thing I remember on the afternoon of the first day of
the first 4-day Worldcon was Bob Bloch’s opening remarks:

“I' made 3 sales before I left Milwaukee for this convention:

“My typewriter...

“My winter coat...

“And my automobile.”

So, as they say in Show Biz: Always leave them laughing.

1947—Philcon |, Philadelphia
by Milton A. Rothman

Only eight years elapsed between Nycon I and Philcon I,
arguably the most historic eight years in history. For World War
II occupied six of those years, climaxing in the discovery of
atomic energy and the first use of the atomic bomb. In 1946, after
four years in the American army, I had enrolled as a graduate
student at the University of Pennsylvania, majoring in physics,
intending to make reality out of science fiction.

At the same time the world in general was beginning to come
back to life. As chairman of the Philadelphia Science Fiction
Society, I took the train to Los Angeles to be at Pacificon I (in
1946) and to present Philadelphia’s bid for the 1947 convention.
There followed, in the words of Alexander M. Phillips, “long,
rather placid months of preparation, followed by a sudden, brief
frenzy of motion and sound. . .and then silence.” About 200 people
attended, the convention lasted three days, and the ratio of pros to
fans was very high. Among the pros were John W. Campbell

world SCIENC F}CTI

(GoH), L. Sprague de Camp, Theodore Stur-
geon, Lester del Rey, George O. Smith, Ed-
ward E. Smith, David H. Keller, Bob Tucker,
Ralph Milne Farley, Chandler Davis, William
Tenn, L. Jerome Stanton, and Sam Merwin.

John Campbell spoke on the coming era of
nuclear power. While he recognized problems
of radioactivity, his main worry was whether
the power industry would be willing to invest
$20,000,000 in the construction of a nuclear
reactor. Of course, in those days $20 million
was real money. (Speaking of money, the
profits of the convention were about $300.)

L. Sprague de Camp spoke on exposing
occultism and gave advice that is just as rele-
vant today as it was forty years ago: the only
person qualified to conduct a real investiga-
tion is a professional magician. James Randi is
still telling us that. Chan Davis conducted a
discussion on “Is Science catching up with
Science Fiction?” The more things change...

A feature rather unique to that convention was an evening of
fan entertainment. Chan Davis played piano compositions by
Chan Davis and Jim Blish, I played the Ritual Fire Dance (I was
still trying to get to Carnegie Hall in those days), George O. Smith
split a hair, Phil Klass (William Tenn) did a stand-up comic
routine, etc., etc.

The program in general was of a high intellectual level, with
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1947—Philcon I, Philadelphia
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“Thoroughly captlvatmg. - o

Don't miss it!”
Los Angeles Times

DIANA L. PAXSOR

“A lovely blend, like all her work, of legend and
realism...really terrific’ Marion Zimmer Bradley

“If you liked THE MISTS OF AVALON, you'll love
THE WHITE RAVEN...transports the reader to the
world of Celtic legend!” Janice M. Eisen, Aboriginal SF




much interest in the new sciences of nuclear energy and rocket
propulsion. The evening parties in the hotel rooms were lively
enough so that John Campbell thought he had a better time than
he’d thought possible. For us Philadelphians who were new to the
world of big-time conventions, it was an unforgettable experi-
ence.

Atleast it would have been unforgettable except for my brain,
whose little memory boxes tend to get locked up very easily.
Therefore I am indebted to Alexander M. Phillips for his written
record in the Philcon Memory Book, published by the National
Fantasy Fan Federation. It unlocked a lot of those memory boxes.

1948—Torcon |, Toronto
by Lloyd Arthur Eshbach

With the passing years the World SF Conventions began to
follow a pattern, including greater attention to programming and,
inevitably, to partying. The latter at night, of course. The Toronto
fan club which sponsored Torcon I quite successfully planned and
conducted the affair, but it was a quiet convention. With only
about two hundred attending, the hotel management frowned on
aminority disturbing the other guests. Philcon I had been boister-
ous; not so Toronto.

But one somewhat unusual phase of convention planning
began at Torcon I—*“the smoke-filled room.” With the present
orderly method for the selection of world convention sites,
today’s fans may be surprised to learn about the wheeling and
dealing that went on behind the scenes in earlier days. It started at
the Torcon. I was there and observed it.

TORCON

SCIENCE  FICTION
CONVENTION

~

| TORONTO ONTARIO CANADA
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1948—Torcon I, Toronto

Will Sykora, who had been one of the leaders in putting on the
1939 World Con, came to Toronto determined to have New York
named for the 1949 convention. The feuding behind the first
Worldcon still lingered in many memories; New York fandom
was divided into opposing factions; and many fans felt that since
Philadelphia, an East Coast city, had had it in 1947 it should go to
another part of the country. Smoke-filled rooms became the order
of the day. Influential fans tried to talk Sykora out of his bid, but
he was adamant. Since there was no other substantial bid in view,
it looked as though New York would be selected by default.

At this point Jim Williams of Prime Press, one of the small-
press book publishers of the day, swung into action. The so-called
“smoke-filled rooms” came into being. One of these included Dr.
C.L. Barrett, leading collector and fan from Bellefontaine, Ohio;
and Don Ford of Cincinnati. Some fast phone calls were made to
Cincy—and a Cincinnati bid was made for 1949. In the voting
New York lost and Cincinnati won.

Had this not happened, there is no likelihood that I would ever
have been made a pro Guest of Honor at a Worldcon. But that’s
part of the Cinvention story.

One bit of trivia stands outin my memory of Torcon [—an item
sold at the fan auction. These auctions were highly important for
each convention in the early days. Donated artwork and manu-
script were sold to help defray the expenses of putting on the con.

At the Torcon a particularly beautiful Virgil Finlay cover
original from Fantastic Novels was offered and two men wanted
it. One was Harry Moore (who later chaired Nolacon I) and the
other a fan whose name I’ve forgotten. In a day when cover
originals usually went for $50 or $75, this painting brought $300
into the convention coffers. It was probably the most dramatic
moment in the entire convention. Neither bidder wanted to pay
that much, but neither wanted to admit defeat. Moore finally
bowed out, making a quict comment to me, “Well—I gave him a
good run for his money!” Southern pride had kept him going far
beyond what he really wanted to pay.

Earlier mention of Prime Press brings to mind a promotional
gimmick Ozzie Train and Jim Williams produced for Torcon I.
This was abooklet called “It” by Theodore Sturgeon, a short story
reprinted from the Sturgeon collection Without Sorcery, their
newestrelease. A limited number of these were either given away
or sold, the latter, probably, for a nominal sum, 50¢ as I recall it.
Recently I saw this booklet listed in a rare book dealer’s catalog
for a fantastic price. Of such are rare collectors’ items made.

And it happened in Toronto, 1948.

1949—Cinvention, Cincinnati
by Lloyd Arthur Eshbach

For obvious reasons, the World SF Convention held in Cincin-
nati in 1949 stands out more clearly in my memory than any other
of the older cons, since I was Writer Guest of Honor. When Don
Ford wrote telling me the convention committee wanted me to
accept the honor, I told him I thought they were crazy. There were
alot of famous people out there far more deserving than I. I didn’t
refuse, but I gave them time to reconsider. Don’s reply: “As they
say in the Army, you’re in like Flynn. You deserve to be Guest of
Honor.”

I was certain then and still think I was chosen more for my
accomplishments as Fantasy Press, publisher, than as Lloyd
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Arthur Eshbach, writer, and said so in my speech. Fittingly, my
three partners in the publishing venture as well as our wives made
the trip to Cincinnati, though they spent little time in fannish
activities. As the only fan among us I spent all my time con-
ventioneering.

Of the one hundred ninety people who attended, ten percent
were professionals, among them (in alphabetical order) Poul
Anderson, Hannes Bok, Arthur J. Burks, Lester del Rey, Vince
Hamlin (creator of the famous cartoon character Alley Oop),
Dave Kyle, Fritz Leiber, Judy Merril, Sam Moskowitz, Ray
Palmer, Frank M. Robinson, E. E. “Doc” Smith, Wilson “Bob”
Tucker, and Jack Williamson. There were several others includ-
ing, as I remember it, Edmond Hamilton, though his name does
not appear on the official list.

E.J. Carnell, brought over from England, was the Fan Guest of
Honor, though he had just turned pro, having launched the second
British science fiction magazine, New Worlds. Tales of Wonder
had preceded it by almost a decade. Ted, to everyone who knew
him, was a major force in British science fiction until his death in
1972.

The Cinvention was most noteworthy for the publicity it
gained, both local and national. Dave Kyle was responsible. Two
friends of Dave’s, Dick Wilson and Cyril Kornbluth, both SF
writers, were then heading Transradio Press in Chicago and New
York, and each evening Dave phoned them reports of the day’s
happenings, with said reports going out over the Teletypes to the
radio stations of the nation. And it worked, relatives of fans telling
of reports on local broadcasts in all parts of the country.

But an even more innovative publicity ploy came out of the
Cinvention, also arranged by Kyle. This was the appearance of a
discussion panel on TV station WLW, Cincinnati. Dave made all
the arrangements—but when it came to the actual program he
received quite a surprise. He has assumed the interview would be
conducted by station personnel, but he was wrong. After the
announcer made preliminary references to the Seventh World
Science Fiction Convention, he said:

“So, at this time I’d like to introduce to you a gentleman who
knows much more about science fiction than you or I, I’'m sure—
of the Gnome Press, formerly connected with radio stations in
New York State, Mr. David Kyle.” And with that he vanished into
the woodwork, leaving the startled and unprepared Dave to
moderate the interview. And Dave did an excellent job. He had the
help of the following writers and fans, listed in the order of their
appearance:

Fritz Leiber, Jr., E. Everett Evans, E. E. “Doc” Smith, Jack
Williamson, Hannes Bok, John Grossman, Forrest J Ackerman,
Ted Carnell, Bob Tucker, Melvin Korshak, Lloyd A. Eshbach,
James A. Williams, and Dr. C.L. Barrett. Judy Merril was on the
panel, 100, but time ran out before Dave got around to her. (All of
this half-hour discussion is recorded in my book of reminiscences,
Over My Shoulder, Reflections on a Science Fiction Era, from
which many of my comments on past Worldcons have been
adapted.)

There was nothing remarkable about our TV appearance.
Certainly our comments were hardly brilliant—but since there
was no preparation by anyone, I think we did quite well. Certainly
we did not disgrace ourselves or science fiction. And it was an
important first.

OFFICIAL SOUVENIR PROGRAM OF THE

THE 7th WORLD
SCIENCE FICTION CONVENTION

SEPTEMBER 3 . 4 . 5 .. 1949

HOTEL METROPOLE CINCINNATI, OHIO

1949—Cinvention, Cincinnati

The convention itself was one of the last of the smaller and less
formal fan gatherings. By comparison with today’s mammoth
affairs with 7,000 and more in attendance, it was simply a more
sophisticated version of local SF weekends. It was unhurried, with
none of the hectic pace of the later conventions. There were the
usual speeches, Lester del Rey discussing “Sex and Science
Fiction,” Jack Williamson speaking about “Science and Science
Fiction,” my subject, mostly extemporaneous, “Science Fiction
Comes of Age,” and untitled talks by Ted Carnell, Doc Smith, and
Arthur J. Burks. Hamlin also spoke about “Alley Oop.”

But on the whole the weekend was one long gabfest among
people with the same interests. Just plain fun.

1950—NORWESCON, Portland
by Forrest J Ackerman

Donald Day, now dead, was the chairman, a fan to whom all
fandom and prodom are indebted for his pioneering volume of the
index to science fiction magazines from inception to 1950.

Guest of Honor was legendary gentleman editor Anthony
Boucher.

250 of us were thrilled, 21 years after Fritz Lang rocketed us the
the movie Moon in 1929, to reach Destination Moon in techni-
color via the imaginations of Robert Heinlein, Chesley Bonestell,
and George Pal. A memorable preview.

L. Ron Hubbard’s revolutionary “Dianetics” had broken big in
the mundane world and was a hot topic pro and con in the sf world.
I honestly don’t recall if there was anything negative said about
Hubbard’s discovery, but I do know I shared a lecture with
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1950—NORWESCON, Portland

Theodore Sturgeon on what positive experiences I had had with
it at the time.

I'believe it was at this convention that the feisty Freckle Face
of Fandom first appeared, the girl destined to save Star Trek, Betty
Jo Wells, if memory serves me, in Navy uniform, for many years
now known as Bjo Trimble.

Rick Sneary, Erle Korshak, Bob Tucker, E. Everett (Big Heart
Award) Evans, editors Howard Brown and the late Beatrice “Bea”
Mahaffey, were among the names present that are still recogniz-
able today.

Ted Sturgeon was emcee at the costume ball.

A small but very pleasant con.

1951—Nolacon |, New Orleans
Nolacon I: A Torrid Affair by Sam Moskowitz

- The Nolacon, New Orleans, September 1, 2, 3, 1951 at The St.
Charles Hotel. Chairman: Harry Moore. Guest of Honor: Fritz
Leiber.

I flew down Saturday, September 1, 1951. The interesting
thing was that the roundtrip fare was $250.00 by plane, and when
I'flew to the Nolacon II in 1988 the roundtrip fare (from Newark,
N.J.) was $199.00! The plane made a stop at Washington, D.C.,
and Russell K. Long, son of Kingfish Huey Long, got on and sat
down next to me. He was then the junior senator from Louisiana,
very young, very friendly, and very likeable. I was then, as I am
now, an international authority on food distribution and he was on
a committee investigating food distribution and he asked ques-
tions and took notes like mad, sounding me out as to whether I

might be willing to give testimony before his committee.

The combination of heat and humidity in New Orleans tran-
scended belief. I had a great heat tolerance, but I had never
experienced anything like this before. The singles in the St.
Charles Hotel were four dollars a night and mine had a two-bladed
fan slowly revolving in the ceiling. New Orleans had just discov-
ered air conditioning and those rooms where it was installed or just
in the process of installation went for six dollars. It was humanly
impossible to sleep. Therefore, Bea Mahaffey (editor of Other
Worlds for Raymond Palmer), Wilson Tucker, Ned McKeown,
Marty Greenberg, Erle Korshak, Dave Kyle, Lloyd A. Eshbach,
and others of the pros and semi-pros organized an all-night poker
game.

Outside the hotel, just breathing was like jamming one’s head
in the oven and turning the heat all the way up. At4:00 am1 bought
an iced mug of root beer from a pushcart vendor. Between the time
I'paid him (five cents) and raised the mug to my lips, the ice had
melted and the beverage was lukewarm.

The attendance was light. It was claimed that 144 registered
that first day but I never saw more than 40 or 50 people at any
session at one time. Guest of Honor Fritz Leiber delivered his
feature address “The Jet-Propelled Apocalypse,” which optimis-
tically predicted a bright future for mankind as contrasted with the
pessimistic atomic disaster stories that were being published
(including several by Leiber himself). The complete talk, as was
the entire convention, was taped by Franklin M. Deitz, who
transcribed and published it in Luna #3, 1963.

I gave afeature address titled “Fan and the Universe” in which
Tidentified avid science fiction fans from Lucian before the birth
of Christ up to the period before science fiction magazines. This
was serialized with some amplification in Redd Boggs’ Skyhook,
Autumn and Winter 1953/54.

E. Everett Evans elaborated on fandom by giving examples of
the many fans who had gone on to become authors, editors, artists,
publishers (350 of them). It appeared in Luna #1, 1962.

A real donnybrook developed, kindled by those who did not
want to permit a scheduled session on Dianetics to be held. It
finally went on, retaining 27 people.

At 12:00 pm the big convention coup took place, the premiere
showing of 20th Century Fox’s The Day the Earth Stood Still,
based on Harry Bates’ outstanding novella from Astounding
Science-Fiction, “Farewell to the Master.” The Saenger Theatre
was within walking distance and being air-cooled was preferable
to the hotel (air-cooling has giant fans blowing air over blocks of
ice and circulating it throughout the theatre. This method is
employed on some passenger trains to this day). The late showing
was due to scheduling the event after the theatre had closed for
normal business. All expenses were paid by the movie producers.

A second coup, also arranged by Dave Kyle, was the world
premiere of When Worlds Collide, based on Philip Wylie and
Edwin Balmer’s novel of the same name. This had to be shown on
arented, small projector, and frequent stops to change reels, as
well as poor sound and projection, greatly impaired its presenta-
tion.

The banquet was $2.50 a head with Robert Bloch master of
ceremonies. He had prepared an acridly satirical report on the
unfair and unfavorable reports newspapers had given of past
conventions. He intended to hand this as a general release to New
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1951—Nolacon I, New Orleans

Orleans papers. The leading paper the Times-Picayune had a full
time reporter, with a write up every day of the convention, before
and after, and all favorable. The other two papers also did a fine
reporting job. The release was never passed out.

There were six bids for the next world convention—Chicago,
San Francisco, Niagara Falls, New York, Atlanta, and Detroit—
and the competition was especially keen since the attendance was
small. It finally, through vote, became a contest between the top
two, Chicago and Atlanta. Chicago won, setting the stage for the
first convention with an attendance over 1,000, in part due to a
little dynamo of a woman, Judy May, who was engaged to marry
Thaddeus Dikty, partner with Erle Korshak in the specialty
science fiction publishing firm of Shasta.

Another woman who was spotlighted at Nolacon I was Lee
Hoffman, publisher of the popular fan magazine Quandry. Up
until the moment she arrived at the convention, no one suspected
she was a young woman, and an extremely attractive one.

A precedent was set at this convention. Portions of the profits
went to the next convention to give them a leg up, and money was
donated to the Fantasy Veterans Association to provide free
science fiction for fans serving in the armed forces overseas.

1952—TASFiC (Tenth Anniversary Science Fiction
Convention), Chicago
by Lloyd Arthur Eshbach

Quoting from “Over My Shoulder”: “Then there was Chi-
cago—Chicon II in 1952. This was the first really big one, an
estimated 1000 people in attendance. (Officially 870 were there.)

By this time Fantasy Press had published more than 30 titles, most
of which were still in print, so I recall having quite an impressive
display. Hugo Gernsback was Guest of Honor. The days and
nights sped by in a hectic whirl. Everybody and his brother and
sister—was there.

“It was at Chicon II that Ted Sturgeon spoke to me about
Fantasy Press possibly being interested in publishing a Sturgeon
book; and I answered with a polite but negative, ‘Let’s see what
you have to offer.” I never heard from him again—which empha-
sizes my being well-equipped with stupidity.” (I cringe when I
think of this.)

It was at TASFiC that a typically fannish escapade occurred.
Again I quote from “Over My Shoulder”: “By word of mouth
news spread through the crowd of fans that there was a wedding
reception at the convention hotel with an abundance of food and
drink free for the taking. A number of fans slipped in unobtru-
sively and helped themselves to refreshments. I was one of the
group but left almost immediately. (I'm naturally shy and retir-
ing.) Dave Kyle, who remained, was an observer of the incident
which I am about to relate.

“Among the party-crashers were Mel Korshak aid Bill (Wil-
liam Lawrence) Hamling, the latter an important fan in the late
"30s, a professional SF writer in the ’40s, associate editor of
Amazing Storiesunder both Ray Palmer and Howard Browne, and
at the time the fannish incident occurred, publisher of his own
professional magazine, Imagination. While most of the party-
crashers remained in the background, Korshak and Hamling,
perhaps aided by the free champagne, became a bit boisterous.

“Quietly, they were informed that this was a private party, and
would they please leave? Korshak replied with a question—which
side (bride’s or groom’s) was he on. When he answered
‘groom’s’, Korshak responded that they were the bride’s guests!
There are differing opinions concerning the effectiveness of this
stratagem; but apparently it was successful, since Korshak and
Hamling and the latter’s wife Frances returned to the party a bit
later in the evening... Korshak recalls having several delightful
waltzes with the bride.”

The presence of Hugo Gernsback as Guest of Honor deserves
more than the passing reference made in the opening paragraph.
The man who literally started the whole Science Fiction scene
with Amazing Stories back in 1926 received the recognition and
honor he so richly deserved; and he appeared to enjoy every
moment of it. He had had his GoH speech reproduced in quantity
in advance of the convention so that everyone present could
receive a copy.

Celebrities were there and participating in unbelievable num-
bers. An Editors’ Panel was made up of the following: Anthony
Boucher, Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction; Howard
Browne, Amazing Stories; John W. Campbell, Jr., Astounding
Science Fiction; Lester del Rey, Space Science Fiction; Evelyn
Gold, Galaxy Science Fiction; William L. Hamling, Imagination;
Samuel Mines, Thrilling Wonder Stories; Raymond A. Palmer,
Other Worlds; James Quinn, If.

There was a panel made up of the Specialist Book Publishers:
August Derleth, Arkham House; Lloyd Eshbach, Fantasy Press;
Martin Greenberg, Gnome Press; Melvin Korshak, Shasta Pub-
lishers; David A. Kyle, Bouregy & Curl; James A. Williams,
Prime Press. Others with solo spots on the program (in no
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1952—TASFiC, Chicago

particular order): William F. Jenkins (Murray Leinster); L. Spra-
gue de Camp; E.E. “Doc” Smith; Harlan Ellison; E. Everett
Evans; Hans Santesson; Robert Bloch; Wilson “Bob” Tucker;
Ted Sturgeon; Willy Ley; and many other writers and Big Name
Fans who were not on the very full program.

It was some convention! Big enough to be exciting, and small
enough for you to meet and talk to everyone.

1953—11th Worldcon (Philcon II), Philadelphia
by Milton A. Rothman

It was only six years from Philcon I to Philcon II, which was
called the 11th Worldcon because the nomenclature had not yet
been standardized. We must have been gluttons for punishment
doing itagain so soon, but we were young and innocent and never
did it again. Jim Williams was supposed to be chairman, but he
died suddenly soon after making the bid, and left me holding the
bag. That’s how I got to be a Worldcon chairman twice. Normally
I'would have been totally insane to start such an undertaking at that
time. When preparations started I was finishing my Ph.D. disser-
tation, and by convention time I was working at my first full-time
job as a physicist. It was Philadelphia’s first exposure to a really
big convention (750 attendees) and we were not ready for it. We
were doing everything for the first time, but we did our best, hiring
the Bellevue-Stratford, Philadelphia’s most elegant hotel, which
wasn’t quite ready for us, either. The program booklet was photo-
offset instead of mimeographed, and we had, for the first time, a
separate room for a science fiction art exhibit.

Willy Ley was guest of honor, and one of my greatest pleasures

was making friends with such a remarkable and elegant person.
Sam Moskowitz, of course, did the auction. Among scheduled
talks were “The Future of Love,” by Irvin Heyne, and “SF and the
Kinsey Report,” by Philip José Farmer, author of “The Lovers.”
At that time heterosexuality was just coming out of the closet.

In general, Philadelphia conventions tried to uphold a tradition
of high-level programming. Accordingly, L. Sprague de Camp,
Lester del Rey, and Lloyd Eshbach spoke on “Science Fiction as
a Career,” while Bob Tucker moderated a discussion on “Fans
Who Have Become Pros.” At that time women in science fiction
were enough of a novelty to have a panel on “Women in Science
Fiction,” with Bea Mahaffey, Katherine MacLean, Evelyn Gold,
and Evelyn Harrison. (Later to become Evelyn del Rey? Memory,
where are you?) Fletcher Pratt spoke on “Robots and Computing
Machines.” It seems quaint to think of a computer as a machine.
The terminology clearly referred back to the mechanical comput-
ers such as the differential analyzer at MIT and the fire-control
devices I encountered in the Ordnance service. A panel described
as “A discussion by our own scientists” on “Is Science Catching
Up with Science Fiction?” was chaired by Thomas S. Gardner.
Apparently this was a perennial topic among Philly’s fledgling
scientists.

There was a banquet with Isaac Asimov as toastmaster, giving
his usual rouser of a speech. At the banquet we presented the Hugo
awards for the first time. Earlier in the year we had created the
space-rocket design (copied from Willy Ley) for the award
statuette. We had then assigned the task of producing the statuettes
to one of our committee members. Comes the end of the summer

1953—Philcon II, Philadelphia
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and we find that the person in charge of awards was away and
unreachable, and apparently he had never even started the process
of getting them made. And we had less than a week to go. It was
Jack McKnight who came to the rescue. An expert machinist, he
turned the little rockets out of stainless steel in his own shop,
leamning to his dismay that soldering stainless-steel fins was anew
art. While doing this poor Jack missed the whole convention, but
turned up just in time for the banquet and the presentation.

I guess that a lot of people had a good time. Yrs truly, the
chairman, found the whole effort so stressful that he gave up
fandom entirely. But 50th anniversaries are not to be missed, so
here I am.

1954—SFCon, San Francisco

San Francisco: Convention Politics by Sam Moskowitz

Sir Francis Drake Hotel, San Francisco, September 3-6, 1954.
Run by Lester and Esther Cole, assisted by Ben Stark, Anthony
Boucher, and Gary J. Nelson, J. Poul & Karen Anderson. Held in
conjunction with the annual Westercon, with John W. Campbell
Guest of Honor of the world convention and Jack Williamson
Guest of Honor of the Westercon.

The story of the San Francisco Convention really started in
Chicago in 1952, when the sponsors put on the finest convention
party of any bidder to elicit support, a party jammed with celeb-
rities. It was there I first met Philip José Farmer, and Raymond A.
Palmer. William Lawrence Hamling and Rog Phillips were circu-
lating around.

This was the first convention at which something close to 1,000

i
« S AWM FU A M
#h

1954—SFCon, San Francisco

people had attended, and most of them were from the eastern part
of the country and knew nothing about fan politics. When the bids
were put in, it was obvious that an eastern city, like New York,
would win it no matter what San Francisco did. But the problem
was there were two bids for New York. One from the Hydra Club,
a group of professionals, and the other from the Queens Science
Fiction League, headed by William S. Sykora. The two were at
each other’s throats and the attendees had no way of distinguish-
ing between them. In order to prevent the convention from going
to the Queens Science Fiction League, members of the Hydra
Club and The Eastern Science Fiction Association of Newark,
N.J. (which I headed and which was the largest club on the east
coast at the time), went into collusion. We talked Jim Williams, a
Philadelphia book dealer who also was a partner in Prime Press,
a specialty fantasy book publishing firm, as well as an officer in
The Philadelphia Science Fiction Society, to get Philadelphia to
make a bid, even though they had no such plans.

Then, when the voting was about to begin, we had David Kyle
getup and announce as one would at a political convention: “That
New York withdraws and throws its vote and support to Philadel-
phia!” Now the audience never stopped to think that there were
two New York bids. They assumed that New York was out of the
running, and since Philadelphia was an eastern city, easily acces-
sible to them. Philadelphia won, but in the voting at Philadelphia,
The Hydra Club, The Eastern Science Fiction Association, and
The Philadelphia Science Fiction Society united to push San
Francisco into the winning spot by 30 votes, thereby expiating
their ploy of the previous year.

San Francisco was great fun, but expenses had far exceeded
expectations. In those days, memberships were only about $1.00
and not a major source of income. The auction was the prime
source of income. I was the auctioneer and I auctioned hour after
hour, as the convention committee wrung their hands for fear they
would not be able to cover expenses. Every hour I would ask Les
Cole how we stood, and every hour he would tell me “We’re still
in the red.” Fortunately my voice and items for auction held out,
and when Les told me they had broken even I quit the auctioneer’s
stand and let someone else take over.

While the convention was in progress the hardcover edition of
my The Immortal Storm: A History of Science Fiction Fandom
arrived by air express from The Atlanta Science Fiction Associa-
tion, which were the publishers. There were 25 copies, selling for
$5.00 apiece, and Iimmediately began peddling them. I sold them
all before the end of the convention, the most enthusiastic imme-
diate reaction coming from Willy Ley, rocket expert, who with his
family was in the room next to mine. “I got no sleep last night,”
he said as we both left our rooms for breakfast simultaneously the
next morning. “You kept me up all night reading your damn book
and now I find it needs a sequel!”

One of the most unusual programs at the convention was an
“opera” made from Ray Bradbury’s short story “A Scent of
Sarsaparilla” with avant garde music by Charles Hamm and an
impressive chorus. The play was very well done, with profes-
sional narration by Anthony Boucher, but the music has remained
unmemorable. It was the world premiere and it was performed
twice. Bradbury was not present at the convention.

One fascinating aspect of the publicity of the convention,
which could only be realized many decades later with the advan-
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tage of hindsight, was a write-up which was written by local fan
William J. Eisenlord and which appeared in the October 1, 1954
issue of the San Francisco weekly magazine The Argonaut. In
1980 Donald M. Grant issued in two volumes my book Science
Fiction in Old San Francisco. The first volume was subtitled
“History of the Movement.” At the heart of the movement was the
story of the old weekly The Argonaut, started in 1878 with
Ambrose Bierce as the first editor, and which published hundreds
of science fiction, fantasy, supernatural, and horror stories at least
up to the earthquake of 1906. It was, during that early period, the
leading source of regular science fiction and fantasy in the United
States. Now here was that same weekly in 1954, publishing an
account of a science fiction convention. Its pivotal role had been
buried with the rubble and fires of 1906 and would not be revived
until the results of my excavations appeared in 1980.

The most disappointing aspect of the convention for me had
nothing to do with anything on the formal or informal program. A
fan approached me and asked me if I would be interested in buying
five copies of the legendary pulp Thrill Book. He said they were
owned by a friend of his, who had bought them decades ago, and
now was willing to sell. A price was agreed upon and I was
supposed to meet the individual with the Thrill Books in the lobby
of the hotel the next day at 6:00 pM. He didn’t show. The individual
I had negotiated with contacted me and said something had come
up, the man would meet me the next day. He didn’t show. It was
another 15 years before I was able to pick up a good run of the
Thrill Book.

1955—Clevention, Cleveland

1955—Clevention, Cleveland

Mystery Guest of Honor by Sam Moskowitz

September 2-5, 1955, Manger Hotel, Cleveland, Ohio. Chair-
woman and Chairman Noreen and Nicholas Falasca, assisted by
Ben P. Jason, Honey Wood, and Stephen F. Schultheis. Isaac
Asimov, Guest of Honor.

This convention would have to rate near the very top of all
conventions I attended, for the fullness and excellence of its
program and the special award I received. The Guestof Honor was
Isaac Asimov, buta specialissue of the progress report was mailed
out with a black silhouette on the cover and the cryptic heading:
“WHO IS THIS MAN?” Inside there was the following: “What’s
the mystery behind the mystery guest? Just this; he’s one of the
people who work to make a convention a success, and never
receive a thank you. We feel it’s about time he did.... This year,
the 13th World Science-Fiction Convention will honor a fan who
helped. The person chosen will not know he is mystery guest until
his name is announced, at the banquet.... Here’s where the fans get
in on the fun. There will be a contest to guess the identity of the
mystery guest. Complete details will be announced in the next
Report. Remember, the mystery guest will be in addition to the
regular guest of honor. Who can it be? It might be you. Join the
convention and see for yourself.”

The Mystery Guest of Honor was to be announced at the
Banquet as part of the Hugo Awards presentations, handled by
Anthony Boucher, then editor of The Magazine of Fantasy and
Science Fiction. The night before there was considerable specu-
lation. It was finally narrowed down in the minds of the fans in
attendance, that it would be either Dave Kyle, who had been an
active convention goer since the first, or C.I. Barrett, M.D., who
had contributed a great deal to help both local and national
conventions in the past. In fact, | remember discussing with Dave
Kyle in his room elements for an impromptu acceptance talk,
down to physical reaction.

The evening of September 3, 1955, I was seated at a table with
Mr. & Mrs. C.1. Barrett, Mr. & Mrs. Lou Tabakow, Mr. & Mrs.
Stephen Takacs, and Jean Carrol (now Jean Engels). Mark Clifton
and Frank Riley had received a Hugo for They’d Rather Be Right
as the best novel; Walter M. Miller had scored with “The
Darfsteller” as the best novelette; Eric Frank Russell registered
with “Allamagoosa” as the best short story; Astounding Science
Fiction as the best magazine; Frank Kelly Freas as the best
illustrator; and Fantasy Times, published by James V. Taurasi, as
the best amateur publication.

Boucher then began a build-up for the Mystery Guest of Honor
at some length and I remember Steve Takacs, seated next to me,
commenting half way through: “Hell Sam, you’ve done every-
thing that guy has!” By this time it was beginning to dawn on me
that Steve was a lot righter than he knew. When they announced
my name as Mystery Guest Of Honor I tried hard to remember all
the pointers I had used in coaching Dave Kyle and couldn’t recall
aone. All I could muster was a polite “Thank You.”

AsIwaslater told by committee member Ben Jason, the award
was for inaugurating world conventions, participating in their
programs, auctioning non-stop until they were out of the red
(which I had to do again for Cleveland, but this time Harlan
Ellison proved an invaluable aid) and for The Immortal Storm: A
History of Science Fiction Fandom, which had appeared only a
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year past.

Another unusual bit of programming was a Christmas play for
the convention. Damon Knight, Anthony Boucher, Fritz Leiber,
and Robert Bloch were recruited to write the play at the conven-
tion, before presentation. At the last minute they needed someone
to play Scrooge (science fiction style) and they discovered that I
had some amateur acting background, so I was recruited to play
Scroogewitz, in the first scene. Fritz Leiber, all incredible length
of him, played “Tiny Timid!”, Robert Bloch was “The Ghost of
Christmas Past”, Tony Boucher was also in the play, and a chorus
composed of Judy Merril, Mildred Clingerman, Randy Garrett,
and Forrest Ackerman sang the lyrics written by Damon Knight,
“Poor Stef is Dead.” Unquestionably the show stopper was
supplied by a cameo appearance by Evelyn Gold, who, in a short,
tight-fitting, low-cut dress, slowly slunk across the stage. She
stopped when asked: “Who are you!” She replied: “I’m the man-
ageing editor!”

Damon Knight wrote me later saying that he and Robert Bloch
were thinking of publishing the play, would I send him my part.
I'had toreply that I had ad-libbed the entire thing, that nothing was
on paper! However, Frank M. Deitz taped the play, so it may still
be recoverable.

At the masquerade ball, Honey Wood, secretary of the conven-
tion, displayed a superbly graceful pair of legs. When Rog
Phillips, the late science fiction author, saw them, his eyes
revolved in his head, he danced with her for the rest of the affair,
and not long after the convention they were married.

Raymond Van Houten, one of the editors on the Hugo-winning
Fantasy Times, was awakened to hear shouts of “Help! Help!”
from the hall. He found a permanent resident of the hotel, who had
the room next door, in his robe. The man claimed he had awakened
when someone entered his room and took his wallet. The hotel
kept several all-night rooms open for the convention goers and the
man was identified in the Chester Room, playing poker with a
group of fans. Without tipping their hands, fans blocked all the
exits while the house detective and police were called, and the
culprit was apprehended still playing poker. It was discovered that
the man had a criminal record, having served three years in San
Quenten, but though he still had the walleton him at time of arrest,
he had lost all the contents in the poker game and the money was
not recovered!

1956—Newyorcon (Nycon Il), New York City
A Reminiscence by Dave Kyle

[ don’tbelieve I’ve ever worked harder in my life than I did in
1956 when I was chairman of the Newyorcon, the 14th World
Science Fiction Convention, in New York City. By summertime,
I took off two months from my radio station in northern NY state
to work full time at the job. When the con was over I was
exhausted. Disappointed, too, for I saw all the failures and didn’t
appreciate the successes. Over the years, however, I've come to
enjoy theremembrance. The bad things have receded and the good
things have blossomed in my memories, and for others, too.

I had three goals and they were all fulfilled. My greatest
pleasures were having Arthur C. Clarke as the first non-American
guest of honor and seeing the next Worldcon voted to London as
the first outside of North America. My greatest satisfaction, my
contribution to fandom, was the establishment, as ratified by the

convention, of a national body, the World Science Fiction Soci-
ety, Inc.

From the start, we had trouble. The committee was highly
organized, the most sophisticated organization to date except for
Chicago 1952. But although there were plenty of local bodies,
there was a dearth of hard workers. Only a handful of fans did the
bulk of the work, in particular Dick Ellington, Ruth Landis, and
Art Saha. In those days, there were very few non-local fans who
made any significant high-level contribution to the work. Such
out-of-the-area fans mostly filled in as registrars or voluntary
assistants when they showed up for the weekend. Thank your
lucky stars that today’s conventions have an enormous body of
experienced personnel available and willing to assume responsi-
bilities under complex multi-track programming.

We had been voted the site at the 1955 Clevention. We had only
one year official notice, unlike now with years ahead for prepara-
tion, so planning, especially with hotels, was difficult. Our great-
est soul-searching came months after the winning vote when we
decided to raise the membership rates by 50%. I confess I wanted
the increase. And because so many paid no attention to registra-
tion until the day they attended, there were a lot of disgruntled
people to find out that instead of the two bucks they expected for
the weekend, they had to shell out three bucks. (Some difference
nowadays!) The biggest outcry from some was the “outrageous”
price for the banquet. Sure, The Biltmore was a world-famous
hotel but the cheapest choice was $7.95 (if we rightly recall). That
was what caused our greatest failure, going into the red. We
weren’t able to pay all our bills in full, and the committee and
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helpers received no dividend or expense reimbursements. What
happened was that the banquet department broke their promise
and wanted an earlier commitment on the number dining on
Sunday “because of the Labor Day holiday weekend.” Imagine,
we were supposed to sell all our banquet tickets on Friday, when
the opening day of the convention was actually Saturday at one
o’clock! So I got a Saturday noon deadline instead and then took
a guess. Instead of being conservative by underestimating (and
thus disappointing some fans), I picked a reasonably optimistic
figure. Although our official attendance was 850, we had over a
thousand when the gate crashers and guests were counted. We had
probably a hundred extra dinners charged to us. (We compro-
mised that debt.)

The banquet, however, was a great affair, with Bob Bloch as
M.C. Behind the head table was a huge banner which read, white
on dark blue, WORLD SCIENCE FICTION SOCIETY, which
had that day flown above the hotel entrance. Arthur Clarke made
a provocative talk. Isaac Asimov amused us. There was a special
banquet guest, Al “L’il Abner” Capp, who, of course, made a witty
speech. He sat next to Ruth, my wife-to-be, and gave her his
telephone number and his Park Avenue penthouse flat address,
while I was being bugged by one problem after another. That’s
where the notorious line comes from: “Dave Kyle says you can’t
sit here.” (Like “Ingvi is a louse.”) One of the go-fers told me the
Fire Marshal was complaining that the stairs to the balcony were
blocked by those non-eaters sitting there, planning to take up
positions to listen to the after-dinner speeches. “What do we do?”
“Tell them,” I said, “that they can’t sit there.” That’s what he did.

15th World
Science Fiction Convention

PROGRAMME
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1957—Loncon, London

“Dave Kyle,” not the Fire Marshal, was identified as the grouch
who issued the command.

The official program was a single track for just three days.
There were a number of failures. The deficit, of course. The
penthouse ballroom, not air conditioned because there was no
need—it was open on two long sides to the outside air—became
uncomfortable because NYC had record heat wave. Hugo winner
Kelly Freas’ stolen painting and the stolen models from the
exhibition area—due to that Fire Marshal again who prevented
the security doors from being locked. (An unexpected expense
was hiring security for these rooms which was not quite adequate.)
Worst of all—the natal flaw which crippled the WSFS, Inc. and
led it into lawsuits and a tumultuous and ignominious death. But
that’s a long, fascinating story in itself. x

There were many, many successes. An sf ballet, “Cliché.” A
fan movie by the PSFS. A live band and dancing at the Costume
Party. A cocktail party with free drinks sponsored by the book and
magazine publishers. A terrific art show. An exhibit area, with
industrial and business participation, including the Martin
Company’s Vanguard rocket (expected to lift the first satellite
into space) (arranged for by the Martin PR man, Ben Bova, whom
I introduced to the sf world). Hugo trophies which were extra
special (in the days of home-crafted ones). The Hugo trophy won
by Arthur for his short story “The Star.” (Also, Bob Heinlein for
his novel Double Star and Bob Silverberg as Most Promising
Author, just beating out Harlan Ellison.) An opening-night per-
formance of a Karel Capek sf play at the Provincetown Playhouse
in Greenwich Village to conclude Monday evening.

Hmmm, come to think of it, after 33 years, I see it really was
a darn good convention! I wish I’d had the time to enjoy it.

1957—Loncon, London
A Reminiscence by Dave Kyle

My life is measured by sf Worldcons. In 1955, 1956, and 1957,
I met Ruth Landis at the Clevention (see Isaac Asimov’s autobi-
ography), courted her at Newyorcon (she moved to NYC and was
con secretary), and married her in 1957 for a honeymoon in
London. And we had 53 other people, an sf crowd, flying off with
us on that honeymoon. Wow!

The convention in London was another dream come true. My
good friend, old time fan and prominent English editor, E.J. “Ted”
Carnell, was the convention chairman for the first Worldcon
outside of the U.S. and Canada. Part of his successful campaign
for the site was based on my chartering an airplane to take, at a
bargain fare, those who wished to get to England for the big event.
The famous Fan Flight or London Trip Fund on a KLM DC+4 had
every seat sold, dubbed by the inimitable Forry Ackerman as
KLM—the Kyle-Landis Marriage. The flight (before the days of
jets) took 16 hours, with a stop at Gander. We had a celebration on
board with champagne and cake and then went to sleep. (The
wedding night was three days previous.) In the droning silence of
the night, as dawn was arriving, Ruth shook me awake. On her
very first flight, she was peering out of the round window at the
carpet of unmoving clouds far below. “David,” she whispered,
alarmed, “we’ve stopped!”

For an unprecedented third time, John W. Campbell, Jr. was
chosen as the sole guest of honor. “It was a way to get to meet
him,” said my British friends. (Ruth’s highpoint: “John kissed me
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on the cheek!”) He absolutely captured the affection of the
convention. (Robert A. Heinlein was also given that triple distinc-
tionat the 1976 Mid AmeriCon.) For the first time there was a truly
international flavor to the programming of talks and panels, and
ascore of Europeans came, as well as Americans from around the
Continent. Proportionate to the convention size (268 officially)
the American attendance was very large. The U.S. visitors were
able to sample the singular British sf con atmosphere, so very
warm and intimate, in the small, “quaint” King’s Court Hotel with
the “lounge bar” as the magnetic hospitality center.

In keeping with a traditional English manner of structuring
societies, the 15th WSF Con in London had an honorable figure-
head called the President over the working Chairman. The distin-
guished writer John Wyndham filled that role.

The hotel site became a problem when the Royal Hotel in the
Bloomsbury section was considered, after much committee con-
sultation, as too stuffy and also too expensive because of miscel-
lancous conference charges. Replacing it was the entire King’s
Court Hotel in Bayswater, exclusively for con members, thus
making it virtually a private club. The accommodation per person
was (“ridiculously low,” boasted Ted Carnell) a mere $2.80 per
person, breakfast included, with lunch 65¢ and dinner 95¢. What
English hotel service! Hot meals up to 10:30 pm, coffee and
sandwiches at any hour, and a round-the-clock bar!

The Loncon opened officially on Saturday (actually the second
day of the convention) with a luncheon banquet ($1.50!) at one
o’clock, having speeches and introductions. (Another boast:
“This will be the first World Convention ever to start on time!”)
Who will ever forget the peculiar seating? Three long, narrow
rooms ran railroad style from hotel front to back with doorless
framed openings blocking an unbroken view. With seats against
the wall, a banquet table extended through the three rooms. Only
one third of the diners were visible to each other—unless—unless
you leaned forward over your meal and, stretching your neck,
looked to the left or right to see other banqueters stretching their
necks to look back at you.

An importation from the New World was the fancier level of
the costuming. The BBC (or was it ITV?) was happy to find such
strange costumes on parade and the well-known Commentator
Alan Wicker, unperturbed by the general hubbub, did a better
coverage than was finally telecast. We have the same complaint
even today.

Never did I imagine to what that Fan Flight would lead.
Unfortunately, some persons involved in the charter flight stirred

pr

1958—Solacon, South Gate

up terrible trouble. They accused me in the name of the newly
created World Science Fiction Society, Inc. of misfeasance in the
London Trip Fund. This led into lawsuits and counter lawsuits for
several years. Toward the end of the fifties, this fan feuding
reached heights and bitterness far beyond those of the thirties
which had culminated in the infamous Great Exclusion Act of the
first Worldconin 1939. Sadly the WSFS, Inc. was discredited, and
at the 1958 Solacon in L.A. it was dismantled. (Harry Harrison,
one of the Fan Flight trippers, wrote aremarkable letter with many
kind words. He called the few troublemakers “spiteful and vindic-
tive” and said I should “expose their motives and the imbecility of
their charges. Enlightened fandom will be on your side.”) So, I
wrote three “tolling bell” atypical fanzines meticulously detailing
the whole unpleasantness. Eventually, after their publication and
much courthouse action I received an apology and a token
payment. But gone was my dream of a national fannish fraternal
society. And, after all, the name still survives with the World
Science Fiction Society (unincorporated and powerless, everyone
stresses).

1958—Solacon, South Gate

Stranger Than Fiction by Sam Moskowitz

SOUTH GATE (Los Angeles Area), California, August 29th to
September 1st (including Westercon program), 1958. Guest of
Honor, Richard Matheson. Chairwoman: Anna Moffatt.

I'wasstill playing the part of Auctioneer, and at this convention
there was an auction unique to science fiction. Prominent authors
and editors were auctiored off and the highest bidder could spend
one hour with them. I got as much humor as I could out of the
situation, even getting Anthony Boucher to show his teeth as one
would auction off a horse, and he went for $13.50. I had Fritz
Leiber quote Shakespeare and that got us $13.23. Robert Bloch
raised $17.00 by unbuttoning his shirt and showing his hairy
chest. Charles Beaumont pretending he could sing soprano went
to Mari Wolf for $10. Edward E. Smith, found that his Skylark and
Lensman reputation priced him at $21 and Richard Matheson was
obtained by a group of attendees who had pooled their resources
to rack up $16. There were a few others auctioned off for small
sums, and I finished off by auctioning off myself.

My buyer proved to be a middle-aged woman attractive in
appearance and with a very cultured manner. As we sat together
speaking with some refreshment, she revealed that her interest in
me was prompted by the fact that her husband had been a rabbi in
Newark, New Jersey, from 1920 to 1926 and she understood that
I came from Newark.

I asked her the name of her husband and she said Lewis
Browne.

“Wasn’t he the author of Stranger Than Fiction, a History of
the Jews? If so, I've had a copy in my library for years. It’s one of
the simplest, most uncluttered histories of the Jews I’ve ever
read.”

She was pleased that I had the book. It was initially published
in 1925 by Macmillan and became a bestseller, catapulting
Browne to fame. He had been born in England in 1897 and had
been hired by the liberal Free Synagogue of Newark, N J., in 1920.
He proved far too liberal for the congregation, and when he
developed an obsession for teaching Christianity from the pulpit,
he was asked to leave in 1926. This proclivity he displayed in print
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in his book The Graphic Bible (Macmillan, 1928) with his long
chapter on “The Christian Scriptures,” utilizing sympathetically
and without questioning only “The New Testament” as his source.

Browne was extremely gifted, illustrating all of his books
profusely, being particularly versed in map making. He was also
an outstanding lecturer and noted for his biographies of Heinrich
Heine and Spinoza. He became increasingly mentally erratic and
finally committed suicide in 1949, his wife revealed.

What had brought her to the convention was not quite clear.
Perhaps she came with arelative. I never had reason to contact her
again.

A noteworthy program event, which has almost been obliter-
ated by the currents of history, was the formal appearance of Arch
Oboler, renowned during World War II for his creative fantasy
program Lights Out. He had started out as a pulp writer with
detective stories in Ten Detective Aces, Racketeer Stories, Nickel
Detective, Dime Mystery, and Dr. Yin Sin, all in the early thirties.
He found his metier in radio, where his scripts were regarded as
the works of a youthful genius, but was eclipsed by the onset of
television, which he never adapted to, thought he did the scripts
for several successful movies, including Escape and Bwana
Junction. He produced an interplanetary play for Broadway,
Night of the Auk, which opened at The Playhouse in New York on
December 3, 1956. I was a great theatregoer in that period and
made a point of going to see the last of eight performances the
evening of Friday, December 7, 1956. Besides its science fiction
motif, an incentive for seeing the play was that it starred Claude
Rains, Christopher Plummer, and Wendell Corey. The set, show-
ing the interior of a space ship withits electronic controls, from the
balcony where I sat, was spectacular. The immensely talented
actors gave it everything they had, but what did the play in was not
the story line—the first space ship to the moon finds the earth has
destroyed itself through atomic war while they were in flight and
there is no refueling from a space station or computers to guide
them back. The situation is thrilling enough, the actors among the
finest, but the problem was that Arch Oboler, for reasons best
known to him, wrote the entire play in blank verse. The result was
that every reviewer, without exception, said they didn’t know
what he was talking about.

When the show was over, I descended and clambered over the
set, which closeup showed to be a great deal of lighted plywood.
I began leaving through a side exit, when I saw a downcast Claude
Rains, all alone in his dressing room, throwing ablack actor’s cape
over his shoulder and reaching for a bag. I asked him for his
autograph on my program, which he scribbled withoutlooking up.
One of the other actors, Dick York, was still on the premises so I
got his. Night of the Auk appeared in hardcovers by 1958 with a
very better introduction by Arch Oboler, which was understand-
able but unwarranted. The aura of success when he published the
first collection of radio scripts in history in 1940 (Fourteen Radio
Plays) had completely dissipated. Nevertheless, having Oboler
speak at the Solacon was a great coup.

1959—Detention, Detroit

The Play is Ended But No Memory Lingers On by Sam Moskowitz
The Pick-Fort Shelby Hotel, Detroit, Michigan, September 4, 5,
6, 1959. Chairmen, Fred Prophet and Roger Sims. Guest of Honor
Poul Anderson.

I drove out to this one with my wife Christine and for the first
time participated in the costume ball, with the two of us, Belle &
Frank Deitz, and Barbara Silverberg dressed as various characters
from The Wizard of Oz. We put a lot of effort into the costumes but
there were too many others even better that year. John Berry, who
was Fan Guestof Honor, later put out an account of his three-week
trip to the USA which was an inch thick and ran over 100,000
words and included a convention report. The best account was
composed by Belle Deitz for the second September, 1959 issue of
Science Fiction Times, which despite its excellent coverage made
me realize that a lot of important background information is being
lost, perhaps irrecoverably.

For example, the Detroit convention had written for it and
produced a play, notunlike the one in Cleveland. I had completely
forgotten everything about it, but Science Fiction Times said that
both my wife and I were in the play. The play was titled Beyond
the Unknown, and those who participated were Tom Scortia,
Karen Anderson, Barbara Silverberg, Cele Goldsmith (then editor
of Amazing Stories), Fritz Leiber, Randall Garrett, Djinn Faine,
Joe Christoff, and Rosemary Becker.

I checked my files and, by God(!), there was a copy of the
complete play, four scenes. My copy bracketed all the lines
spoken by a character, apparently a subordinate in a detective
agency, named Marmaduke. Did I play Marmaduke? Somebody
tell me, I don’t remember a line. I have a duplicate page of one
scene where the character of “Chief” is underlined in green ink
everywhere it occurs and written in alongside it is “H. Schwartz.”
Whoever H. Schwartz is, he paid at the door, because he is not
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included in the roster of members in the program booklet.

But what I am most curious about is, who wrote the play? The
most likely member of the cast to have written it would be Randall
Garrett, it’s his type of humor. But Fritz Leiber is in the play and
he has a background in the theater. Karen Anderson is in the play,
so Poul could have allowed his arm to be twisted. I know I had
nothing to do with it. The play is a heavy-handed spoof of several
of the then-current magazine editors, most authentically John W.
Campbell, with whom Garrett worked very closely. There are also
jibes at The Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction and Galaxy,
but they are much less insightful.

One coverage of the convention indicates that the scripts were
read, which indicates there was virtually no rehearsal and some of
the actors may not have seen their lines until they went on stage.

On the serious program, Bob Silverberg embarked at length on
why science fiction was dying and why he appeared to have left
it. In truth, he said, he had not really left science fiction, it had left
him, and he secured a major part of his income by writing for the
men’s fact magazines. (At that period there were dozens of them
flourishing, both the non-fiction macho publications and the
pallid imitations of Playboy which also ran fiction, including
science fiction.) Bob wept for the unborn science fiction writers
of the future who would have no market to break into the field (the
digest magazines were collapsing at a great rate at the time). Bob
was to repeat his act again later on, but this time he was to leave
the field, it did not leave him, and so very many new writers had
managed to find openings to enter the field that they could not be
identified without The Science Fiction Writers of America annual
membership directory.

There was a lot of programming and it was generally of a high
level of interest, but particularly fascinating were the convention
expenses released sometime later. Today, when the cost of con-
ventions runs into hundreds of thousands of dollars and amisman-
aged event can rack up a six-figure loss, the statistics will prove
fascinating. The total cost of The First World Science Fiction
Convention in 1939 had been $269.94. The Denvention, 20 years
later, still only ran $3,277.42 and $377.00 of that was profit which
was donated to the next convention, the Transatlantic Fan Fund
(TAFF), and the John Berry Trip Fund. Banquet tickets, counted
as an expense, were $1,038.00, nearly one third of the total.

The bidding for the next convention site smacked of the same
sleight-of-hand that had won the bid for Philadelphia in Chicago.
Bids were made by Pittsburgh, Chicago, Philadelphia, and Wash-
ington, D.C. I was somehow in on it, in what detail I no longer
recall, but I joined Willy Ley and P. Schuyler Miller in making
seconding speeches for Pittsburgh. With no warning, Earl Kemp,
speaking for Chicago, withdrew his bid (somewhat questionable
to begin with) and threw the support of that city to Pittsburgh.
Since there was a substantial Chicago-area representation in
attendance, as well as my Eastern Science Fiction Associationand
Willy Ley’s Hydra Club, and since Pittsburgh wasn’t too much of
a trip for Philadelphia supporters, Pittsburgh steamrollered the
other contestants.

One fact stands out. On every side, whether on the platform, in
the audience, or accosted in the corridors, John W. Campbell was
excoriated for the excessive employment of psionics in the plot
lines of his stories. There was no surcease; he was bombarded
incessantly throughout the entire course of the convention, with

virtually no defenders. A brilliant debater, he nevertheless found
himself hard-pressed either to stem the criticism or to remain
unaware that what he was doing was unpopular with his readers

1960—Pittcon, Pittsburgh
A Hugo for Hugo by Sam Moskowitz
September 2-5, 1960, Penn-Sheraton Hotel, Pittsburgh, Pennsyl-
vania. Guest of Honor, James Blish. Dirce Archer, chairwoman.

A fine and enjoyable program was presented at the Pittsburgh
convention, but it was memorable to me and historically impor-
tant for several other reasons. First, a Hugo was struck and sent to
Hugo Gernsback. He had never seen one and would probably have
settled for a chance to just look at it, but it proved a generous
gesture on the part of the convention committee to prepare an
additional one for him. After all, there must have been years when
he issued the best pro mag, unquestionably in 1926 when he
produced the first. Though Gernsback was not present, the event
was televised over station KDKA in Pittsburgh—particularly
appropriate, since KDKA was the first commercial radio station
in the United States, and Hugo Gernsback in publishing Modern
Electrics, the first radio magazine in the United States, later to be
followed by mass circulation Radio News, publicized radio sta-
tion KDKA internationally and was perhaps the major factor in
popularizing amateur radio in the United States in the early years
of its existence.

Itisalways pleasant to know that someone actually appreciates
a special award. Every Christmas Gernsback published a digest-
sized 32-page magazine titled Forecast, filled with his predictions
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of the future and illustrated by Frank R. Paul, Virgil Finlay,
Lawrence, and lesser-known artists. He mailed out 8,000 of these
free of charge, and usually netted outstanding publicity. In 1961,
he devoted the entire back cover toa photo of his Hugowithashort
article written by me giving its history.

A second event of historical importance that occurred at
Pittsburgh was the organizational meeting of The Burroughs
Bibliophiles, a dream of Vernell Coriell, who had been publishing
The Burroughs Bulletin, a magazine of exuberant scholarship,
ever since 1947. This magazine became the official organ of the
organization, and its members produced a score of Burroughs-
related fan magazines that were outstanding for their research and
scholarship. Every year they held a Dum Dum (that is what a
convocation of the Great Apes was called by Edgar Rice Bur-
roughs in his Tarzan books), usually in conjunction with the
World Convention. Their guests at these events rivaled the best
the convention could produce, not excluding Edgar Rice Bur-
roughs’ sons, who had written and illustrated for the science
fiction magazines; John Weismuller, Buster Crabbe, and lesser-
knowns who had played the role of Tarzan on the screen; Hal
Foster, creator of Prince Valiant, who had illustrated the early
Tarzan comic strips for the newspapers; and a score of others of
that calibre. The organizational meeting coincided with a new
vogue of popularity for Edgar Rice Burroughs in the sixties that
resulted in the sale of tens of millions of copies of his works in
paperbacks, and they are still selling. In 1958, when Edgar Rice
Burroughs had been written off by almost every important critic
as a fading relic of Victorian-age adventure, I wrote for Sazellite
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1961—Seacon, Seattle

Science Fiction a 6,000-word critique of Burroughs in which I
placed him alongside H.G. Wells and Jules Verne as a major
shaper of science fiction and went on record as stating that several
of his works would become permanent literary classics. This may
have even helped inspire the revival and made me a hero with the
Burroughs Bibliophiles. When my book Under the Moons of
Mars painstakingly documenting my assertions was announced
(1970), I was made Guest of Honor at the annual Burroughs
Bibliophile Convention held at the St. Lousicon in 1969 and
previewed many of my findings obtained from the actual archives
of the Edgar Rice Burroughs Estate. The last Dum Dum of The
Burroughs Bibliophiles took place at the Atlanta World Science
Fiction Convention in 1986. Vern Coriell had suffered a stroke
and died some time afterward, and so did The Burroughs Biblio-
philes. One of the charter members, made treasurer of the Bur-
roughs group at the Pittsburgh convention, was a young man
named Charles Reinsel, who for some years published a Bur-
roughs magazine called Norb’s Notes. In 1986, The Pittsburgh
Courier carried the story that he had shot to death his former wife
and her husband and had been sentenced to life for the former and
five to 10 years for the latter, the sentences to run consecutively.

Daniel Keyes, author of “Flowers for Algernon,” made one of
hisrare appearancesatthe convention. He was thena short, pudgy,
pleasant man. I asked him why he didn’t try to put together a book
of his short stories and he replied he felt they were below the level
of quality he wanted associated with his name. Having, through
the years, grown impatient with this inverse form of egotism, I
asked him why he had permitted them to be sold at all, since some
had appeared since “Flowers for Algernon,” and he merely
shrugged. Ihave found, too frequently, that an author is notalways
the best judge of which of his stories are worthwhile, and told him
SO.

1961—Seacon, Seattle
Heinlein as Host by Sam Moskowitz
September 2-4, 1961, Seattle, Washington, at the Hyatt House.
Robert A. Heinlein, Guest of Honor. Wally Weber, chairman.

Robert A. Heinlein was one of the most congenial hosts in
science fiction up to that time. The first-floor rooms, facing the
swimming pool in the Hyatt House court, had a floor-to-ceiling
sliding glass window/door. This Heinlein kept open to all and
provided refreshments. In the course of the conversation with
him, I learned that the first half of S tranger in a Strange Land was
begun in the early forties, about half done, then completed prior
to its publication in book form by Putnam in 1961. This novel had
marked Heinlein’s return to deliberately adult novels, and critical
reaction was very important to him. It was a great disappointment
when the influential New York Times reviewer excoriated the
novel. The hardcover had a limited sale, but as the sixties devel-
oped and the book went into paperback, it became a cult novel
with the hippies and flower children and sales soared, continuing
ata high level to this day. For years it was conventional wisdom
that Charles Manson had obtained his ideas for his murderous cult
for the book, but when Manson was interviewed he denied ever
reading the novel.

Heinlein’s Guest of Honor talk was one of almost unmitigated
pessimism. He predicted that one third of those present would be
dead before too long, as a result of wars and raids by survivalist
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groups, as well as being worked to death in labor camps. He
foresaw a long series of guerrilla wars with communist move-
ments which the democrats would eventually lose and slowly
surrender.

When the Hugos were announced, with Rogue Moon in con-
tention and its author Algis Budrys present, there were supporters
who grumbled that the best novel had lost. The passage of time
seems to have substantiated the winner, A Canticle for Leibowitz
by Walter M. Miller, as being a creditable choice.

There were 270 people at the Seacon, as the 19th World
Convention was known, and as had been the case in many
previous conventions, [ was called upon to introduce the notables.
As at previous affairs I had attended, [ knew the names of 90% of
the faces I saw, and checking the membership there is no question
about it. Knowing almost everyone there is a stark contrast to
attending current world conventions and admittedly not even
recognizing 80% of published authors, the working editors and
artists, let alone the fans. There is a sense of family, community,
and belonging when you know almost everyone present. This
contrasts with the search for a familiar face at some of the larger
conventions. For example, at Nolacon II (1988) in Louisiana, the
registration was closed when I arrived—despite notice that it
would be open at that hour. I found in the hospitality room eight
members of the convention committee from whom I tried to geta
special pass so that I could participate on an early-morning
Clifford D. Simak panel. None of them had ever heard of me, and
after avoiding being ushered out, an hour of calling around, they
finally contacted someone who had heard of me, knew [ was on the
program, and got a pass to me. This, despite the fact that I had paid
membership in full months earlier, so it was no freebee.

So confident was Chicago that it would win the bid for the next
convention, that its pivot man, Earl Kemp, showed up with
membership cards already printed and ready for sale and distribu-
tion.

As early as the thirties, an occasional episode of drunkenness
had been observed (and recorded) among the teen-age fans.
Primarily because of their age, this was an infrequent problem. By
the late forties and early fifties the mysteries of sex were being
frequently explored, particularly at large conventions and at the
“community” households set up here and there. It was in the late
fifties that the scent of drugs was in the air and defended in print
in some of the fan magazines. The drift to drugs was in the air at
Seattle, and frequently hinted at between the lines of “enmities”
about science fiction that were thrown up more as a smoke screen
than from any sort of sense, all leading up to atleast one conviction
and jail sentence for drug dealing in recent years.

1962—Chicon 3, Chicago
A Reminiscence by Dave Kyle

Actually, the 20th World Science Fiction Convention in Chi-
cago (1962) was informally known as Chicon III. The switch from
Roman numerals to Arabic comes about as the numbers increase.
In those old days, the use of the annual number (such as the 20th
Worldcon) was much more prevalent. The nickname was an
informal, handy reference. Nowadays, fifty years after it all
began, many fans don’t pay any attention to the con’s number. By
the way, do you have to think twice as to what Noreascon this is
and just what Worldcon number it represents?

The Chicago site was the Pick-Congress Hotel, being reno-
vated and looking for business. Its willingness to give convention
rates of $7 single and $13 double (suites $25, parking 35¢ a day,
and banquet prices at $5.75 and $6.25) (real bargains for sf fans),
helped win the bid for another Chicon. (Membership $3 attending,
$2 supporting—Ten years earlier at Chicon II the membership
was one dollar.)

Chicon III had the usual programming mixture, stressing,
however, amain track of lectures and speeches by prominent pros
in sf and science (including NASA). (Considering fandom’s
feuding record, an appropriate program was an authoritative
“Science Fiction, Mental Illness, and the Law.”) With Bob Tucker
(the annual awards banquet MC), Bob Bloch, and Isaac Asimov
featured there was plenty of fun and humor. The “Auction Bloch”
(selling an hour of a “celebrity’s” time to benefit TAFF) contin-
ued, now offering a genuine editor. Fandom was everywhere
represented. The entire convention committee joined the N3F (the
National Fantasy Fan Federation, which for so many years was the
fraternal bond for the true fans.) The N3F was considered a
working partner with the con committee, running a Coffee and
Cookie Room for basic fannish hospitality. Project Art Show aka
Fan Art Show, with Bjo Trimble as usual, had a new wrinkle, a
Photo Salon to exhibit work. The Art Show was evolving from an
exhibition just for amateurs to one of art by professionals, too.
Many a successful pro has come from the amateur ranks through
this show. (Incidentally, the popular artist Ed Emsh [Emshwiller],
the multiple Hugo winner, brought some of his 16 mm films for
a showing of his award-winning visual art-and-camera tech-
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niques.)

The auction was still an important means for financing any
convention. This year was a good one because donations came not
just from the commercial sources but from collectors and fans.
Besides artwork from the top artists of the past and present, there
were new books, rare books and magazines, manuscripts of all
kinds, rare fan material, and many other unusual items. Diligent
efforts brought in quantities of remarkably high-quality collect-
ibles, many from celebrated sources (e.g., Charles Shultz, Al
Capp, Rod Serling, etc.).

The costume party was given the fancy name of “The Hell-Fire
Club Masquerade Ball.” It actually was a “ball” because a profes-
sional orchestra was hired for playing during the “grand march,”
to be followed by music for dancing. The costume parade very
often had been identified as “a masquerade,” which, in fact, it
never was. Judging was done rather quickly during the parade.
(Was Margaret Brundge, the legendary Weird Tales cover artist
of the 1930s, really a judge as claimed? Her raffled painting at
Seacon 1961 was the first actual contribution to Chicon.) This
time Ruth and I joined with three others as Flash Gordon adven-
ture characters for the “Best Group” category. We won the prize.
Steve and Virginia Schultheis and Jock Root were Prince Barin,
Princess Aura, and Dr. Zarkov. Ruth was Princess Azura of the
Kingdom of the Blue Witch and I was Azura’s father, the Emperor
Ming the Merciless. What makes this noteworthy is that I was in
the first ever costume contest (Worldcon number two in Chicago,
1940) and won a huge cover painting from Amazing Stories—
costumed as Ming the Merciless. Incidentally, Forry Ackermanis

1963—Discon I, Washington, D.C.

responsible for starting the costuming custom when he came to
Nycon (1939) in his Things-to-Come Cabal cloak outfit. He went
out to the World’s Fair in that spectacular thing and publicized
Nycon by stepping up to the microphone ona platform for visitors
from foreign lands and addressing them in Esperanto. He told
them he was a time traveler from the future—so strongly was the
then “shy, introverted tongue-tied kid” motivated by the amazing-
wonder-Gernsback power of “scientifiction.”

1963—Discon |, Washington, D.C.
A Reminiscence by Dave Kyle

Discon (The Original), the 21st Worldcon, at Washington,
D.C. in 1963, brought the convention back to the East Coast for
the first time since the heavily attended 1956 Newyorcon. Pitts-
burgh representing the Eastern zone, but not in the megalopolis
along the coast, had hosted the event in 1960 with only 300
attending. As seven years had passed since the East Coast popu-
lation center had been the site, the expectation was that the
attendance for Discon, the 21st Worldcon, would skyrocket. It
didn’t happen, although the attendees numbered a respectable
600. This was despite the one honored guest being the legendary
Will Jenkins aka Murray Leinster, whose sf writings went back
nearing a half century.

The modest size of the attendance did not overcrowd the
Statler-Hilton hotel and thus made the convention particularly
enjoyable. With the growth of con membership, finding a hotel
which could accommodate our conventions was becoming an
increasingly difficult process. Thiscommittee was well organized
and very dedicated, primarily composed of the Washington Sci-
ence Fiction Association, an intensely fannish group aided by the
nearby Baltimore fans. The object of all con committees once
upon a time was to get everything we did, including eating and
sleeping, all under one roof. Those were wonderful days. It
happened here, and this event, for these reasons, was one of the
better weekend get-togethers, almost—from my then quarter
century of con going—relaxing.

In earlier days when the average age of fandom was still much
younger, alcohol seemed more important. So, local liquor restric-
tions (the minimum age for hard stuff was 21) were very much
woveninto the fabric of that three-day-plus party: No Sunday hard
liquor sales, Saturday night 11:45 drinking curfew, no walking
around with drinks in your hands—and enforcement was strict.
Personally, I’'m happy to see today’s trend toward soft drinks, fruit
Juices, and some beer, and the relief from committee headaches
over drunkenness and the need for “benevolent vigilantes” roam-
ing the hotel corridors.

Conventions, world or regional, used to be notorious for not
starting on time or holding to a scheduled time. By necessity, with
so many simultaneous programs, audiences today assemble with
less procrastination and starting times are prompt. Discon I made
apointof adhering to a schedule. The opening gavel fell at exactly
12:30—and no one paid any attention. So, a pre-arranged noisy,
dramatic scene was staged with swords clashing, a costumed
wizard incanting—and the audience’s attention was captured.
The weekend programming was judged later by the chairman to
have been “overprogrammed.” However, in the retrospect of
more modem times, the program then was straightforward and
uncomplicated, held for the most part in the huge Congressional
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Room and well controlled.

During that Saturday afternoon, following the slam-bang
opening, there was supposed to be an introduction of “celebri-
ties.” This used to be an essential part of all conventions, when we
gottolearn for the first time who was present “of any importance,”
which meant BNFs (Big Name Fans) as well as the pros. This time
there was an inexplicable slighting of this ego-boo tradition, with
hardly a handful publicly recognized from the audience. Nowa-
days, such a roll call (and the inevitable frequent masculine
response of “He’s down at the bar!”) is impractical. The mid-
afternoon break had an inevitable, and necessary, auction. In the
evening was the Costume Ball, quite properly labeled, as there
was live music for the parade fanfare and for dancing. The
program began Sunday afternoon and ran into the evening a bit
later than expected. Monday was a very short day, noon to three
o’clock. Infact, the printed program consisted of a mere two pages
in the thin, fannish 8x5 official Program Book. Included in the
main events were the Burroughs Bibliophiles’ Dum-Dum, the
FAPA meeting, and the Hyborian Legion muster, as well as the
late Saturday night “Annual Business Meeting.” It was a tradi-
tional collection of events, easy to assimilate, and put the con-goer
under no pressure such as we experience in today’s high-pressure
weekend.

Starting at two o’clock Sunday afternoon there was the
“Banquet Luncheon” for the Guest of Honor and his speech. The
Discon committee said, “Without a doubt, the banquet represents
more work on the part of the con committee than any other part of

1964—Pacificon II, Oakland

the convention...practically everybody goes to the banquet...and
it can be the most fun.” That was the reason for the “luncheon”
hour, to keep the price low for the greatest number. In fact, more
than two-thirds of the total con attendance bought tickets to dine,
with the remainder coming in later to hear the speech and see the
presentation of the Hugos. Isaac Asimov, who presented the
trophies as toastmaster, ranted and raved (humorously) about
giving away something he had never received—and unexpectedly
ended the evening by getting “an extra special one” himself.

In the evening there was a “Special Awards Session” squeezed
into the scheduled program. This allowed enough time for presen-
tations which ordinarily should have taken place during the
Banquet. Forrest J Ackerman announced the Big Heart Award.
After Forry came that which might have been the highlight of the
convention. It was the inaugural First Fandom Hall of Fame
Award. There was a long eulogistic introduction. The one chosen
to receive the first one was E.E. “Doc” Smith. The response was
a highly emotional one: the diners and onlookers stood there
applauding and cheering Doc. The ovation and the obvious
display of affection for him visibly touched this Grand Old Man.
What an occasion, with the two old-timers there—*“Leinster”
Jenkins and “Skylark” Smith themselves!

This first Discon was the last time that the East had an old-
fashioned, rather intimate Worldcon. The next time, in four years,
the East would have Nycon 3 and the beginning of the monster
cons.

1964—Pacificon I, Oakland

What to Do About Undesirables by Sam Moskowitz

The Leamington Hotel, Oakland, California, September 4-7,
1964. Guests of Honor: Edmond Hamilton and Leigh Brackett.
Chairmen: Al halevy and J. Ben Stark.

Time has diminished the most notable aspect of this conven-
tion: the committee felt that it needed an endorsement from
fandom atlarge to exercise the right to bar “undesirables” from the
convention. The back cover of their third progress report, issued
May, 1964, carried a highly unusual advertisement. It headlined:
“We Support the Pacificon Committee’s RIGHT to limit member-
ship for cause.” It was signed by an impressive array of science
fiction fan notables. From the Discon Committee (Washington,
D.C.): George Scithers, Bill Evans, Bob Pavlat, Dick Eney and
Robert A. Madle; from the Seattle group: F.M. Busby, Elinor
Busby, and Wally Weber; Earl Kemp represented Chicago;
Noreen Shaw signed for the first Cleveland convention and Ben
Jason for the second; Detroit had as “delegates”: Howard De-
Vore, Fred Prophet, Jim Broderick, George Young, and Roger
Sims; Detroit II contributed Dick Schultz and Dannie Plachta;
Jack Speer signed for The Fantasy Amateur Press Association and
Dave Kyle for Nycon II, with Sam Moskowitz signing for Nycon
I; the Cincinnati Fantasy Group registered en toto; and unaffili-
ated prominent fans Larry Shaw, Wrai Ballard, Roy Tackett, Don
Franson, Janie Lamb, Ron Ellik, Al Lewis, and Joe Gibson were
also represented.

What prompted this unusual move was the fact that a West
Coast fan had been accused of alleged child molestation and
therefore was notreally wanted in attendance at the convention for
fear of anincident. This opened up a new perspective on the action
taken by the committee of The First World Science Fiction
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Convention in 1939 in barring six Futurians from entry for fear,
“with overwhelming cause,” that they might disrupt the conven-
tion. The situation now was: does a convention committee have
the right to limit membership for its own legitimate protection? If
it does, then a reevaluation of the action taken at the first world
convention in a more positive light was in order.

Many of those present had a sense of impending loss whenE.E.
Smith was unable to appear for his talk “How to Write a Story
Around an Idea” and John Brunner, prominent British author,
substituted for him. Word was received that Smith was at that
moment recovering in a hospital after having had a lung removed.
He was to die in 1965, and the final novel in the Skylark series,
Skylark DuQuesne, which was serialized in /f magazine that year,
is believed to have been substantially rewritten if not actually
written by Fred Pohl.

A fascinating part of the convention program was the appear-
ance of Dr. Josef Nesvadba, a Czechoslovakian psychiatrist who
had published three stories in The Magazine of Fantasy and
Science Fiction. He spoke an excellent English. His book Vam-
pires Ltd.: Stories of Science and F antasy had just appeared from
A. Vanous, New York, and Bill Donaho, a member of the
convention committee, was handling them for $7.50. In 1964
Nesvadba told us Ray Bradbury was the best-known American
science fiction author behind the iron curtain, followed by Robert
A. Heinlein, A.E. van Vogt, and Lewis Padgett. Their stories
appealed primarily to the younger crowd. There had been a good
amount of science fiction published in the USSR up until 1930,
but its publication had been almost eliminated under Stalin, to be
granted an immediate revival in 1957 when the Russians sent up
the first successful sputnik.

1965—Loncon Il, London
by Frederik Pohl

The great thing for me about Loncon II was where it was.
Although I had spent a couple of years in Europe in World War I,
courtesy of the all-expense tour given by the U.S. Army, I had
spent it all in Italy and France. This was my first time in England,
and it was wonderful. London was a dream. Some things turned
outtobe justas advertised. The red double-decker buses ran on the
wrong side of the street, as promised; people quaintly paid for
things with actual shillings and pence—by which I do not mean
those boring decimal things they use now, but big round twelve-
to-a-shilling copper checkers that tore the lining out of your
pockets. Some things were quite surprising—as, for instance,
discovering that most of the staff in English hotels didn’t speak
English. It was a very educational experience.

The con was held in the Mount Royal Hotel, on Oxford Street,
afew blocks from the Marble Arch, the Speakers’ Corner, and the
whole stretch of Hyde Park/Kensington Gardens. That was purely
magical, too. We were all where H.G. Wells had walked, and A.
Conan Doyle; S. Fowler Wright and W. Olaf Stapledon had
crossed these very streets, and, nearly as legendary, John Wynd-
ham and Brian W. Aldiss were actually sharing the convention
with us.

Brian, in fact, was the Guest of Honor at the con. A witty,
erudite, good-humored one he was, too, as much of a boon
companion as he has proved to be, on four continents and in scores
of cities, in the decades since then. I think that was the first time

Brian and I met; I know it was the first time I’d ever met John
Wyndham—in the flesh, at least, although I'd been his American
literary agent for a good many years while he was writing some of
his most famous works, like The Day of the Triffids.

And then, on the last day of the con, my English editor, John
Bush of Gollancz & Co., stole a dozen or so of us away to visit his
country home on the Surrey-Sussex border. We had tea; we had
scones; we had fresh fruit picked right out of John and Sheila
Bush’s garden, on the grounds of a house that had been begun in
the 17th Century and partly demolished by a V-1 in the 20th. It was
a fine trip. I missed the business meeting by being there. Turned
out I missed more than that, because that business meeting was
where the site for the next year’s con was decided; and if I and a
couple of friends had stayed to vote, our ballots could have made
a different outcome for the 1966 site selection—could, in fact,
have made a winner out of the committee that had picked me for
its GoH.

Well, you can’t have everything. I had enough. We even
managed a couple of sidetrips—to the only cathedral in the world
with a spacecraft in its stained-glass windows; even, along with
Jack and Blanche Williamson, to mad, mysterious old Stone-
henge. Every Worldcon gives the people who go the chance to
meet old friends and make new ones, but usually all you see is the
hotel and the nearest McDonald’s; this one also gave us England.

I still think of Marble Arch as the heart of London. It happened
that last year my wife and I spent the spring in London, in a flata
few blocks away from the Mount Royal, and I passed it almost
every day. Sadly, the Lyons Corner House is gone from the corner
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and the traffic is worse than ever. But the hotel looks just the same,
and London is still London.

1966—Tricon, Cleveland
by Frederik Pohl

Cleveland, Ohio, is not generally described as one of the most
romantic and fascinating cities in the world, but the 1966
Worldcon there was a delight. One special memory sticks in my
mind. We shared the Sheraton-Cleveland hotel with another
convention—maybe the last time that ever happened, before
Worldcons got so big that we crowded everybody out. This time
the other con was some sort of reunion of war veterans. I don’t
have anything against war veterans; some of my best friends are
war veterans, and actually so am I; but I don’t think they would be
my first choice for a group to share a con with. In the event, they
didn’t bother us much. We didn’t bother them, either. About the
only place where the two populations came in contact was in the
hotel elevators—notably on the night when one of those elevators
got stuck between floors. We were there an hour while the
engineers banged and clanged and tried to figure out how to get us
out. What they finally had to do was to bash out a hatchway so we
could climb from the stuck car to the one next to it to get out.
Naturally, the car was packed to the limit—has there ever been a
Worldcon elevator in party time that was not? We were hot,
sweaty, certainly pretty uncomfortable. And those war heroes in
the funny hats were sobbing, beating on the walls of the car, crying
that they were too young to die like rats in a trap...while the fans
in the same car were wholly relaxed and enjoying the whole thing,

1966—Tricon, Cleveland

laughing and filking just as they would at any other room party.
(I don’t know if that actually proves that fans are braver than war
veterans. I suspect it may only mean that fans believe that, if you
gotta go, what better place to do it than at a Worldcon?)

This time I did get to the business meeting, because once again
I had a Guest-of-Honor bid and I'd learned my lesson from
London the year before. Three groups were bidding for the site of
the next Worldcon, and two of them had let me know that if they
got it I was to be their GoH. I thought that was pretty good odds,
but when it came to vote time Harlan Ellison got up and orated for
half an hour about the wonders of the Big Apple. (New York was
the bid that had picked someone else as guest.) Harlan is one of the
most persuasive speakers who ever lived, and I knew my hopes
were in trouble—right up to the point where he promised to take
everyone to dinner with him at Keane’s Chop House. He didn’t
put it in writing, though; but all the same New York won the vote
and my hopes were dashed.

ButIgota pretty neat consolation prize in Cleveland. The other
thing that sticks in my mind about Tricon is thatI gota Hugo there.
I had never received one before. I guess you always remember
your first time.

1967—Nycon 3, New York City
by Frederik Pohl

The good thing about losing my chance to be a Worldcon Guest
of Honor in 1967 was that the person who beat me out was my
good old buddy Lester del Rey. If I had to lose out to someone
there’s no one I'd rather lose to than Lester, who richly deserves
all the honors that are going around. The only bad thing about that
didn’t appear until the banquet itself. Lester had spent weeks
working up a Guest of Honor speech. Naturally they saved him for
last on the program; unnaturally—or, really, pretty naturally,
when you consider how these things went—the previous speakers
maundered on so long that when it came Lester’s turn he an-
nounced that he’d been sitting in that room too long, supposed
everyone else felt the same way, and so would be glad to supply
copies of his speech to anyone who cared to read it...but refused
to deliver it.

Then it came to Hugo time. Having won Hugo No. 1 the year
before in Cleveland, I wasn’t a virgin any more; but in my wildest
dreams I hadn’t expected that not only would my magazine, If,
walk away with the Hugo for “Best Magazine” but that the Hugos
for Best Novel, Best Novella, Best Novelette, Best Short Story,
and even Best Artist would all go for work originally published in
one of my magazines. It was aclean sweep. I have at leastanormal
amount of vanity, but I don’t remember any other time when that
vanity was quite as tickled as at the New York Worldcon of 1967.

There is one other memory that won’t go away. It concerns the
dinner a dozen or so of us shared, in the evening just before the
masquerade, in the basement restaurant of the hotel (it was then
the Statler-Hilton, is now the New York Penta). You don’t expect
really good service in any hotel restaurant over Labor Day
weekend (not after your first experience, you don’t, anyway), but
this was right off the scale. We waited half an hour for anyone to
give us a menu, another forty-five minutes for someone else to
start taking orders. Then it was an hour and a bit before the
appetizers were served—and the poor lady next to me, who had
ordered snails, could see them cooling off on a rack across the
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1967—Nycon 3, New York City

room, all that time. (Can you imagine eating room-temperature
snails?) Our GoH, Lester del Rey, is not known for having the
longest fuse in the world on his temper. When the salad the waiter
finally brought him turned out to be nothing like what he’d
ordered, and when three consecutive requests had failed to get
anyone to take the thing away, Lester removed it in his own way.
He skidded it across the floor of the restaurant, like a flat stone
over water; while on the other side of the restaurant I could see
Harlan Ellison (also notoriously short-fused) bouncing his York-
shire puddings against the wall to prove the things were too
rubbery for human consumption.

None of us were ever invited back to that restaurant again. On
the other hand, none of us ever wanted to be.

1968—Baycon, Oakland
by Frederik Pohl

At Baycon there were two things that were always in the air,
wherever you went. One was music—well, they called it music;
anyway, the old hotel was rattling with the sound of acid rock, all
night long—and the other was a gift from the Berkeley campus,
justdown the hill. Those were the days of campus riots, and what
we got from them was the faint and inescapable aroma of tear gas.

What I remember best is the banquet, partly because I got my
third editorial Hugo there, even more because of Phil Farmer’s
Guest of Honor speech. He devoted alarge part of it to denouncing
John W. Campbell, Jr., who happened to be sitting at our table; so
I had the chance of watching John’s face all through the long

address. John was a real gentleman about it all. He listened with
full attention, and if he was boiling inside his expression was
always polite. But then John Campbell was a class act from the
beginning—most of the time.

1969—St. Louiscon, St. Louis
A Reminiscence by Dave Kyle

Worldcon attendance went into orbit in the mid-1960s. Only
two big conventions had been held from 1939 through 1965:
Chicago 1952 approached a thousand, as did New York 1956. The
trend began in 1966 with Cleveland’s 850. Then came the full lift-
off thrust of 1,500 in 1967 at the third New York appearance.
Downabit, upabit, climbing toward today—two thousand, three,
four, five, six, eight thousand fans!

The St. Louiscon in 1969 was part of that new acceleration, the
largest attendance to that date at precisely 1,534. For good reason,
too. The facilities were outstanding. The Chase Park-Plaza was
billed as “the biggest and best con hotel west of the Mississippi”
and had a glass-enclosed Zodiac Roof Lounge with an outdoor
Roof Garden overlooking the city. (A time when all conventions
were expected to hold all events in the one hotel.) Registration for
five days (Thursday had become the official opening day) was
now $4, with a non-attending supporting membership at $3, and
rooms were $13 single, $18 double, suites starting at $35. Conven-
tions were getting larger and so were the prices. (But twenty years
later—ouch!) The committee (from the Ozark SF Assn.) was
competent and efficient and had added new events to the expected
ones. The beginning was auspicious.

1968—Baycon, Oakland
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1969—St. Louiscon, St. Louis

For the first time since number one with Frank R. Paul, the
convention had an artist as the guest of honor. He was Jack
Gaughan, a prolific pro who was a fan at heart. Another radical
departure was the inauguration of the two-years-in-advance site
bidding so that the sites for both 1970 and 1971 were chosen there,
a fortuitous time because the problem of balloting in Heidelberg
(1970) was solved.

Traditions were continued and new ones were begun. The
“Dum Dum” of the Burroughs Bibliophiles was shepherded by
Vem Coriell with Rita. The N3F Hospitality Room was super-
vised by Janie Lamb. The very successful art show, now in its
tenth year as an official event called The International Science-
Fantasy Art Exhibition, was guided by Bjo Trimble with Bruce
Pelz. (One tradition that was nearly lost was the chronic bottle-
neck at the elevators. The hotel had promised a solution because
there were plenty of elevators available, all expected to function
smoothly at the crucial moments when the crowds surged toward
them. Atone late evening moment, though, for some inexplicable
reason, they weren’t all in service. Thus, once more, frustrated
vertical travelers congregated and the con “tradition” had stayed
with us. Also, the pre-convention pledge that we would not have
to share with some other convention—another one of those
annoying circumstances which seemed to happen to us without
warning—was almost broken. The Kansas City Chiefs football
team arrived on Sunday(?) and tried a power play. We had a minor
scrimmage and lost little if any yardage.)

The exciting climax for the St. Louiscon was, naturally, the

awarding of the Hugos. The old traditional way, inevitably
doomed in the future, was with the Sunday night banquet. The
toastmaster was Harlan Ellison, one of our very best. The Hugo
presenter was Bob Bloch, one of our very best. What person sat at
your table was a measure of your status—the parallel to Oscar
night was fascinating.

The genesis of the St. Louiscon is traced to the Room 770 con
party at Nolacon I (New Orleans 1951). Nolacon was a significant
marker on our road to con history. It was the last of the small
Worldcons (the kind the old dinosaurs of First Fandom so deeply
miss). It was an end and the conception of a beginning—a
beginning like the St. Louiscon to close out the sixties.

1970—Heicon ’70, Heidelberg
by Anthony R. Lewis" [Noreascon I Chairman]

AtSt. Louisin 1969 the 1970 site for the World Science Fiction
Convention was set for Heidelberg, Bundesrepublik Deutsch-
land. This was the first time that the venue of the convention was
in a non-English-language country. However, since large num-
bers of fans were expected from all over Europe, the official
languages of the convention were German and English, as almost
all would be able to understand one of them.

Heicon 70 selected as Guests of Honor Robert Silverberg
(U.S.A)), Edwin C. Tubb (U.K.), and Herbert W. Franke (Ger-
many). The Fan Guest of Honor was TAFF winner Elliot Kay
Shorter; John Brunner (U.K.) was the Toastmaster at the banquet.
This banquet was held at the Heidelberger SchloB, certainly one
of the mostimpressive places we have ever been - no hotel banquet
facility could match it.

1970—Heicon *70, Heidelberg
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The program was interesting, with many Europeans speaking
whohad neverbeen to a Worldcon. Items were well-attended. The
art show was dominated by European art of very high quality,
including massive amounts of the works of Karel Thole (sigh).

The last day of the convention was a relaxing boat trip on the
Neckar River to Neckarsteinach, where, despite the committee’s
preplanning, very few places to eat were open. This showed that
such problems are universal and not restricted to the English-
speaking countries.

The last item was a massive auction to help defray costs such
as rental of the Stadthalle that were not covered by the usual fees.
This auction went on for quite a while. It is no longer possible to
know what was sold, as the records were also auctioned. I do
remember that we sold the beer bottles the auctioneers had
emptied as well as the bottle caps. We sold the shirt off Mario
Bosnyak’s back and almost sold Mario as well (until he saw who
was bidding, but that is not a fit tale for these pages...).

About 620 people attended the convention; very few did not
have a good time. Despite the small committee and the multiple
languages, the con was well-organized and run. It showed that
there was no need to worry about language barriers as long as the
committee knows what it is doing.

The Committee: Manfred Kage (Chairman), Thea Molly Auer
(Vice-Chairman & Treasurer), Mario Boris Ivanovich Bosnyak
(Secretary), Hans-Werner Heinrichs (Public Relations).

1971—Noreascon |, Boston
by Anthony R. Lewis" [Noreascon I Chairman]

Noreascon was the first convention chosen with a two-year
lead time. This meant more progress reports, more time to plan,
more time to worry. We introduced the escalating rate structure to
induce people to join the convention as early as possible.

The con was held in the then-new Sheraton-Boston, located in
the Back Bay of Boston with many restaurants and other diver-
sions within easy walking or subway distance.

The two main emphases of the convention were to reduce
hassle to the members by good planning and organization and to
put on a solid program. Evidence of the first was in the lack of
major disasters and the rapid response of the committee and staff
to incidents as they occurred. In fact, some elements of fandom
later complained that there had not been major disasters for the
fans to rally around (may you live in interesting times, and all
that). We printed our hotel contract in the program book so that
attendees would know exactly what they could expect. This also
proved to be a useful template for future conventions.

The program began the trend to multi-tracking at Worldcons.
Main program was divided into three segments. The first dealt
with the interaction of humanity with the universe and was called
“Terraforming the Earth.” The second dealt with interactions
between humanity and intelligence(s) which may be humanity
itself or may be others, either organic or non-organic; this was
“Man-Made Man.” Finally, we considered science fiction both as
atool and for its intrinsic values, literary and otherwise—*SF, the
Writing on the Wall—Prophecy or Graffiti?” The last included an
SFRA-sponsored session of academic papers. In addition to these
were seminars, special interest groups, discussion groups, etc. We
felt, than on the whole, this was very successful.

There were two tracks of films. One was the all-night movies

introduced by St. Louiscon. The other was “The Wheel.” This was
aa30-hour showing of old SF potboilers interspersed with classic
serials such as “The Adventures of Captain Marvel” and “Flash
Gordon Conquers the Universe.” One must remember that at this
time there was no large-scale ownership of VCRs nor wide-spread
distribution of cable TV. SF conventions were the only place that
most fans could see these. This is no longer the case.

Guest of Honor was Clifford D. Simak; Fan Guest of Honor
was Harry Wamer, Jr. Both made fine speeches at the Hugo
Awards banquet. (Note that the banquet speeches and presenta-
tions are available from NESFA on LPs.) Mario Bosnyak (TAFF
Delegate) and Bob Shaw (winner of the Bob Shaw fund) also
spoke. Robert Silverberg was magnificentas the Toastmaster, and
Isaac Asimov was his usual witty eminence presenting the Hugos
while noting in passing (not more than 10 or 20 times) that he had
not yet won one. The hotel got a standing ovation from the awards
ceremony audience.

We went to assigned seating at the banquet, remembering
stampedes at other conventions. This took a little extra effort but
was well worth it.

About 1600 people attended Noreascon. While not large by
today’s standards, it was the largest (and smoothest running)
Worldcon up to that time. Hugo nomination forms were sent out
in French to Canadian and overseas fans as well as the usual
English-language distribution. Over 50% of the membership (at
deadline time) cast Hugo ballots, best returns coming from
Canada.

The Committee: Tony Lewis (Chairman), Fred Isaacs (Treas-

1971—Noreascon I, Boston
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urer), Stew Brownstein (Chief of Operations & Security), Dave
Anderson (Records), Suford Lewis (Publications), Bill Desmond
(Cinema), and the usual cast of hundreds (now thousands).

1972—L.A.Con |, Los Angeles
by Frederik Pohl

I took my two youngest kids along to the 1972 Worldcon in
L.A. Thatmay have been a mistake. Neither of them had everbeen
in California before, so we got there a week early in order to do
Disneyland and the LaBrea Tar Pits and the Los Angeles Art
Museum and the Farmer’s Market and everything else that was to
be done in the area. So by the time of the con itself it was kind of
an anticlimax—well, it might have been, I think. What prevented
it from being anticlimactic was the fact that finally I had made it;
I was officially the Guest of Honor, a situation which tends to
make any con seem a lot better than it actually is.

Best or not, the L.A. 1972 con was certainly the biggest—with
over 2,000 on the books, it had the most attendance of any
Worldcon ever. (At least, then it did. A mere couple of thousand
looks at most small-to-medium now.) It had a few problems. The
International Hotel where it was held (now under new manage-
ment as the Airport Hyatt) is right across the street from the
bustling runways of LAX, so we had four-engined jets buzzing by
our windows night and day; in the middle of everything SFWA
was forced to call an emergency meeting, because one of the
members wanted us to strike the con (his grievance was thathe had
been forced to wear his badge where it was visible, instead of over
his groin); and the con committee refused to give memberships to

1972—L.A.Con I, Los Angeles

1973—Torcon 2, Toronto

the GoH’s two children (a chintziness of the spirit which the GoH
has not forgotten after all these years). All the same, it was a great
con. The kids must have liked the place, at least, because now one
of them is now a full-time Los Angeleno.

1973—Torcon 2, Toronto
by Frederik Pohl

Toronto’s a wonderful city, in every respect but climate—they
could improve it alot by moving itabout a thousand miles south—
and, apart from all its built-in charms, it has a special attraction for
me. My eldest daughter has been living there for the past twenty-
odd years. So I am always glad to have a chance to be in Toronto,
and gladder than usual this time because I arrived at the 1973
Worldcon with a Hugo nomination going for me—this time, for
writing.

Came the time of the award ceremonies, which in those days
were still held at the banquet, and no one had tipped anybody off
as to who was going to walk away with the rocket ships. We shared
a table with Ben Bova and Isaac Asimov, who were also on the
nomination list. I can’t say for sure that any of us were nervous—
for all I know, Isaac always has to go to the men’s room seven
times between the soup and the ice-cream dessert. Then came the
awards. The first was the announcement of the winner for Best
Editor, and our table won out; Ben got up to take his award. Then
they announced the winner for Best Novel, and Isaac brought back
the Hugo for The Gods Themselves. That made two of the things
decorating our table, and it was my turn to try for three. I'd
published a novella called “The Gold at the Starbow’s End” the
year before; it was a nominee, I was pretty pleased with it myself,
and half a dozen people had been telling me it was a shoo-in.
Something terrible happened on the way to the votes, though.
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When they announced the winner in the novella category it wasn’t
me. I hung my head in shame; I was the only one at the table who
hadn’t won. It was a humiliating moment, because I could feel
their eyes on me, and I knew I was bringing the class of the
neighborhood down. Ben and Isaac were polite in offering condo-
lences, but I knew what they were thinking.

Then they got around to announcing the Best Short Story
winner.

Honestly, I had just about forgotten that the last posthumous
collaboration with Cyril Kornbluth, “The Meeting,” had been on
the nominations list; and I was taken totally by surprise when it
won.

So I went up and got my two Hugos for the story—one for me,
one to deliver to Cyril’s widow—and came back and sat down,
and Isaac was giving me dirty looks. “Rotten showoff,” he
snarled. “How come all we get is one Hugo apiece and you come
away with two?”

1974—Discon Il, Washington, D.C.
A Reminiscence by Dave Kyle

Eleven years after Washington, D.C. had held the 21st World
SF Con, the big weekend came again to the nation’s capital city.
Discon II in 1974, officially the 32nd convention, was
enormously different in almost every way.

From 600 in attendance in 1963, the event now registered
3,587! It was by far the largest gathering to date and would be until
Phoenix in 1978.

program book

1974—Discon II, Washington, D.C.

The site was the Sheraton-Park Hotel and Motor Inn, possess-
ing the largestconvention facilities in the district (where Presiden-
tial Inaugural Balls were held). As I remember that year, I believe
that this rambling, historical place was the former Park Shoreham
or Shoreham Park, much like a resort hotel, with glass-enclosed
promenades connecting various buildings and looking out over
the landscaped grounds.

Registration (and films) began on Thursday, with the opening
ceremonies at noontime Friday. Our weekends were getting
longer. The announced intention for two themes in programming
was phrased this way: “When Armstrong and Aldrin stepped out
on the Lunar surface in 1969, they were taking the ‘giant step’ that
many of us had taken vicariously for decades. To emphasize the
close relationship between actual occurrences in the space pro-
gram and the interest of science fiction writers and readers, the
team was awarded a special Hugo by St. Louiscon in 1969 for ‘The
Best Moon Landing Ever’.” (How did I manage to overlook this
special Hugo in my report on that convention? For shame!) So,
that was the focus of the “Outer Space” theme. As for an “Inner
Space” theme, in part the con committee said, “The Discon II feels
it appropriate to take a closer look at where our present develop-
ments may lead us. We hope to examine the question of whether
or not our tomorrows can survive our todays.” After the official
start, there were these two keynote speeches to underscore the
themes of the con: “Outer Space: Space Travel Then and Now”
and “Inner Space: Our Earth and Its Future in the Hands of Man.”

The programming, reflecting these themes, was put on a single
track. “Single tracking” (no simultaneous and thus conflicting
panels and speeches, etc.), traditional for decades, was used for
the entire weekend. There were, however, many side events going
on. There were the usual set features such as the Masquerade
(there’s that term again for the costume parade and contest), the
Hugo Awards Banquet (with a Pre-Banquet Cocktail Hour)—$11
for the chicken and $12.25 for the steak—the Art Show, the
Hucksters’ Room, the Auction, and films shown on daytime and
all-night schedules. The NFFF (N3F) had a hospitality room, of
course, and the SFW A and the SFRA (Science Fiction Research
Association) had ongoing activities, along with events such as the
Burroughs Bibliophiles’ Dum Dum and the Georgette Heyer Tea.
Multi-tracking would soon be the accepted way to program as
growing attendance and many diverse interests would make this
new approach popular.

Though Roger Zelazny, one of the newer celebrities appearing
on the scene, and Jay Kay Klein were the guests of honor, the
convention became almost an Isaac Asimov-Harlan Ellison
weekend spectacular. On Saturday, they had a slam-bang dia-
logue which rocked the audience with enthusiastic delight. In the
evening, Harlan presented his movie, A Boy and His Dog, as a
special event, complete with commentary. Later, on a panel, he
described his encounters with the frustrating ways of Hollywood
productions.

Monday afternoon closed the weekend. The following year
was now on everyone’s mind. Well, anyhow, lots of minds,
because a new phase of Worldcons was beginning. The next one
would be down under, on the other side of the world. Australia
would now be part of the act. The Aussiecon in Melbourne had
been chosen for 1975.
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1975—Aussiecon One, Melbourne
The Bringing of Smo-0-0-0-0-oth to Australia by Roger Sims"
[Nolacon Il Fan GoH]

The 33rd World Science Fiction Convention, Aussiecon, was
held August 14-17, 1975 at the Southern Cross Hotel in Mel-
bourne, Australia. It was truly a first-class event.

However, a con half way across the world and down another
half cannot begin and end at the site. This one began in LA with
some sixty American and Canadian fans gathered together by
Grace and Don Lundry and molded into the Aussie Con Trip.
Many of whom still hold an Aussie Con Trip party at Worldcons.

The fan activities actually started before Thursday’s formal
opening on Wednesday evening at DeGreaves Bar located some-
where in Melbourne. My attendance there is probably responsible
for my being unable to remember much of the opening ceremony.
However, I am sure that the Guests of Honor Ursula K. Le Guin,
Susan Wood, and Mike Glicksohn, DUFF winner Rusty Hevelin,
and “special fund” Bob Tucker had many good pro and fan things
1o say.

Moreover, even with the program book in front of me, I am
unable to remember much of the program. Must have been jetlag,
or maybe bad bheer. However, with a little help from my friends
some of the following did come out.

On Sunday Lynn Hickman, Rusty Hevelin, and Ron Graham
thrilled us with a nostalgic look at the “golden days” when science
fiction really had a sense of wonder, on a panel entitled, “It’s only
Science Fiction, But We Like It!” I would like to give you areview
of what they said, but even they do not remember.

The one item that I am most sorry I slept through was called
“The Role of Sheep in Science Fiction or Whither the Woolmark
in the Future.” I wonder, which came first, the book or the talk?

I do remember the main event of the Tucker Bag by “Bob, this
is your life?”, Tucker. But first a word on how Bob Tucker
managed to get to Aussiecon. Many of his friends urged him torun
for DUFF. However, he felt that because he was more pro than fan
it wouldn’t be fair. And besides, his sometime father sometimes
son was running. The truth: Up to this point Bob had never flown
in an airplane! And he could not think of any other way to get to
the Con. But not to worry, some of these same friends, the ones
who had urged him to run, namely Jackie Franke, Martha Beck,
and Joni Stopa, started a fund to send Bob to Australia. Fortu-
nately, not only did they raise enough money to send him there,
they alsoraised enough money to bring him back. Now to the main
event: It was the story of Rosebud. Unfortunately, it is nota proper
story for this proper publication. Maybe if you can get him to do
many smoooths in a row you might be able to talk him into telling
the story one more time.

Most of you who know Bob’s habits know that he is very
careful not to offend anyone with his cigar smoking. This habitled
to the following incident: On the lastnightat the hotel, Rusty, who
shared a room with Bob, was finishing dressing in preparation for
the two going to dinner. Bob was ready. So while waiting, he
decided to smoke a cigar. Being nice, he slid the sliding window
open; not being nice the window jumped its tracks and crashed
seven stories to the ground. Picking his jaw off the floor, Bob
called the front desk. The clerk, upon hearing the story, said not
to worry, someone will fix it in the morning. To which Bob
replied, “But it’s winter.” “Oh, right you are! We will have

AUSSIECON

1975—Aussiecon One, Melbourne

someone right up to move you to a new room. One with all the
windows intact.”

The formal closing ceremony was held in the main ballroom
Sunday at 5:00 pm. However, the con did not end then, it began
again almost immediately with a Pie Night. Pie Night was de-
scribed in the Program Book as “Typical Australian delicacies for
the delight of our visitors from far and near.” The afterglow
continued the next day with a steam train ride to Ballarat, where
the government had established amuseum at the closed gold mine.
We all looked but nothing glittered like gold. But we did have a
great time.

Thus ended the con.

Some other highlights:

The almost non-stop parties.

The First Fandom party hosted by Ron Graham and attended
by these First Fandomites: Ron Graham, John Millard, Alderson
Fry, Roy and Dede Lavender, ForrestJ Ackerman, Wally Gonser,
Lynn Hickman, Jack Chalker, Bea Taylor, and Bob Tucker.

The almost non-stop parties.

The boat trip around Sydney Harbor.

Having lunch at the Travel Lodge with Don Tuck.

The almost non-stop parties.

The visit to Ron Graham’s library with its 12,000 paperbacks,
12,000 magazines, 10,000 hardcovers, over 10,000 SF and Fan-
tasy comics, and 5,000 fanzines which included almost complete
runs of the early ones up toand including 1940. And all catalogued
like a real library with a full-time librarian. The workmen who
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built the addition to Ron’s house thought that they were building
a lending library.

The travels around Australia and New Zealand before and after
the con.

The walk around town with Fred and Lynn taking turns buying
bheers. Lynn paid $1.50 for bottled bheer in the hotel. Fred paid
35¢ for the same bottle in a working man’s bar around the corner.
I paid 10¢ for a shell. They are still mad at me!

The role daffodils played in our travels.

The NASFiC in L.A.

And least of all, the sixty-plus hours without seeing anything
looking like a bed from the time we left New Zealand until we
arrived back in Detroit.

A special thanks is due Fred Prophet, Lynn Hickman, and
Rusty Hevelin, who supplied some of the information and
thoughts that I have mangled into this report. Also to Pat Sims, my
excellent proof reader.

It’s all their fault.

1976—MidAmeriCon, Kansas City
by Frederik Pohl

MidAmeriCon was held in Kansas City, a place where the song
tells us that everything is up to date. Well, it more or less is; the
song doesn’t lie. (Bob Heinlein even pointed out to us the
skyscraper “seven stories high, about as high as a building orter
go” of the song, and it was still standing.) Kansas City definitely
isprovided with plenty of fine hotels and even good restaurants—
most of the time, anyway. You certainly couldn’t prove that by the
experience of MidAmeriCon. We got there at a bad time. The
barbarian hordes had beaten us to the town, and Kansas City had
been copiously invaded, raped, and pillaged the week before we

1976—MidAmeriCon, Kansas City

got there. It had been the site of the 1976 Republican Convention,
and in the process of nominating Gerald Ford for the race he was
going to lose, the Republicans had pulverized all of Kansas City’s
amenities right down to the ground. Every waiter and bartender in
the town was exhausted to the point of either surly resentment or
coma. The hotels were no better. Presumably, they had been
stiffed by the Republicans so many times that they were trusting
nobody no more for nothing; we were greeted at the hotel
registration desk with the information that they were demanding
cash in advance and no charges to the room permitted at all, no
matter how many heavy-duty credit cards you waved in their
faces. And the service in the city’s restaurants was not merely bad.
It was unbelievable. On the Saturday of the con, half the restau-
rants within walking distance simply closed the doors so their
war-wounded serving staff could try to convalesce.

Nevertheless, it was a great con. Bob Heinlein was the GoH,
though most attendees didn’t see much of him. The con committee
considered him both fragile and a national resource, and they kept
him protected from the unruly mob of the rest of us by sneaking
him to his engagements through service elevators and backdoor
passages. (What a long way that was from his previous Worldcon
GoH turn, in 1961 in Seattle. There the door of every room party
had been open to everyone present, and Bob’s own room door had
been opened the widest of all.)

But I can’t say a bad word about MidAmeriCon even though
I didn’t win any Hugos, wasn’t Guest of Honor and came away
with no big publishing contracts from chance-met editors. I got
something better in Kansas City. It was there that I found myself
sitting across a dinner table from a pretty young college girl named
Elizabeth Anne Hull. I figured she was probably a freshman—
sophomore at the most—but that began to seem unlikely when I
discovered she had a twenty-year-old daughter. Ultimately it
turned out that she wasn’t attending a college, she was a professor
in one. One thing led to another, and a few years ago we got
married; so I would have to say that very likely 1976: Kansas City
was my very best Worldcon of all.

1977—SunCon, Miami Beach
A Reminiscence by Dave Kyle

SunCon was controversial almost from the beginning. The
planning began four years earlier, in 1973, with Orlando as the
site. Orlando was the fastest growing city in central Florida and
next to Disney World, but, though in the eastern rotation zone, it
was far removed from the eastern fan population centers. A new
hotel under construction, the Sheraton Towers, was very inter-
ested and a contract of intent was signed. There was, however, no
Orlando or Florida group in place to make the bidding. The prime
movers were non-Floridians; the bidding committee had virtually
no Florida fans. The “7 for 77" campaign was not taken seriously
by some and many fans were surprised and irritated when the
hard-working Orlando bid actually won. “They shudd’na won,”
was heard. And then, when a switch was make unexpectedly from
Orlando to Miami Beach, the I-told-you-so’s were convinced that
they were right. An opposition, encouraged by former supporters
(fan feuding never dies), developed which bad-mouthed the
SunCon. In the later stages, a not-very-sub-rosa boycott was
organized. The year of 1977 was being considered as a lost year
for fandom by a minority and many believed this so.

104 Noreascon Three



SCIFT Predonts —

N7 W%

s = (t‘(
CE“ER}D@
§//

S
¥ BEFORE (AT.




The chairman, Don Lundry of New J ersey, explained the
problems succinctly in the first progress report. The hotel found
ithad acommitment it couldn’t meet when it revealed itself to be
in Chapter 11 bankruptcy. Room rates and miscellaneous charges
were to be increased by the hotel. Renegotiations were demanded.
The exhibit hall now had to be cleared by Sunday noon instead of
Monday evening. Unanswered letters, verbal waffling, unethical
changes representing bad faith left the committee helpless. “Suing
a bankrupt business,” Lundry said, “is an exercise in futility.”
General consensus on this problem led to a move southward—to
Miami Beach. The move was possible because The Fontaine-
bleau, a huge faded glory, was renovatin g its way back to preem-
inence. The equally famous Eden Roc next door was also avail-
able—and indeed much used in tandem. The Fontainebleau was
able to offer as much or more as the original Orlando choice.
Rumors spread that it, too, was going bankrupt, but in actuality it
was a nasty local problem of high finance versus municipal
unions. Disgruntled pre-con registrants were offered their money
back. Lundry was right when he understated that “There seem to
have been more than the usual number of disappointments and
frustrations.” The outcome? An unexpectedly low attendance.
However, the convention was well run by a nationwide staff and
successfully, but to this day some say (usually those who didn’t
attend) that the SunCon was one of the worst. I worked there as
part of it, as so many other fans around the country did, and I
certainly believed, as many have, that it was the FunCon.

The Guest of Honor was beloved Jack Williamson, SFWA’s
Grand Master and whom Bob Heinlein called the Dean of Science
Fiction. Incredible as it seems, it took the 35th Worldcon to honor
him. And even today at the age of 81, Praise the Lord, Jack is still
going strong.

P PROCRAM
CRAM

1977—SunCon, Miami Beach

SunCon had its share of new ideas, dili gently searching for new
ways to serve fandom (like an 800 phone number). It reinstituted
the Hugo Awards Banquet. Perhaps the best progress reports
published by any con to date were the series of four in large size
under the identification of “Convention Journal.” Also a serious
attempt was made, and in good measure successful, to unite
fandom into a national body under the name of the World Science
Fiction Society, with incorporation again being seriously consid-
ered. For a dedicated con fan, the Journals are worth reading
(consider the definition of the amateur fanzine eligible fora Hugo
and the articles on “filksinging” and “potlatch”). For the knowl-
edgeable science fiction fan, the Program Book is a masterpiece,
with a wraparound Vincent Di Fate cover featuring a wonderful
portrait of Jack Williamson. There were in-depth articles about,
for, and by Jack Williamson—and equally full and interesting
material about, for, and by Bob Madle, Fan Guest of Honor. Even
Bob Silverberg, the Toastmaster, was extensively covered. We
who attended had the pleasure of spending a weekend with them.
With all the whirlwind of activity, no wonder that weekend also
produced a genuine, tropical, near-miss hurricane. What an ap-
propriate conclusion to the controversial SunCon!

1978—IguanaCon II, Phoenix
IguanaCon Retrospective by Gary Farber" [IguanaCon Il Vice-
Chairman]

At the time, with an attendance of over 4000, IguanaCon was
the largest Worldcon yet, and in several ways serves as the
archetype for the growing pains the Worldcon was undergoing in
the midst of the 1970s SF Explosion. The original committee had
never runaconvention larger than several hundred attendees, and,
under the strains of attempting to coordinate a Worldcon twice as
large as the previous, suffered several internal personnel convul-
sions leading to the resignation and replacement of the original
chair prior to the convention. Fortunately this had little direct
effect upon the actual convention.

The combination of two other factors loomed far larger over
the convention: the Professional Guest of Honor, Harlan Ellison,
and the accident of timing of the National Organization for
Women’s (NOW’s) boycott of states that had failed to ratify the
Equal Rights Amendment.

In 1976, when the voters at Kansas City had picked Phoenix
over Los Angeles and the committee’s selection of Harlan was
confirmed, no ERA boycott was in existence or contemplated. In
1977, after the convention and Harlan were committed, came the
NOW call for all supporters of the ERA to the US Constitution to
refuse to spend money in non-ratified states, including, alas,
Arizona. This left Harlan Ellison and the committee, as ERA
supporters, witha major problem. It was logistically impossible to
move the convention, without even considering the potential legal
and moral problems of breaching faith with the voters. Neither did
Harlan feel that he could break faith by resigning as GoH and
engage in “moral blackmail” and “bludgeoning innocent people
with my ethical imperatives.”

The tight-rope-walking solution that Harlan chose, with the
support of the committee, was to issue a widely publicized
“Statement of Ethical Position” detailing the moral dilemma,
announcing his intention to use his GoHship to publicize the need
for ratification of the ERA, and to urge attendees to spend as little
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as possible in Arizona.

As atypical personal gesture, Harlan refused to accept his free
suite from the con and arranged to drive a Recreational Vehicle
(RV) from Los Angles, park it outside the hotels, and live in it
throughout the convention, thus personally spending no money
whatsoever in the state. (For the first two days, the committee kept
a gopher running to the parking meter with a nickel every half
hour, until a Deputy Mayor of Phoenix was reached who author-
ized the “bagging” of the meter.)

Coordinating with NOW and the committee, tremendous
publicity was given to the ERA throughout the con in a multitude
of ways including Harlan’s donation of signed copies of his 7,
Robot script (unpublished for years to come) to be auctioned for
NOW. As well, a large number of program items were given a
feminist perspective (continuing a trend of ’70s Worldcons par-
tially begun by Susan Wood at Discon II and MidAmeriCon and
greatly increased at SunCon).

SFdom being what it is, this naturally did not meet with the
approval of the entire membership, and various objections were
voiced during the summer previous to the con by some members
of the sf world who offered suggestions including the advocacy of
the idea that the committee should replace Harlan for “politi-
cizing” the Worldcon. The Fan GoH, Bill Bowers, disagreed with
Harlan, and traveled the Midwestern con circuit that summer,
giving “practice speeches” alluding to his differing ideas with his
fellow GoH. The European GoH, Josef Nesvadba, was unable to
obtain governmental permission toattend, and was not heard from
on the subject.

From the committee’s, and most attendees’ perspective, Har-
lan Ellison was an outstanding GoH, setting up shop in a transpar-
ent plastic tent in the Hyatt atrium (built by staffer Phil Paine) and
writing story after story while on public display. Harlan was
available to the attendees to the point of exhaustion on program
item after program item. His contribution of a story to the program
book was much appreciated by the committee, as were his
numerous phone calls of support prior to the convention, even if
staffers Anna Vargo and Phil Paine did have to drive from Phoenix
to L.A. to obtain said story after Harlan missed several deadlines
with ever-more-colorful explanation. (He cooked them hamburg-
ers and let them sleep overnight on his couch while he “put
finishing touches” on the story.)

IguanaCon was the first Worldcon to fully utilize aconvention-
center-and-multiple-hotels (chiefly the Hyatt, and Adams, with
7+ small overflows). With outdoor temperatures reaching past
110° (“butit’s a dry heat!”), the block-long concrete plaza it was
necessary to cross to reach the Hucksters’ Room, Art Show, and
otherevents in the convention center was soon dubbed “The Anvil
of Death” and attendees learned the foolhardiness of attempting to
go barefoot. Several mild heat strokes and faintings were treated,
including one prominent writer, but nothing worse resulted. (One
person did walk through a plate-glass window without serious
injury.)

The first incident of the convention took place immediately
upon the convention center being opened for set-up, when the
management called a committee member into a bathroom to
witness the most incredibly elaborate piece of artwork any present
had ever seen on a toilet-stall door. “We love this,” said the
manager. “You’ll have to pay for it, but we love it.”

1978—IguanaCon II, Phoenix

The first Worldcon to utilize a Hyatt-with-atrium, the spec-
tacularly open interior view helped give the con a truly stfnal
sense-of-wonder and served as the perfect gathering/meeting
place with its countless nooks, crannies, and couches. On the
down side, the committee had to cope with paper-airplane enthu-
siasts (wind currents would suck the planesinto the elevator shafts
and jam the system), laser enthusiasts, and others who didn’t
believe Newton the first time. Several youths decided that setting
off the smoke alarms in the elevators was great entertainment—
all were caught (two by Harlan), but the fire marshal got tired of
traveling in to unlock the system. Attendees without memberships
included a visiting bat (“It’s not ours,” a committee member told
the hotel with a straight face). Conflicting reports of various non-
sf celebrities in evidence, such as the entire Carradine family,
Robert Wagner & Natalie Wood in disguise, and Gene Simmons
of Kiss (in reality, one-time monster fan Gene Klein, but at
IguanaCon an accomplished hoax), helped keep the con exciting
for the committee.

More excitement was obtained from such events as the hotel’s
removal of a deadbeat fan, the drug arrest of a member of the sf
community, and the FBI’s visit to the huckster room in search of
material in violation of movie copyright (this was the year after
Star Wars). Contrary to popular rumors, the FBI team (one white,
one black, one Hispanic, one woman) only spoke with three
husksters and merely requested that they cease selling some
photos or possibly face later legal action. The hucksters complied,
but colorful rumors spread of mass arrests, pornography prosecu-
tions, censorship, dozens in handcuffs, the committee’s use of the
FBI to persecute “enemies,” and worse.

The program, ably created and supervised by James Corrick
and Patrick Hayden, was of unprecedented size, with 6-9 simul-
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taneous tracks. The Nycon III concept of dialogues was success-
fully revived in an attempt to break out of the monotony of panels,
with spirited discussions between Chip Delany & Robert Silver-
berg, Gordon R. Dickson & Andrew J. Offutt, Tom Monteleone
& Jack C. Haldeman, Marta Randall & Elizabeth Lynn, and
others. A Science Track was institutionalized. Another trend that
we now take for granted was continued from its origination the
previous year, that of a Fan Programming Track along with
separate Fan Lounge, Neofan/History Display/Fanzine Sales
Area, and Fanzine Production Room. As well, for the only time,
a women-only “Place of Our Own” Lounge was provided. An
Author’s Forum for readings was institutionalized. The Film
Program, although delightfully imaginative in selection, was,
however, frequently off schedule.

The Masquerade was contracted out to “Boston Mas-
saquerade, Uninc.,” ably chaired by Ellen Franklin, and, in the
luxurious setting of the Symphony Hall, was one of the most
efficient and comfortable ever. The near-perfect match of audi-
ence to number of seats, however, led the committee to a concern
that insufficient seats would be available the next night for the
Hugos, leading to a Bad Decision to issue tickets for the Hugos.
The resulting long line pleased nobody. The Art Show, while
gifted with a profusion of splendid art, was unfortunately notable
forits erratic, unpredictable, and short hours as well as confusion.

Tradition was broken at IguanaCon with the cessation of a
Hugo Banquet and its replacement by the ceremonies in the
Symphony Hall, and a Sunday afternoon Harlan Ellison Roast.
The masquerade was video-taped, the Roast audio-taped, as were
dozens of other program items that were made available for sale
after the con. The blood drive originated at MidAmeriCon was
continued, and the convention obtained the world premiere of the

1979—Seacon 79, Brighton

movie Watership Down. The business meeting was enlivened by
the overlapping of “No Preference” on the site-selection ballot
with the “Flushing In *80” hoax bid, although the suggestion of
one committee member that speakers at the business meeting be
first required to breathe helium before speaking was not acted
upon. The Campbell Award line-up that year looks particularly
impressive in retrospect: Orson Scott Card, Jack L. Chalker,
Stephen R. Donaldson, Elizabeth A. Lynn, and Bruce Sterling.

And, in the most important area of the convention, the parties
were splendid, aided by suites with two floors in the Hyatt, and
David Hartwell being at the peak of the Timescape promotion
budget. As well, one could look over the atrium, and see where the
parties were. Although corkage on sodapop was imposed in the
Adams, the committee arranged to sell it at $6/case there.

A time-traveller from the first decade of Worldcons to Iguana-
Con would be likely to have been stunned and overwhelmed by
the profusion of events, and the number of people, but perhaps
equally startled by the tremendous continuity with conventions of
yore. For open-minded free-thinkers of the future, fans are a pretty
conventional bunch of old farts.

1979—Seacon 79, Brighton
by Harry Harrison

Forty years; fandom and myself still going strong. It rained
every day so we started out soaked each morning walking along
the front from our hotel. The American fans could not believe this
was the English summer and people paid to go to the beach. And
sitincovered bus shelters watching the storm waves crash onto the
beach. I saw many familiar faces so I asked Forry to look around
with his eidetic fannish memory to look for other fen who had been
to the first Worldcon. I forget the exact number, over 13; fandom
is a way of life. Brian Aldiss used the fact in his GoH talk at the
banquet. Which cost something like $35 a head and was the very
worst banquet meal I had ever eaten. Now I know that every con
fights for bottom place in this contest. None ever came close.

For some reason food occupies my memory. I lied, it rained
every day except the first. All the restaurants were full so I
remember that a half-dozen got fish and chips and ate it on the
beach in the sun. A Yugoslavian fan—I won’t mention his name
since lawsuits might still be pending—produced a bottle of
homebrew slivovitz to wash the food down. Now this specie of
plum brandy is pretty terrible at best—but this bottle!! Inalifetime
of drinking revolting drinks this was the absolute worst. Made
mao tai, grappa, hornitos mezcal (with the worm in it) all appear
as harmless as Coca-Cola.

The program? I'm sorry. After 50 years of con-going I can no
longer tell one from the other; they blur and run together. In the
tradition of all cons I can simply say that if they call my name
respond with the correct and classic answer:

“He’s in the bar!”

1980—Noreascon Il, Boston
by Anthony R. Lewis" [Noreascon I Chairman]

Noreascon II chose the lobster as its totemic symbol, just as the
earlier Noreascon had the Cat & Dragon. The convention was run
by Massachusetts Convention Fandom, Inc.—an organization
that arose from a party in July 1974. This party was actually held
in Boxboro, although the people throwing the party had no
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Noreascon Two

1980—Noreascon II, Boston

connection with Boxboro Fandom (which didn’texistin 1974, we
think). This led to 4 years of bidding, 2 years of heavy planning,
and one month (Claudius, 1980) of running the convention. Since
the convention overlapped August and September, we decided to
create a new month for planning and financial purposes and to
name it after another famous Roman emperor.

The con was held in the Sheraton-Boston and the then new
Hynes Civic Auditorium. This was the same venue as that of
Noreascon (now Noreascon I). This site continued to be conven-
ient to many of the amenities of the city.

We elevated Member Services to full division level to make
sure that there was always a group whose specific mandate was to
look out for the welfare of all the convention members. As always,
the purpose of planning and organization was to make life easier
for people attending the convention.

There were many tracks of programming. Unfortunately, we
named them after the suits in the tarot deck (to highlight the Fan
Guest of Honor’s project). This turned out to be a mistake, as it
confused people. We were the first Worldcon to have a specific
track of programming for children. One of the things the kids told
us was that they didn’t like it being called “Children’s Program-
ming.”

There was an extensive film program, including a presentation
of the silent Phantom of the Opera with live organ music accom-
paniment. One of the most popular of the many exhibits was a
display of former masquerade costumes from past Worldcons.

Guests of Honor were Kate Wilhelm and Damon Knight; Fan
Guest of Honor was Bruce Pelz. The convention produced a book
for Knight and Wilhelm—Better Than One—and helped Bruce to
complete his Fantasy Showcase Tarot deck, in which each card
was drawn by a separate sf/fantasy/fannish artist.

After the convention we produced the Noreascon Two Memory
Book, a 56-page collection of photographs (including eight pages
of the Masquerade in color), articles, statistics about the conven-
tion, and a complete financial report. Copies were sent free to all
Noreascon Two members that we could locate. (Hey, if you
attended Noreascon Two and didn’t get a copy, send a note to
NESFA—they are now handling distribution.)

Total membership was 7026 including the one-day member-
ships. If we subtract out the attending members who did not come
(642) and supporting members who did not convert at the door
(530), we arrive at an attendance of about 5800-5900. Peak
attendance day was Saturday with 5250 present. There were
members from all 50 states, Puerto Rico, and the District of
Columbia, all Canadian provinces and territories except New-
foundland and the Yukon (there were two from N.W.T.), and from
26 other countries, mostly the U.K., Australia, France, and Japan.

Over 1500 people cast Hugo ballots. In site-selection voting
Chicago was chosen over Detroit for the 1982 Worldcon.

The Committee: Leslie Turek (Chairman), Jill Eastlake
(Treasurer), George Flynn (Secretary), Jim Hudson (Member
Services), Donald Eastlake (Operations and WSFS Business),
Tony Lewis (Program), Ellen Franklin (Exhibits), Chip Hitch-
cock (Functions), and a very large number of area heads, supervi-
sors, staff, gophers, etc. Official estimates were that we used about
6806 people-hours of work at the convention. This does not
include anything before or after—phew!

1981—Denvention Il, Denver
by Lloyd Arthur Eshbach

For me the 39th World Science Fiction Convention, Den-
vention II, will always be people: C.L. Moore and Clifford Simak
in particular.

I'had read “Shambleau,” the famous and classic first story by
Catherine Moore, when it first appeared in Weird Tales in 1933,
and when everyone thought the writer was aman. It had impressed
me most favorably, and I had followed her writings up to and
through her merger (the correct term) with Henry Kuttner. And to
meet her after almost a half century—charming, lovely—was a
genuine thrill.

Clifford Simak—somewhere, sometime in the past I had met
Cliff; and at Denvention II I sat beside him on a platform as part
of apanel. After we had greeted each other, he asked, “Where have
you been all these years?” He was referring to my two-decade
absence from the SF field. We were contemporaries, our early
stories having appeared in the same publications in the 1930s.
Now he was famous, deservedly so, and I was forgotten. But it was
fun, picking up threads laid down so long ago.

Then there was Rusty Hevelin. I believe we met in Philadelphia
at PSFS meetings; not in the 1930s, obviously, since he discov-
ered science fiction in 1941; but probably in the late *40s in the
Fantasy Press days, when I visited Philadelphia quite frequently.
We’ve met time and again over the years and are still good friends.

Other people at the Denvention weekend come to mind. Don
Grant, who has been my friend for more than thirty years,
introduced meto C.J. Cherryh. She was at the Grant booth with her
brother David; and I made the horrible mistake of referring to him
as her son! I can only claim temporary insanity and impaired
vision, for obviously, she is his youngersister. I finally apologized
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to her at Nolacon II last year.

Also among the people who made the convention a success for
me were old-timers—and others not-so-old—like Jack William-
son, Bob Tucker, Forry Ackerman, Bob Silverberg, Fred Pohl,
Lester del Rey, Poul Anderson, Julian May, Hal Clement, and
others I learned to know in later years. Without question, it was
“old home week.”

Needless to say, things happened at Denvention II. There were
Guest of Honor speeches; special events including the Hugo
Award presentations and the Masquerade; a Pro Discussion
Group series; writers’ autograph sessions; films ancient and
current; panel discussions, both serious and otherwise. (One
called “Groin Pains,” which I missed, has left me wondering.)
And of course there was the usual huckster room.

There was also an art display which was up to the usual high
standards of Worldcons. Oddly, only one feature sticks in my
memory—a most unorthodox creation. This was a city of the
future, beautifully carved out of the interior of a huge block of
lucite. Its creator, a personable young man named R.A. Murray,
also claimed to have been in communication with an advanced
civilization in a distant galaxy. He seemed to be serious.

Oddly, I cannot recall any parties at Denvention II. Surely this
time-honored tradition was followed in Denver. Even though
programming went on until midnight every day but the last, it is
inconceivable thateverything ground to a haltat one o’clock in the
morning. I must have been staying at the wrong hotel. The
Executive Tower Inn (where I stayed) was a block away from the
Convention Center, but nine blocks from the Hilton. Oh well, at
age 71 I needed the uninterrupted sleep.

1982—Chicon IV, Chicago
A Reminiscence by Dave Kyle

My black badge holder reads “Chicon IV Chicago, 1982, The
40th World Science Fiction Convention, Member No. 430.”
Attached to it are six ribbons of six different colors proclaiming
me to be a Program participant, a Dealer—and a“Veteran” of four
Chicons. The pale green one, the biggest one, has golden lettering
informing the world(con) that I am an “S F Dinosaur, Chicon4,
40th Anniversary.” Those of us who had attended all four were
gathered together one evening on that Labor Day weekend for a
nostalgic reunion. By the Great Ghu Klono, there were sure a lot
of us still around! So many, in fact, that at this moment I can’t
recall them all.

Asamatterof fact, as I start to write this, I can hardly remember
anything about Chicon IV. It was so BIG. Or maybe I should say
I remember too many things from so many Chicons and others.
My impressions from year to year are becoming more and more
kaleidoscopic. Fortunately I have the Program Book and the
pocket program to refresh my memory.

The Chicon IV Program Book was one of the best published.
It is filled with many pertinent articles, lists of things, data (such
as the special Hugo and Achievement Awards of the past not
usually mentioned), and the Campbell and Gandalf Award win-
ners. There are the detailed hotel contract agreement, the
constitution of the World Science Fiction Society, old business
and new business items for the WSFS meeting, and standing rules
to govern the con. The pocket program was a complicated thing,
printed in tiny type, and packed with information, difficult to

1981—Denvention II, Denver

decipher, but absolutely essential to follow the action and thus
prevent complete frustration and hour by hour insanity.

This Chicon had three or four (sometimes five) tracks, differ-
ent program events going on at the same time. Wow! No wonder
nowadays some old-timers hole themselves up in a room and talk
about the yesterdays or walk the lobby and visit and rarely get to
any program.

Of all the many guests of honor over the years, this year’s
author Guest of Honor was only the sixth non-American writer
chosen: A. Bertram Chandler, an Australian Englishman (or vice
versa). There was also an artist Guest of Honor, the Hugo-winning
Frank Kelly Freas, only the third professional sf artistever picked,
although several Fan Guests were well-known as artists. The
practice of having multiple Guests of Honor is not common. Some
husband and wife teams have been chosen once in awhile, such as
AE. van Vogt & E. Mayne Hull, Leigh Brackett & Edmond
Hamilton, and Damon Knight & Kate Wilhelm. The unrelated
others number three pros at Heicon 1970 (Heidelberg, W. Ger-
many), two at Seacon 1979 (Brighton, U.K.), two more at Den-
vention Two 1981 (Denver), and six (!) at Conspiracy 1987
(Brighton, U.K.) (who, however, included two Soviet brothers).

By now, conventions were often officially opening on Thurs-
day, as this one did with several tracks of programming. At least
three solid tracks ran during the day on Friday, with the Guest of
Honor speeches that evening. Limited by the Hyatt Regency’s
space, the committee took the unusual action of issuing 2,500
tickets for the “Masquerade” (the misnomer for the costume
parade & contest) and 3,000 tickets for the Hugo Awards. With a
registered attendance of 4,275 (the anticipation was for a possible
7,000), I heard no widespread grumbling from disappointed fans
who missed the events.
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1982—Chicon IV, Chicago

On all five (!) days there were many “special interest pro-
grams” with about everything imaginable happening (How about
the “Lawyer’s Seminar”—four one-hour presentations “designed
for rich Dirty Old Pros and other interested writer/artist folks™?!
Or the “Space Industrialization Symposium™?!). There were
maybe a dozen sessions identified as the “Academic Track.” An
“Exhibits Division” featured standing displays from film compa-
nies, NASA, and companies that specialized in hard science and
science and technology. Home computer exhibitors were espe-
cially popular. The British TAFF and the Australian DUFF
delegates were properly honored (The Trans-Atlantic Fan Fund
and the Down Under Fan Fund). And there was the Burroughs
Bibliophiles’ Dum Dum luncheon on Sunday noon. (September
the 1st was the 107th birthday of Edgar Rice Burroughs, who was
born in Chicago.)

A very special independent event was held within the Chicon
event. On Friday at 12:30 was the “First Annual Gernsback
Awards Ceremony” with Forrest ] Ackerman as Master of Cere-
monies. A “blue ribbon panel” from the First Fandom ranks
(several dozen “big names” and a few “small names” like me)
nominated and chose the best science fiction in the years of 1926,
1936, and 1946 in various categories. This idea was to acknowl-
edge the contributions that had been made in days when there were
no “Hugos” being given. The actual Gernsback Trophy was
sculpted to duplicate the original Gernsback Publication Logo, a
hand-held torch with lightning flashes. How appropriate it was
that thirty years before, at Chicon II, the Guest of Honor was Hugo
Gemsback himself.

1983—ConStellation, Baltimore
by Lloyd Arthur Eshbach
With 6400 in attendance at ConStellation, 1983, the Baltimore

Worldcon has been surpassed only by Anaheim the following
year. This, probably, will no longer be true when the figures are
in for Noreascon Three. But Baltimore was big!

Statistics in general are of little interest to me, but I found some
statistics in my analysis of the 1983 Worldcon that seem to me to
be worth repeating. On the basis of lists published in Progress
Report #4 (written in April and hardly complete) and in the
Program Book, 306 attending fans volunteered to help in any
possible way to conduct the convention, and 132 pros (mostly
writers and editors) offered to appear on the programs. That
number, 438, represented more than the total attendance at fifteen
of the first twenty-three Worldcons!

This ties in with the all-inclusive nature of the ConStellation
programming—something for everyone. In addition to the Spe-
cial Features—the Masquerade, the Hugo and the International
Awards, speeches, slide shows—and the usual Science Fiction
panels, discussion groups, and readings; there were art programs,
a very extensive gaming schedule, sessions devoted to science,
space programming (with Chuck Yeager speaking), and a strange
heading called “fans.” (This last made little sense to me, as I was
always under the impression that almostall who attended SF cons,
including the pros, were fans.)

In short, so much was under way that there was no possibility
that anyone could catch a fraction of what he might want to
observe. So—early on I gave up on the programming and enjoyed
the convention by talking with interesting people, going on a
“Meet the Pros” boat trip, browsing in the huckster room, and the
like.

Two things about ConStellation disturbed me. First, when the
Pro Guest of Honor, John Brunner, spoke in the main auditorium,
fittingly, nothing else was scheduled in competition. But when the

1983—ConStellation, Baltimore
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Fan Guest of Honor, David A. Kyle, spoke, it was under the
strange “fan” listing in a small room, with a full assortment of
competitive programming under way on every side. About fifty
people constituted his audience. His credentials, though not the
equal of Brunner’s, were not too shabby. Five books in the SF
genre, a substantial amount of fiction published in a variety of
fields, founder of Gnome Press, one of the major specialist
publishers of the 1950s, even a published SF illustrator. In short,
he should have appeared on the program with Brunner.

My second source of annoyance was the Crab Pig-out. (Not my
term, but the committee’s.) Not being overly fond of Maryland
crab meat, and the alternate menu (for $25.00) consisting of hot
dogs, baked beans, and potato salad, I decided not to participate
in the Crab Feast. Unfortunately, the Hugo Award Ceremony
followed the crab binge in the same hall, with the feasters retainin g
their preferred seats. So I decided, second-class citizen that I was,
I could survive without watching the Hugo presentations.

Despite what will be considered nit-picking on my part, I
thoroughly enjoyed ConStellation, 1983. On the whole it was well
planned and, considering the magnitude of the task, well con-
ducted. Worldcons have grown so large and so complex that
inevitably some activities must be less successful than others.
And, I suppose, after you’ve attended ten or fifteen of them, the
novelty has worn off, and for you their interest lies in meeting old
friends. Of these there were a-plenty at ConStellation.

1984—L.A.con ll, Anaheim

by Greg Thokar" [Noreascon III Souvenir Book editor]
Nineteen-eighty-four, the Worldcon in Los Angeles. 1984,

George Orwell’s dystopian novel. The con choose as its mascot a

rat, in recognition of one of the most widely read science-fictional

books. It chose as its location the Anaheim Convention Center,

1984—L.A .con II, Anaheim

directly across from Disneyland.

Certainly the most unique event of L.A.con IT was the discount
day they arranged for fans at Disneyland the Wednesday before
the convention. The con had incorporated its mascot’s picture into
many of its publications, and convention souvenirs, including
baseball caps and t-shirts. It must have startled many at
Disneyland as thousands of fen descended on the unsuspecting
park wearing, not Mickey Mouse, but Reynolds Rat.

L.A.con II was a landmark in many other ways as well. It was,
far and away, the largest Worldcon ever. Over 6400 fen preregis-
tered and, with the help of a strong, local advertising campaign,
another 2000 plus joined at the door. The Star Wars trilogy was
shown together (at midnight!) for the first time ever. The 300-
table Hucksters’ Room was a vast expanse of books, fanzines,
movie memorabilia, and related material. The Art Show took
several passes to view all of the 400-plus panels and tables
containing a remarkably high overall quality of art. The Showcase
area was especially memorable, where each artist represented
chose their best piece of the year to display. (Even the Art Show
sales set a record of almost $100,000.)

The masquerade did its part in setting records. Not only did it
have the largest number of participants; as a consequence, it ran
well past midnight once the judges had made their decisions and
the last award had been presented.

The convention’s first official event was the Thursday evening
ice cream social. There fans consumed arecord number of gallons
of ice cream while cheerfully waiting in lines for their favorite
flavors and chatting with friends.

Pro GoH Gordy Dickson was another Worldcon Guest who
w