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Just me, folks!
FOR YOUR VIEWING PLEASURE. . . There are several ways of getting the most of your Smokin' Rockets navigating and viewing experience.1.  By clicking Smokey, our jolly alien to the right there, you will be dragged screaming to the contents page where each listing is a link that will, in turn, whisk you to the individual page of your choosing, beating you about the head and shoulders as you go.2. Behold!  Resting fitfully at the bottom of each page on either side of the page number are clickable arrows pointing hither and yon.  3. At the end of each article is a clickable word balloon that will return you (breathless) to the contents page.4. Like to know where you are going and what to do when you get there?  Click the Blue Rocket below to display the thumbnail palette.  a. Clicking each picture box will zap you to that page.  b. Want a closer view, four-eyes? Check out the thumbnail of your current page.  The page number for the thumbnail is highlighted and a 100% view of the page appears in the document window.The rectangle inside the thumbnail represents the area displayed in the current page view.  You can use the page-view box to adjust the area and magnification being viewed (Yay).Position the pointer over the lover right corner of the page-view box.  Notice the pointer turns into a double-headed arrow?  Drag the page-view box within the thumbnail and watch what happens in the document window.  You’ll get the hang of it in no time, Sparky.5.  For those of you who need to come up for air, clicking on any page number will bring you back to reality.Thank you and good night.AlanHealth Inspector for Smokin’ Rocketsvegasite@aol.comwww.fansite1.com
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FAQs ABOUT THIS ISSUE. . .
Doing fanzines electronically is a learning process, especially when using PDF files and Acrobat

Reader/Writer. I’m largely getting the process strained through Arnie’s sieve; as he learns the do’s and don’t, he
passes them on so I don’t have to go through the same discovery cycle. For example, he learned that some fans
have accounts with limitations on the size files they’ll receive. To counter this, we’re dividing zines in two or
even three parts. And we’re sending most of them out via a HotMail account because, frankly, HotMail is the
lowest common denominator — if HotMail will send and receive a file, any of the more sophisticated ISPs will
handle it with ease.

Several people commented that they had trouble navigating the zines. Acrobat provides several options.
Personally, I usually first look at the page fitted to the screen, so I can see the full-page layout and study the art.
Then I boost the type size, and read it column by column. There are a lot of options across the top of the Acrobat
page to select the form that seems best to you. Heck, you can even rotate the page in order to read it standing on
your head, or sideways (in case you’re lying down in front of your computer.) Alan has also provided hot buttons
on the index page, and on every sheet for “Previous Page” and “Next Page.”

I’m curious to know if most fans read the zine on screen or a printed-out page. It’s certainly desirable to look
at the layout and art on screen, to view the zine in its optimal form, even if you wait to read the words on paper.

I’m also curious to know if most recipients save electronic fanzines to disk, or print hard copy for their
collections. In this household, Arnie saves the e-zines he gets to hard drive in files under each editor’s name. I’ve
been printing out the ones I get. Do most of the readers make color prints? Billy Pettit recently visited and gifted
me with a color printout of my first issue. Seeing how pretty it was put a new printer high on our “To Buy” list.

This issue Arnie’s Golden Bagel column discusses electronic fanzines and some of the problems they face,
and suggests a new method of distribution. Robert Lichtman’s Entropy Reprints column features a piece by
Francis Towner Laney that hasn’t been seen for many years. The guest writer this issue is Bill Kunkel, describing
a brush with the exotic world of stand-up comedy.

The design of Smokin’ Rockets is entirely thanks to the artistry of Alan White. Alan’s vision for the visuals
is sparked by his experience with the electronic tools; he wrings things out of the medium that continually
surprise and delight me. I’ve never worked on a fanzine so closely with an artist and layout editor, and it’s an
excellent experience. And with each new heading, cartoon or painting, Alan reinforces my opinion of his skill. 

I hope you enjoy the results of the collaboration. Keep on smokin’, rockets!  

mailto:joyworley@aol.com
mailto:vegasite@aol.com
http://www.fansite1.com


Th e r e ’s an eerie and unnatural calm in fanzine
fandom now. The list servs are mostly quiet — is

it the result, I wonder, of the paralysis of the nation
due to the crazy election screw-ups? Yet fanzines fall
into my mailbox almost daily, and several new
electronic fanzines have been introduced. I like to
fancy that the reason the line is quiet is simply that,
emboldened by the ease of modern distribution,
everyone is at home typing up a fanzine.

Electronic distribution seems almost frightening
in its ease, even though it still takes as much design
and effort as ever to write and layout a zine. In fact,
because of the more unlimited capabilities, the
design and layout are more demanding, as we try to
make use of the options available, such as color,
photographs, more prepossessing art.

But that’s where the task ends. No ink-under- t h e -
fingers, toner- o n - t h e - f l o o r. No paper cuts, no
collating and stapling. Best of all, no preparations of
mailing labels and envelopes, and no costly trips to
the post office. With little effort beyond a press of a
button, the zine is zapped to the electronic mailboxes
of fans around the world. 

In fact, this ease has alarmed some fans, as they
worry about a future in which dozens of these
electronic fanzines are whizzing through the Internet
and colliding in overstuffed mailboxes.

Some folks worry about the recipients’ costs to
receive and print out too many electronic zines.
There is of course a simple cure — simply don’t
print or keep the ones you don’t like. Don’t open
those downloads that you don’t want to receive.

Request removal from the mailings you wish to skip.
It is undeniably possible, however unlikely, that the

problem of too many fanzines could arrive. Fanzines
could become spam...but one person’s loathsome
canned meat is another’s tasty snack. I suspect
judicious choice of which fanzines you read could
solve that problem. And isn’t it rather magnificent that
suddenly we’re not contemplating the death of fandom,
but actually fearing an abundance of fanactivity?

Until real trouble arises, I think electronic
distribution is opening a wonderful new era in fanzine
fandom. Suddenly anyone can afford to publish as
often as they wish. Time and talent and the effort of
layout and design may curtail the numbers of zines,
but I believe electronic distribution will produce a
new golden age for fanzine fandom.

Will it open the door for new fans to find us?
A b s o l u t e l y. Will it encourage impetuous and
exuberant fanac? Most probably. Will the recipients
have to use judgment about which ones they read?
Well, hasn’t that always been the case?

There are still many unanswered questions. Would
it be better to link your zine to a website that could
hold most of the bells and whistles? Would it be better
to post your zine on line and let others make up their
own minds about downloading? There are pros and
cons to every point, and it may take a while before
everything gets sorted out.

Meanwhile, I’m having a lot of fun doing my t h i n g .
And I hope many of you will take me up on my
o ffer to help you try out this mode of publishing
for yourself.

By Joyce Katz



Few subjects raise such heated opinions as the
question of what to call our favorite reading material.
Normally mild-mannered fen rise in wrath, drops of
spittle flying from their mouths, to denounce one
while championing the other.

The literature shed its cumbersome moniker of
“scientifiction” early in the last century, and that name
is now reserved only for sentimental reference by a
few of us who love rolling the syllables around in our
mouths, and enjoy the way it forces a smile to our lips.

The term SF, pronounced lovingly as “es-ef” by
its fans, once was almost like a handshake of greeting
between its readers. Now that over 30 million
Americans avow themselves to be fans of science
fiction, it is difficult to remember when it was
scorned as “that crazy Buck Rogers stuff” and
shunned by most librarians.

The third-class (or worse) status of science fiction
was something fans struggled to better. We were all
missionaries back then, eager to enthuse others. A n d
why not? It was not at all unusual for a teenaged
science fiction fan to be completely on his own, no
one else with whom to discuss the latest prozines. It
was a thrill to meet even one other person who read
science fiction — in fact, it usually sparked the
formation of a “science fiction club” and then those
two members would plan efforts to find others to join
with them, usually with only limited success.

I remember one summer evening in Poplar Bluff,
Missouri in the late 1950s. The Public Library held a
special event to attract more readers of anything at all,
and Ray “Duggie” Fisher was asked to make a
presentation about space. He was thrilled by the
opportunity to promote science fiction, and hauled our
telescope down to the lawn of the library to give on-
the-spot looks at the sky to anyone he could interest.

Did it attract more readers? Well, not that we ever
k n e w. One viewer looked through the telescope at the
moon, then backed away and said, “Hell, that don’t
look like no green cheese!” Proving that the moon
was not a milk product was about all we
a c c o m p l i s h e d .

The term “SF” never really caught on with the
masses, not in the 50s and not now. Most people
w e r e n ’t sure what it stood for. It was misread for San
Francisco, and Sexual Freedom, and probably a

number of others that I have forgotten. T h e
abbreviation was only really recognized by the inner
circle. It became a brand of our arcane knowledge,
and produced instant kinship in an almost secret
o r d e r. 

On the other hand, Sci-Fi was fun to say, and
instantly recognizable by those who heard it. It was
accessible, like the movies that carried that banner. If
SF had been the password for the thousands, Sci-Fi
was the door for millions.

The club-ness of “SF” still lays claim to the hearts
of old fans, and you can still get up an argument by
making people choose between the two terms. But the
fact is, the world made its choice many decades ago.

I’m definitely looking forward to the new “Dune”
miniseries coming on the Science Fiction channel in
D e c e m b e r. The idea of a big treatment of Frank
H e r b e r t ’s most popular book is intriguing.

I was never actually that fond of the Herbert
book. Although I liked the overall story of rebellious
freedom fighters and interplanetary intrigue, I was
not fond of its pseudo-religious underpinnings. 

When the first movie was released, I was
apprehensive about how the film would handle those
religious utterances that led off each chapter. I was
pleased when I saw it, because almost all of that had
been pared away, leaving only a backdrop to a
rousing adventure flick. In fact, it became one of my
all-time favorite SF movies, which I have rewatched
three or four times in the past decade.

I doubt the new production will amputate the
religion to such a degree. The length of the miniseries
provides scope for a fuller treatment of the book. It
remains to be seen if this is a good or bad thing — but
it is certainly of interest to fans of Frank Herbert.

November was Native American Month. That fact
w a s n ’t very widely exploited, and I doubt many of
you reading this were even aware of the fact. We l l ,
next year you’ll know: in the mighty wisdom of our
government, this month has been set aside in
perpetuity to remember the country’s first residents.

It is the hope of those who’ve promoted this that
people will use the time to read a little about the



history of the first Americans, to learn about their
ways. At the same time, it is meant as a period of
appreciation of the land both races hold so dear.
I d e a l l y, people will walk out into the fields and
woodlands, plan an afternoon’s picnic, or an
overnight camping trip. No one is expecting
anything elaborate — we aren’t up to parades and
banners just yet, though it would be nice sometime in
the future.

It ties together very well with T h a n k s g i v i n g ,
when we remember that it was the Indians who
brought the turkey.

In honor of the month, I constructed a centerpiece
on our table, with fall leaves, carved peace pipes,
beaded symbols, leather medicine bag, and various
other art items that seemed appropriate. It made a
pretty display to remind my guests and myself that
this is a shared holiday.

I’m very happy that Congress has named
November as Native American Month. It would make
me proud if you’d join me next year in remembering
that the ones who were here before are still among us.

Las Vegas Comdex Vi s i t o r s
Las Vegas welcomes Comdex visitors each fall

with mixed feelings. On the one hand, the city can’t
help but appreciate the world’s largest convention. It
draws from 225,000 to 250,000 each November, and
if there’s anything Vegans love, it’s tourists to keep
our coffers lined. On the other hand, it tends to be a
convention of computer nerds, and they are an
unpopular crew. The standing joke is that every
Comdex attendee arrives with one shirt and $20, then
leaves a week later without changing either.

They eat cheap and tip lightly — a cardinal sin in
Las Vegas where so many people depend on tips to
live. They gamble, if at all, in the low numbers. In
fact, the only thing they really like to spend money
for are shows with topless girls — these places clean
up, At the end of the Comdex week, there is a
dramatic increase in sales of luxury cars, fur coats,
permanent makeup and breast enlarg e m e n t s .

For Arnie and me, Comdex is welcome because it
usually brings a handful of friends to town for the
week. This year we shuffled the date of the Ve g r a n t s ’
meeting, normally fixed at the first and third
Saturdays of each month, to the second Saturday in

order to catch the arriving conventioneers.
Richard Brandt and Linda Bushyager were the

visiting stars at the meeting. Ron was tired, so stayed
behind at the hotel to sleep. It was an unusually gala
club meeting, with almost a 100% turnout of the
locals on hand to welcome the visiting fen. 

Linda surprised us with her announcement that
she and Ron are house-hunting and plan to move to
Vegas sometime in the next six months or so,
depending on the property they find. They have
already found some attractive locations. Neither of
them drive, so they’re hunting for a home within very
easy walking distance to good shopping. 

I cautioned Linda about the difficulty of doing
much walking when the temperature tops 110. At its
upper levels, the Las Vegas summer seems to clamp
down on your ability to function normally. T h a t ’s
about the temperature where it begins to feel like
your exposed skin is frying. Most of us cope by
simply staying indoors. On the other hand, most
groceries, drugstores and coin-o-mats are 24-hour
a ffairs, so it’s easy enough to make those outings
during the cooler hours. And, as I pointed out to
Linda, you can always do your shopping via
c o m p u t e r. At least one of the local chains provides
groceries-by-Internet so it’s easy enough to get
d e l i v e r y.

It is delightful to anticipate Linda and Ron joining
Las Vegas fandom. They’ll find a lot of ready-made
friends when they arrive, and a lot of fan activities to
join. Or not.

Hmmm…
technology at its most

compassionate.

Quiet,
I’m logging

on!



reinforced the same tendency to turn the other cheek.
I t ’s not merely a move toward civility brought

about by a maturing fandom. I believe there is more
at play here than politeness. The same insidious
forces that cause flame wars to erupt, burn, then
quickly sputter into ash, is also behind the
unassailable calm that has descended over electronic
f a n d o m .

We all know that fires spread rapidly on line. A
foolish fan can flub his lines and cause a raging flame
in hours, sometimes even minutes. The antagonism
can spread from person to person and envelop an
entire list serv in a day. With adequate fanning, the
flame can be kept burning for days, sometimes even
lasting weeks. 

Compare this to snail-mail fanac, in which
statement and rebuttal are generally spread over
months, sometimes even years. Even an all-fanzine-
fandom conflagration burns at a comparatively
stately pace. The participants may suff e r, but the
blood has time to clot between the rounds.

On line, the spectacle of two antagonists trading
blows may start as entertaining wordplay. But it
quickly becomes painful to those watching, and
agony for those involved, as blows fall quickly on
fresh bruises, in sickeningly cruel interchanges that
jar the sensibilities of the spectators.

The result is that the majority of the online fan
community bends backward to avoid bloodshed. If a
spark flares, they’re quick to pour on the salve, to
avoid all-out electronic warfare. 

It seems doubtful that classic antagonists, such as
Eney and White, will ever become milk-toast
buddies. But the fact is, the majority of us are
banning controversy from our presence. We have

become the kingdom of the bland.
I do not propose that we set our manners to
one side, and begin to flail at each other

with sticks and stones. But I do think we
should be less quick to bind the
wounds with balm when
disagreements pop up. Controversy
is as natural to fans as communi-
cation, and opposing opinions are
often the basis of better

understanding...if not between the combatants, then
at least among the onlookers.

Poor Richard Brandt was slightly ill with a cold
when he arrived and by the next day he was
completely miserable. He spent Sunday and Monday
mostly in bed, and was only able to spend Tuesday  at
the convention before leaving on We d n e s d a y. We
enjoyed his company, but I felt bad for him that he
c o u l d n ’t get full benefit from his trip here.

Although he arrived too late to attend the
Saturday gathering, Billy Pettit was also in town for
Comdex. He visited us on Monday night and treated
us to a Mexican dinner. He also gifted me with a color
printout of Smokin’ Rockets #1. Since we don’t yet
have a color printer (it’s high on our list of want-to-
buys) it was an especially thoughtful gift, and went
immediately into my own personal collection.

Billy was such a pleasant companion that I tried
to coax him into moving his family to Vegas, too.
Failing that, I encouraged him to at least return as
often as possible. He has an admirable memory for
fan history, and is avidly archiving our past. W h e n
this traveling fan passes through your city, I strongly
recommend him as a great dinner companion. 

We’re coming down from an almost-decade long
period of Love and Peace in fandom. Ruinous feuds
in the 1980s left many fans exhausted with
unpleasant confrontations, and desirous of harmony.
Just when this bucolic but unnatural situation might
have ended, the popularization of Internet Fandom

Now
THAT’S a
flaming!



Thanks to the efforts of Drs. Thurman, Lopata
and Fann, as reported in Bob Tu c k e r’s e-Zombie #70,
we now better understand the attraction of Bug Eyed
Monsters to scantily clad space bimbos in brass bras.
We are fortunate that Tucker circulated the doctors’
findings, which prove that the mineral-poor aliens are
actually attracted by the brass rather than by the
pulchritudinous flesh inside.This undeniably explains
the proliferation of blimps seen in the Southern
Nevada skies. Once it was rare to see Goodyear’s
blimp pass overhead. Children and old men would
lick their thumb, press it into the palm of the opposite
hand, then stamp it to seal in the good luck. 

During the last decade however, this simple ritual
has been repeated so frequently that habitual blimp-
watchers complain of sore palms. Hands once
strengthened by pulling the levers on slot machines,
are now weak and hanging on limp wrists. Obviously
this is part of the nefarious plans of the aliens
planning a raid on the brass-clad bosoms of Las
Ve g a s ’ showgirls, whose defense depends on the fists
of these over-stimulated slot-playing frails.      

Where once Goodyear ruled supreme, the Ve g a s

skies have filled with strange blimps bearing alien
names, such as A I WA, SONY and FUJI. W h y
blimps? you ask. Well, aliens have to get around
someway; why not blimps. In addition to these outrÈ
w a r-bubbles, a splendid pink blimp named
RUSSELL STOVER can be seen traversing the city
almost every afternoon, obviously a camouflage to
attract the statuesque femms out of the smoky casinos
into the open air where they will be vulnerable to the
brass-suckers from outer space.

To lure the aliens and their balloons away from
our brass-bra’ed babes, Nevada proposes to reopen
the secret brass mines in the mountains North of this
valley. We believe the blimps and their extraterrestrial
pilots will be attracted by the massive caches of the
pure metal, which barely outweigh the city’s stock of
brass d-cups. (Fortunately, some Vegas shows are
topless; otherwise even the mines couldn’t deflect the
aliens’ interest.)

When zooming in to harvest the brass, the spikes
and spires of the Sierra Nevada peaks will burst the
skins of their crafts, causing their hopes and vehicles
to deflate and stranding them in the high desert.

The eventual success of this plan is thanks entirely
to the research team of Drs.Thurman, Lopata
and Fann.   



Remember When
We Passed Out?

Young fans think about reproduction; old ones, I
am learning, obsess with distribution. Fanzine

reproduction and fanzine distribution, that is. I leave
the actual smut in the capable mouth and mind of my
Wife and Editor. I run a clean column here, so no
sneaking looks at my package while I discuss the
serious, even critical, subject of fanzine distribution in
the digital age.

Starting on September 2, 2000 with the release of
Jackpot! #1, I began to publish electronically
distributed, format correct fanzines. I've done three
issues of Jackpot! and co-edited Baloney #2 with Tom
(for TAFF!) Springer. During that period, I also
helped Joyce distribute Western Romance #2 and, of
course, Smokin' Rockets.

I'm no techno-guru, so I've made a lot of
mistakes. I've corrected as many as possible and in
the process have studied the strengths and
weaknesses of the various methods of electronic
distribution. My conclusion is that the most popular
alternatives are flawed, but workable in the short
term - and that some positive action may be required
for a more permanent solution.

I send my fanzines as .PDF files attached to
emails. I send out a warning announcement,
requested by several fans including Alison Scott,
about 36 hours before I dispatch the actual files. I use
Hotmail as the origination point for most of the
copies precisely because it's the bottom of the barrel.
If I can send and receive it through Hotmail, chances

are good that everyone on my list will get their own
copies, too.

The biggest limitation of .PDF attachments is
that a few old-fashioned ISPs won't handle
attachments larger than one megabyte. In practice,
Hotmail won't send or receive an email of more than
about 850K. Two- or three-part fanzines are the rule,
not the exception.

It's also regrettable that most British fans pay for
download. I hope UK fanzine fans will be just as
willing to spend a small sum to read Jackpot! and
Baloney as I was to spend postage and conform to
special handling regulations when I sent each of them
dozens of fanzines over the past decade. Electronic
distribution has the power to bridge the geographical
gaps that separate English-speaking fanzine fandoms,
but the recipients may have to shoulder the burden at
least for a while. It seems likely that the next couple
of years will bring UK fans greater access to email
accounts that don't have an odious download fee.

Some have suggested that I post as a download
on a site. This delivery system lets the reader pick
the download time, won't lengthen mail queues
and eliminates the need to break files into
s e g m e n t s .

I've expressed willingness to cooperate with
anyone who wants to post a Jackpot! download, but I
haven't pursued the idea aggressively. I'm open to the
idea as a secondary form of distribution and as a form
of outreach, but the set-up doesn't satisfy me enough
as an editor and writer to serve as the primary method. 

The connection between the readers and me, as
editor and writer, is at the core of my enthusiasm for
publishing fanzines. I want to know the readers and
foster communication in both directions. Web site
posting, if it's the main way to distribute, leads to a
largely unknown audience of indeterminate size. I can
accept that situation if I'm getting paid, but that's not
what I want from fanzine publishing.

The difference between emailing a .PDF file and
posting it on a web site is the distinction between
putting a stack of fanzines on a table at a convention
and passing out copies to individual recipients. If I
just posted my fanzines on a site, I'd never know when
or even if the people who matter most to me have
visited the site.

John Foyster, Victor Gonzalez and others have



The site would be valuable if that's all it does,
but there's also an opportunity to do more. Links to
other sites, fan news, fanzine store and archives are
just a few possibilities. Corflu, DUFF, TAFF and
others would certainly be able to make good use of
such a site, too.

Web space is not very expensive. My ISP gives
each subscriber a 20-MB site and extra space is
something like $5 per 20 MB. The Online Newsstand
could ask participating faneds to establish accounts
and then charge $1 per MB per month, deducting from
funds already on hand. This might even generate a few
extra bucks to pay for drinkables and smokables.

If I know fandom, the success of an Online
Newsstand will beget others. This would undercut
the unifying effect to an extent. But I don't think it
would be a real problem. I would hope that all
Newsstands would swap links. Perhaps each
Newsstand will come to specialize in a certain
school or coterie. I can almost see the Group Mind
site in the browser of my mind.

Now what we need is someone who will take
action and give the Newsstand a shot. I'm willing to
sign up as the first client.  

I’ll
show you mine,

if you show
me yours!

tried to improve the efficiency of site-based by
sending emails to their primary readers with hotlinks
to the download location. That undoubtedly helps, but
people often can't click the link when they open the
letter. They may be busy doing something else or have
a reason to leave the computer. Then that letter slides
down the queue, perhaps disappearing with a
misplaced “delete.”

The coming growth in electronic fanzine
distribution will eventually make both methods
unwieldy and potentially even unworkable. Very few
fanzines are distributed electronically at this time, so
the problems haven't become obvious yet, but trouble
is almost inevitable.

Right now, as the operator of StatsKatz, the central
fanzine email center for Las Vegrants, I'm emailing
two or three fanzines a month. Based on plans floating
around the club, that could increase to four or five by
the end of this year. Other fans are showing interest in
electronic distribution, too, so active fans can expect
to receive more and more fanzines. Similarly, the
number of fanzines posted on web sites in the manner
of Gloss, will also become more numerous.

Low cost and convenience will lead to a fanzine
boom by mid-2001. We may soon return to the days
when five or 10 fanzines arrived in a busy week.
Imagine the tangle when 10-15 MB of fanzines hit your
email box on the same day. Imagine having to schlep to
10 different sites to get those various fanzines.

The answer might be an online Fanzine
Newsstand. It is simple to launch, easy to run,
convenient for fanzine fans and could even be
made to pay for itself. As a bonus, it will create a
focus for electronic fanzine fandom and provide a
point of entry for people who are intrigued by the idea
of writing and editing their own little publications.

Fanzine editors would send their .PDF files to the
Online Newsstand, which would post them as
downloads. Perhaps each editor could also furnish a
short explanatory paragraph for the benefit of
browsers. The faned then sends a notice with a hotlink
to the Newsstand top the fanzine's primary readership. 

Fans who want the download immediately will
click the link; the rest probably have the Newsstand's
email address on their “Favorites” list for later use. A
central location would greatly increase the likelihood
that a fan will actually go to the location.



More than half a century since it was
published and forty-two years since his death
in 1958 just as I was entering fandom, most
fans remember Francis Towner Laney for his
magnum opus, Ah! Sweet Idiocy!, if they
remember him at all. For those who don't, the
above-named production was Laney's 130-
page tale of his entrance into, immersion in,
and ultimate rejection of fandom.

But Laney was a multi-faceted individual
and his essays trashing fandom were but one
part of his personality. More often than not, he
took off on extended flights of fantasy. The one
that follows, which first appeared in the 23rd
issue of his FAPAzine, Fan-Dango, in the fall
of 1949, was composed on ditto masters as he
scrambled to meet a FAPA mailing deadline.
Who of us hasn't had this particular fantasy,
although a million dollars these days isn't what
it was in 1949. Laney rambles far and wide
here, but it's typical of him that he manages to
wrap things up neatly at its conclusion.

-Robert Lichtman, November 2000   

The pipe-dream which is this article arose from
my telling Cele's mother about the bullfest

Burbee and I had one noon, talking about what a guy
with unlimited time and money could do in the way
of making a series of authentic jazz recordings. She
took the view that unearned money was more or less
of a curse, and usually the ruination of the people
getting it. And finally, she made a direct challenge
to me. So this article is for Mamma May. If anyone
else enjoys it, why that is just frosting on the cake.

First, I'd like to postulate that this "million
dollars" idea is merely my Aristotelian attempt to
have a high-level abstraction for the title. For the
purposes of this article, what I'm really thinking
about is a financial situation which would make it
unnecessary for me to spend the bulk of my time
and energy in making a living. Obviously many of
the things I speak of buying and projects I imagine
I'd like to undertake would require a huge fortune.
Others I actually will undertake without financial
windfalls. But what I am trying to do is to rough in

the outlines of a daydream to end all daydreams-the
activities of an F. Towner Laney who suddenly had
a silver spoon thrust in his mouth.

About the most urgent requirement would be a
building to house my activities-a fantastic melange
of storage space, work shops, and base of
operations. Ideally it would be located in my back
yard, but between zoning regulations and other
adverse circumstances it probably would be
elsewhere. For a starter, a building perhaps 50 x 100
feet would be adequate. I visualize a one-story brick
or concrete structure-a small factory building-
without much in the way of partitions (which I'd
have to build as the Master Plan evolved). It would
have to have at least one entrance big enough to
admit a good-sized truck, and the floor would have
to be strong enough to hold heavy machinery.
Though the actual construction of the building
would be fun, I'd rather buy an existing structure

The fun would commence when I started setting up
my shops. Except when I encountered something

by Francis T. Laney



beyond my strength, I'd want to do the whole thing
p e r s o n a l l y. If something, or rather, when something
came up that I didn't know how to do I'd want to learn,
either by fighting it out myself or by talking with people
who did know or through studies in trade schools. Now
and then I imagine I'd take a job somewhere, just to
learn how something or other was done.

I'd want a reasonably complete machine shop and
woodworking shop. For the machine shop I'd start
with a 9" or 10" lathe, a drill press, small miller, power
hacksaw, arbor press, and perhaps one or two other
major items- adding other equipment as I felt a need
for it. The wood shop would have a large table saw,
planer/joiner, and just possibly a wood-lathe. A forge,
welding outfit, air compressor, and other stuff would
probably be useful to tide me over. And of course the
needful small tools, a large proportion of which I of
course have anyway.

Now I'd not want anyone to misunderstand me. I
just want this stuff to play with. My basic idea is that
I'd like to have the needful equipment to make
anything of any nature that I take a fancy to. And since
obviously I lack the know-how to make lots of things I
might wish to undertake, it is evident that I'd probably
have to do a sizeable amount of trade-school attending
and on-the-job training of one sort and another.

A particularly noticeable lacuna in my knowledge
is the matter of automotive repair and overhaul. I've no
especial desire to spend my time tinkering with my car,
but it annoys the hell out of me to know that I can't fix
it, to feel dependent on the whims and wiles of garages.
So one of the first things I'd do would be to learn at
least the superficialities of automobile mechanics.

And then would come something of great joy. I
would get myself from one to four antique
automobiles, rebuild and refurbish them lovingly, and
delight myself driving them hither and yon. There are
clubs of putt-putt enthusiasts, and of course I'd ally
myself with these people. Although I'd take almost
any pre-1915 car that I could find, I'd especially like to
have a 1908-12 Rolls Royce and a fine Locomobile of
about the same age. Both are ponderously
g o rgeous and both are well enough
designed and built so that both the
restoration and maintenance would
be practicable. Ah, what a
hobby! The search for the

chariot de joye, the restoration of it into an
approximation of its youthful prime, and then the
terrific kick of thundering down the street in it-the sun
glancing blindingly from polished brass and gleaming
red paint, and, no doubt, my liver thinking it was
going over a corduroy road in a conestoga wagon.

Another portion of the Laney Building would
house a print shop. I must confess I don't, at the
moment at least, have any particular yen to turn out
beautiful limited editions, to become an amateur
Aldus or Grolier. I'd like to have a good linotype
machine, and a good-sized flat-bed press-something
big enough to handle about 16 pages at a time of 6 x
9 pages. I'd compose FA PAzines on the linotype just
about as I'm composing this on the masterset. And in
addition, from time to time, I'd publish brochures and
books on all manner of subjects. The first item, of
course, would be the Collected Works of Charles
Edward Burbee. And I think I'd enjoy publishing a
"little" magazine devoted to jazz. It also would be
great fun to attempt to get detailed autobiographies of
great jazzmen-guys like Kid Ory or Muggsy Spanier-
collaborate with them on the writing and then publish
the result as a book or series of books. And, no doubt,
other literary and semi-literary projects would be
thrust at me. This book idea, I see, implies that I
should have whatever equipment would be required
for a first-class small bindery. Well, money's no
object, I'll just get it. And I suppose I should have
half-toning and other cut-making facilities, and this of
course also implies a good dark room. Well, why not?
I'm going to have a dark
room again someday
a n y h o w, I'd just as well



CURSE
YOU, LANEY!

For Carl

true collector. In other words, I play my records and
read my books, and habitually dispose of anything I
find I don't like well enough to reread or replay. So the
more accumulative hobbies, such as stamp collecting,
aren't as rewarding to me-though I believe I might
enjoy a certain amount of coin collecting.

However, I can imagine less tasteful pursuits than
doing collecting for public institutions. (Or private
individuals, for that matter.) If the expenses were
defrayed for me, I'd probably enjoy building
collections of just about anything imaginable,
provided the stuff was something I could watch for as
an incidental during my own collecting excursions.
There is a definite altruistic purpose here, incidentally.
So many collections of one type or another are not
only of genuine historical interest but are of items
ephemeral enough so that their preservation is in a
sense a historical duty to the person having the time
and energy to devote to it. A collection of
automobiliana, for instance.

There is also the matter of satisfying my
intellectual curiosity along various lines. Of course, in
common with any other would-be informed person, I
do a certain amount of this. Unquestionably, however,
if the time and energy I fritter away now making a
living were available to me for piddle-paddling, I'd

postulate a good one and stick it into my d a y d r e a m .
Another of the many facets of human knowledge

that is to me today just one great all-inclusive blank is
radiotronics, sound equipment, and such. Sooner or
later, I'd want to dig into this; by the time I got done
I'd probably have a recording studio, and lord knows
what else.

The brainstorm of Burbee's and mine which
started this entire article was the idea of constructing
a high-class recording outfit in such a way that it
could be carried conveniently in a small truck, and
touring the country in search of good jazz. It is safe to
say that at this very moment there are at least 25
unknowns who are playing wonderful stuff ,
wonderful jazz which is just being tossed out into the
smoke-filled air of a cheap dive somewhere and lost
forever. I think it would be fun to find these guys and
record them exhaustively. Through the releasing on a
semi-private label (analogous to HRS or Commodore
or Jazzman) of their best efforts, jazz enthusiasts
would not only have new kicks but in many instances
the musicians themselves would find themselves
climbing nearer the big time. And of course there are
the old-timers who should also be recorded
exhaustively. Bunk Johnson has just died, and most of
the others are old enough so that they can expect but
a few more years at best. Yet many of them are
playing, or capable of playing, their best work.
These men should be preserved for posterity. If
arrangements could be made, I'd like to
record at least 500 sides by Kid Ory
and his group. And that's just a starter.
The idea of taking the recording outfit
to the musicians would in its execution
furnish a never-ending series of kicks.
The listening would be fun, the
contacts and new friendships would be
fun, and the eternal hunt would be fun.

It need scarcely be mentioned that
the silver-spoon version of FTL would
be a very redoubtable hunter for books
and records. And it is within the realm
of possibility that I'd branch out into
other collecting hobbies, though with
me the major stab comes from the use
of what I have collected rather than the
mere meaningless packratism of the



this, out loud at least. But I can imagine a number of
things which she would want to do, and I most certainly
would want her to do them-alone if need be, but
preferably with me mixed right in the middle of them.
(And I am rather strongly aware that many of my own
projects would bring her as much joy as they would
m e . )

Since her gardening ambition far outruns the
strength of any half-dozen people, I'd like to hire her
a Japanese gardening couple-man and wife. That way,
while she could still dig and delve and dabble all she
wanted to, the routine drudgery of gardening would be
in great part removed. I don't know if she'd want it, but
I'd derive great personal joy from the construction of
a good-sized greenhouse. And while the growing of
plants is not a major interest of mine, or indeed a thing
in which I even have any aptitude, I would certainly
want to be right in there with any projects she might
feel the urge to undertake, whether it be the
development of new varieties of plants, the collection
of rare orchids, or what.

And in the same way, I'd want to relieve her of the
major burden of housekeeping by hiring both a cook
and a housekeeper-if Cele wanted them. While it
would give a mighty howl from me if she were to
forsake her kitchen and that good Southern cooking
altogether, I'd like to have it so she was able to do such
things just when she wanted to.

As wild as that gal is about horses, I can see that
the Laneys would have to have a stable. As far as that

uhh,
Mr.

Laney?

dig far deeper into far more facets of knowledge than
I possibly can under present circumstances. If, as an
example, I got wrought up about semantics (which
Aristotle forbid!) I'd be free to go and study under old
man Korzybski himself. And if I lacked any of the
pre-requisites, I'd be free to go get them.

Another facet of activity would be the personal
witnessing of a number of widely differing "events"
which I've always wanted to see: the Mardi Gras, a
presidential inauguration, the Army-Navy football
game, the 500-mile Indianapolis race, to name but a
few. I'm not at all sure that I'd want to see any of these
the second time, but at least I'd like to see each of
them once.

An analogous line of endeavor would be museum
touring. I don't mean to say that I care about aimless
rubber-necking, but I've never seen a museum yet that
didn't have at least one collection which fascinated
me. And I'd particularly like to pay exhaustive visits to
all ships preserved as historical relics. I've been on the
barque Star of India which is moored at San Diego,
and on the ancient battleship Oregon which was
moored at Portland before it was broken up for scrap
during the late war. But there are lots of others. There
is an old whaling ship permanently preserved on Long
Island somewhere or other-dragged up on land and
mounted in a concrete bed. The famous racing yacht
America is afloat still. And several famous warships:
the steam-frigate Hartford, the Spanish-War cruiser
Olympia, the WW-1 and -2 battleship Texas, and of
course the British Victory all come to mind. I'd like to
visit them all in detail, and write and publish an
exhaustive book on the subject. Maybe no one would
read it but me (though I somehow doubt this), but I'd
get a frightful charge out of such a project.

At this point I back-tracked and read all of
what I have just written, and I realize that my
composing on the master has led me to commit
a gross error. This whole essay reads as
though I were figuring on doing all this
s t u ff alone and single-handedly, and this
impression is totally false. Essentially, I
like people, and none of this stuff would
have any real savor to me if I couldn't have
lots of collaborators.

Cecile, being an essentially practical
individual, has never done much day-dreaming like



goes, I'm not so sure but that I'd love to ride if I tried
it a few times.

Cele's interest in ceramics and allied crafts suggests
certain things that would have to be in the shop, such as
a good pottery kiln, a wheel or so, and the like.

Unlike me, Cele has a strong sense of social
obligation, a wish to be of service to the community.
This being the case, her retiring from teaching might
perhaps leave a lacuna which would require filling if she
were to be happy. I believe it is scarcely necessary to
point out that two moderately intelligent people-foot-
loose and fancy-free and with money to burn-should not
find it too difficult to find service activities which would
not only be of intrinsic interest to them but which they
would be better fitted to attack simply on account of
their unique economic status. The mere listing of
possibly activities of this nature would require pages.

And if it were at all possible to cut Sandy and
Quiggie into our wild-eyed new way of life, they most
certainly would be in it. However, it would most
certainly be necessary to take especial pains that their
new conditions of upbringing did not unfit them to
lead satisfactory lives. Any of this program which
conflicted with the needs and best interests of the little
girls would have to be modified or shelved.

One thing that we'd constantly have to watch out
for would be getting ourselves imposed on by
fuggheads. (An undesirable fugghead is a person who
is more fuggheaded than I am.) But I would regard the
entire program and its physical plant as so much ashes
if we could not have gobs of congenial friends who
shared it with us to the utmost.

Another qualification to all this wild regime I've

been outlining: I'd want us to go on living much as we
have been. That is to say that we'd carry on our present
habits and activities, modifying and augmenting them
rather than making a complete break with the past.
And I'd not want to feel bound to do any one thing at
any one time. If for instance I had a book partway
through the press, I'd cheerfully drop it to go chasing
jazzmen with the recording truck or make a horseback
trip through the Sierras or go to A l l e n t o w n ,
Pennsylvania, to track down the rumor of a 1909
Locomobile stored there in an old barn. T h e
machinery in the shop might run night and day for a
week and gather dust for a year. If we got dazzled by
some will o' the wisp not even touched on in this
essay, I'd want to feel absolutely free to go and do
something about it. That's why I specify the need for
gardeners and caretakers.

Well. This has been an excursion into escapism to
end all such side-trips. But I believe it at least
indicates that the Laneys have sufficient interests in
life so that no one need worry about their
disintegration if a golden shower of wealth were
suddenly to cascade into their laps. The chief worry
would be how in the dickens we'd live long enough to
accomplish a quarter part of what I have just outlined,
let alone the new interests which would
unquestionably sweep over us.

It's a good thing for the Barham finances that
Mamma May does not have a spare million or two.
Otherwise, I'm afraid she'd be so swept away by all
these winged words that she'd endow us, and I
wouldn't be able to go to work in the morning!  

-F. Towner Laney  



A n y w a y, Majid wanted to sell the story of his
time with Sam and Carl had sold him on the idea that
I was the person to write it. It was an interesting
experience. Heard some great stories, learned some
amazing shit, and, for research purposes, spent a
memorable weekend at the Mondrian, a fading but
still vaguely respectable hotel on Sunset in We s t
Hollywood, next door to the House of Blues and
across the street from the Comedy Store.

The Mondrian was Sam's joint. The staff took
care of him and he took care of them. It was at the
Mondrian, Majid told me, that Sam tried to choke
Slash to death. Now by all accounts and my own
personal experience, Sam was one hell of a guitarist,
and he would even get interviewed occasionally in
the musician magazines. Turns out, Sam had made
some comment in one of the guitar player magazines
about Slash, just when Guns N Roses were breaking
really big. What he'd said, basically, was that he could
play as well as Slash “-if he was drunk.” It was a
pretty innocent comment and, considering how good
Sam was, actually could be considered a compliment.
Slash, Majid told me, did not take it in that spirit.

Kinison & co. had just checked into the Mondrian
when a bellboy clued them that GNR were
ensconced, so of course Sam had to party with them.
When he and Majid reached the band's room,
h o w e v e r, Slash was feeling pissy. He'd reacted badly
to Sam's quote, and the meeting started off in an
unpleasant manner.

by Bill Kunkel

Ihonestly don't remember when I met Majid
K h o u r y, hereafter known exclusively as Majid. It's

pronounced just like “magic” except there's definitely
an id at the end. Many people, such as the headwaiter
at the Rainbow, actually called him Magic.

I met him through a mutual friend, a brilliant
guitarist from the Las Vegas demimonde who we
shall call Carl. Carl was part of a crew that included
wrestler Barry Orton (aka Barry O, younger brother
of “Cowboy” Bob Orton) and LSD Rick. And when
Sam Kinison was alive and in Las Vegas, that was the
posse he ran with. 

Now we come to Majid. Majid was one of
those “companions” who often accompany
celebrities. Some people think of them
as flunkies, but Majid was no
mere flunky. He had some
flunky in him, and he certainly
worshipped Sam--who he met as a
then-struggling comic while Majid
worked as a waiter at Mitzi Shore's
legendary Comedy Story. Majid
also apparently served a crucial
function in Sam's creative and socialization
processes. He was probably a cross between a flunky
and a muse, with some bodyguard thrown in, as we
shall see.



S u r p r i s i n g l y, Sam cooled things out immediately.
“Look,” he explained, “I said you'd have to be drunk
before I could play as good as you.”

This apparently mollified the Guns' guitarist, but
unbeknownst to the rest of the group, one of the girls
had gone into the bedroom to inform another member
of the band that Sam and Slash were fighting. T h e
timing on this has to be perfect, because just as she
finishes, the half-asleep musician sees Kinison stroll
into the bedroom and he pops the funnyman right in
the eye. By all reports, Sam could be amazing fast for
a fat man, and he was quite strong. In a half-blink,
Majid sees Sam with his hands locked around Slash's
throat and the rocker is going down, his face weirdly-
discolored, tongue lolling. Majid is eventually able to
break it up, but it had been a bad scene.

Of course, that was another reason Majid was
there--he “looked after” Sam, making sure the Wi l d
Thing didn't kill anyone or get killed during his less
modulated moments (he was a war hero, after all, and
not unsuited to this role).

When Majid and I checked in for our research
weekend, the Mondrian was undergoing renovations.
The entire first floor was covered in this trippy stuff
that looked like industrial-strength Reynolds Wr a p .
From up in our room, we could see the Yellow House
in the Hills across the street, up above the Comedy
Store in the Hills. Mitzi owned the place and she used
to let the comics who didn't have anyplace else to live
crash there. Sam, and several others, christened the
place by urinating from the front porch down onto the
city below. Paulie Shore lives there today. That was
the house where the bad blood started between Sam
and Andrew Dice Clay. One of Sam's friends was
letting several people stay there without clearing it
and Dice supposedly ratted them out to Mitzi. T h i s
got back to Sam and it became a personal thing. T h e
bad blood simmered and occasionally boiled over in
public during the ensuing years.

The centerpiece of our tour lay just below and to
the right of that domicile, however. The Comedy
Store is like a roach motel with a sense of humor. A l l
black corridors and staircases, they lead to three
d i fferent performance rooms, all of which were being
worked as we arrived on a Friday. Friday is
Performance Night. Comics tune up during the week
in the Original Room, the Belly Room, and the Main
Room, working out the kinks under Mitzi's watchful
eye. On most Fridays, Mitzi isn't even there, like a
director who doesn't need to see the opening having
been at the dress rehearsals.

Each of the three rooms is intimate and dark, as if
the walls were wrapped in tarpaper. The performer
stands on a darkened stage, like a glow-in-the-dark
statue under a glaring spotlight, incantating to the
assembled, evoking the magic thing we call Comedy.
The most elusive and undervalued of mankind's
distinctions is our gift of laughter. To laugh till you
scream, the way Sam would scream. Laugh till you
c r y. The way Sam would cry. The comedian tries to
“kill” his audience, to pin them down under a
pounding wave of helpless mirth. Comedy is a primal
force, and Sam courted its power many nights in the
darkened rooms of this dingy temple to the great god
Belly Laugh where he once worked as a doorman.

I looked at the cathedral of comedy, flanked by
the Hyatt on one side and a lavish, Imperial
Mexican-looking office building on the other and
Majid is telling me about the night the off i c e
building caught fire, with flames roaring 60 feet into
the Hollywood sky.

The Comedy Store stood shoulder- t o - s h o u l d e r
with the burning edifice, a windowless death trap. It
was a Friday night and the place was packed. Majid
was working a shift on the floor that night and
reported quite a surreal scene. The people coming
into the place obviously knew the building next door
was an inferno, and fire engines were howling
through the night, rocketing directly toward them. Ye t
there was never any panic.

This was at least partly because Mitzi waited
quite a while before she decided to alert the patrons.
H e y, it was a full house! And, as irony would insist,
who was working the main room that night but
Richard Pryor, who had just come back after setting
himself afire in a notorious incident approximately a

The Comedy Store stood
s h o u l d e r- t o - s h o u l d e r with the
burning edifice, a windowless
death trap.



year earlier involving either some errant rum or
freebase equipment. So Majid is quickly gathering up
his checks and cashing them in as someone whispers
to Richard that the place next door is on fire. A n d
Pryor is so cool, he isn't rattled at all. He addresses
the audience. He tells them that the place next store is
on fire. He tells them the Comedy Store is still safe,
but seein' as he had already been burnt up once, he
didn't care to repeat the experience. Nonetheless, he
doesn't want anybody else hurt, so he says he'll wait
on stage until everybody in the room is out.

Then an amazing thing happened. Faced with the
prospect of saving their own lives or stopping to chat
with a celebrity, these people actually start to hang
out! Richard can't believe it. “You people are crazy!”
he's yelling in that high, distinctive voice as people
milled around him as if nothing were wrong.

We had an interesting weekend. (You notice the
word “interesting” is appearing frequently, I hope, in
descriptions of the Hollywood run.) Majid borrowed
money from me. We ate several times at Ben Franks,
the ultimate Hollywood diner. And just as Majid
predicted, it was like a movie set that perfectly
adapted to its ever-shifting cast of Sunset Blvd.
denizens. We would come back every few hours and
find that it had morphed into yet another, similar but
subtly different location.

Sam's favorite place, however, was probably the
R a i n b o w. A physically nondescript eatery, its
wonderful ambiance is entirely character- g e n e r a t e d .
Every time you walk in, you are confronted with the
sense of celebrity. Everyone here either is a celebrity
or affects the look of one.

All the way in the back of the Rainbow is a small
area with a long, reserved table for special patrons. It
was here that Sam held court, like a giddy,
incandescent Henry VIII. Feasting on the Rainbow's
succulent Chinese Chicken Salad, his entourage
roaring at his jokes, every eye in the place locked
onto him, Sam was in his glory.

Once, I suggested that Majid's book be called
“Stand-Up Jesus” because of Sam's background as a
preacher and because he was, in fact, a man with in
interesting but ironclad set of ethics. Majid loved the
title. We never could sell it. Lots of reasons.
I n f l e x i b i l i t y. The difficulties of autobiography and
objective self-evaluation. Majid once suggested that I

talk to a dear friend of his, a screenwriter who'd done
a killer piece on Sam's life and death for Esquire. T h e
screenwriter told me he thought Majid was a fairly
pathetic character, a muse in search of his lost artist:
“In a way, Majid's a lot like Kato Kaelin,” was the
final verdict. And this was a guy who Majid thought
would pump him up!

Majid got very paranoid in L.A., suddenly
declaring one night that we had to leave the Comedy
Store. Right away. Something about brother Bill
Kinison, who Majid described as a vaguely-sinister
character who had a love-hate relationship with his
famous brother and lived a pathetic wannabe
existence in his large shadow

We ran into Paulie Shore, who was affable if
baked-looking, and several people asked Majid about
his “twin”, a mysterious character who I'm not certain
actually exists. They were friendly but reserved, the
cutthroat atmosphere created by hoards of has-been
and never-was comedians. None of it amounted to
much more than an interesting weekend in a little
piece of LA I'll always think of as Kinison Country.

We drove back to Vegas in general silence and
disappointment. The promised celebrity interviews
failed to materialize (though some righteous chronic
was acquired from a couple of actor friends who lived
in a fantasy-like dream house in a hidden corner of
LA). Majid seemed to have worn out his welcome in
L.A., but maybe I was misreading it. It was obvious
that I wasn't going to be writing any book, but I had
several tapes worth of great yarns and I learned a lot
about someone who I dug quite a bit.

As for Majid, he split Vegas shortly thereafter,
having fallen out with Carl over money. I'm sure he'll
pop up again someday, wondering why we never
finished the book. But if I've learned one thing as a
w r i t e r, it's that “helping” people write
autobiographies is generally a disaster, but if you pick
the right people, it can also be ... interesting.



Lloyd Penney
Thank you very much for the peedee-eff e d

Smokin’ Rockets 1...looks fantastic, and good to see
Alan White returning with lots of great art. In my old-
fashioned way, I have printed out this issue, and now
I’ll relax and enjoy it, and try cooking up some decent
comments. 

Some things new and some things tried and true
go into the Smokin’ mix...I certainly agree with you
that some of the discussions that took place online
should go to print, for a better discussion, one that’s
more thought out, without the personal sniping and
flaming that seems to plague Trufen and other lists. I
still believe that a discussion through a paper fanzine
(peedee-effed or not) sheds more light than an online
discussion can over several weeks. We just have more
time to talk about it.

Joyce: And more time to think about it. But my
real motivation is because events are flying by on line.
Yet if anyone in the future studies this period, they may
have difficulty understanding the current upheaval,
during which many traditional ways and means are
being set aside for a New Plan.

ATAFF advisory board is, I think, a good idea, but
it has to be open and above-board with what it does,
or it will become just what you feared, Joyce, a ruling
cabal. Any fan fund’s future lies in being open and
available, and fair and equal from year to year. Right
now, our current CUFF winner, Sherry Neufeld, has
had to bow out of CUFF administration because of
greatly increased work responsibilities, so Garth
Spencer has taken up the slack, and is updating the
nationwide mailing lists, and I’m trying to update
those addresses for Ontario and Quebec. Of my own
CUFF adventures, David Thayer and Brad Foster are
now producing the art for our report, which we will
publish fanzine-style, and sell, with all proceeds to
CUFF. Can I sell you a trip report?

Joyce: Robert Lichtman also discusses the role of
the TAFF Advisory Board, what it really is, and what
it is not, in his letter which appears later in this
column.

Less than a week ago, after a lot of begging and
pleasing from the concom, Yvonne and I have rejoined
the FilKONtario committee. For the first nine years of
the convention’s existence, we either ran or assisted in

the running of their con suite. Last year, we left,
seeing we had a lot of work to do with the Toronto
Worldcon bid. Now, the bid is done and successful,
and the chairman of Torcon 3 has not yet made any
decisions about whether he wants us on the
committee...we’re working from the assumption that
we’re no longer wanted, and we’ve gone on to other
projects, like the FKO con suite. And literally days
after we agree to do it, we find out that Corflu in
Boston is on the same weekend. We figure we can’t
buy a break. I guess that’s another Corflu we can’t get
to. If Corflu goes overseas, that’s great, but it truly
separates the rich from the well-off. I think it’s a good
idea that this convention travels the fanzine fannish
world, but it may entail an expense that most fans
cannot afford or justify. That’s why there are national
and international cons. Maybe Ditto can be the
national convention, and Corflu the international.

My own comments about the article and responses
to the article about Ardis Waters were mostly
questions...was she so confident about herself that she
could give of herself so freely? Was she so negative
about herself that she gave herself away as near-
merchandise? Was she desperate to try to find a father
for her child? What were her circumstances?
Obviously, I never knew Ardis, but wanted to find out
more. I was born in 1959, but wasn’t really aware of
society until the 1970s. The more this is discussed, the
more we find out Ardis as a person (too late,
unfortunately), and the more we learn about a past era. 

Joyce: It was an interesting period of intense
change. In regard to Ardis, I think you have the wrong
angle on it. Please note Robert Lichtman’s remarks in
his letter.

I do have my copy of The Immortal Storm at
home...it’s a dust jacket-less copy, and I will try to
remedy that at the next Worldcon. Yes, we must admit,
the reading of TIS is a surefire cure for insomnia; not
the contents, but the dry and clunky writing style.
Once you get past that, it is one of the most
informative books about the dawn of fandom you can
find. I will admit that if someone could rewrite The
Immortal Storm, or write a new history of fandom
with a better writing style...there’d be just as much
fuss over that book as the original. Oh, well, TIS will
have to do, and with the Warner books, and the
Richard Lynch still in the works, we still have a good



Canada (if only we had sufficient numbers), a Corflu
Australia and a Corflu Britain, with a Corflu
International once a year. I know, it sounds just too
organized, but no matter what you call it, there’s no
reason why Britain and Australia couldn’t have an
annual fanzine convention of their own. (If they
already do, I haven’t heard about them.) If the
Internet/Web has made the impact you say it has,
Arnie, can an online fanzine fan convention be far
behind?

Though I love online communications, I don’t
think they can ever take the place of a convention.
Being fans, we must see each other’s faces and press
the flesh now and then.

Amazing how angry I got when I read John
Berry’s article...too many adults, even to this day, use
children to vent their rage upon. I do remember a
similar event...an uncle of mine got angry at losing at
cards at a family gathering, and he hit one of my
cousins in his frustration. The cousin decked him
back, and the uncle took a while to get up. He was
even angrier, and the cousin said that if he ever
touched him again, he’d knock him down, and he
would never get back up again. That stupid little
happening broke up the whole gathering. Our family
doesn’t meet much any more...

Joyce: I t ’s too bad that people do things that
f o rever taint relationships. In my family, over 45 years
ago, one member slapped another in the face. It caused
a strain between two brothers and their families, the
s t o ry repeated at every reunion, which did not end until
one of them died. John Berry ’s tale clearly showed that
m e rely being a winner is insignificant compared with
the pre s e rvation of family ties.

Politics...as Bush and Gore play seesaw in Florida
to see who gets to the next US president, our own
federal election is in a couple of weeks. We have five
major political parties, the Liberal Party (centre), the
Progressive Conservatives (right), the New
Democratic Party (left), the Canadian Alliance (far
right) and the Bloc Quebecois (separatists, slightly left
of centre). The Liberals currently hold power, and the
Canadian Alliance is the main opposition party. All
five leaders just went through two nights of debates,
one in French and one in English, both of which were
two-hour bickering sessions full of personal attacks.
No wonder we have little faith in our political system.

Joyce: This year’s election will be analyzed for
years to come, and no doubt the subject of many
books. 

George Flynn
Thanks for Smokin’Rockets #1. The e-zines come

out of Vegas thick and fast (and I haven’t gotten
around to responding to most of them). The look of
the zine is very impressive, and the “cover” (for want
of a better term) is gorgeous.

Gosh…
Fandom,

just
like I

pictured
it!

selection of reading for those whose interest in
fanhistory is being kindled. (I hope there’s still a few
of those people.)

It seems to me that there are a great number of
fans interested in fanhistory; it is sort of the
undercurrent of fanzine fandom. And it goes along
with the current national passion for history that
Americans have.

Yes, fandom is like a box of chocolates...
sometimes, you find a nut, and sometimes, you find a
fruit, but for the most part, you’ll find creams. (I expect
to find that saying on a button within a few years.)

Yes, it’s always been odd that America considers
its own baseball championship the World Series while
not letting the rest of the world participate in it. (This
sure came to the forefront when the Toronto Blue Jays
won the World Series in 1992 and 1993. You’d have
thought that Canada had robbed America of its
ultimate birthright. However, it’s just one bunch of
Dominicans and Americans beating another group of
Dominicans and Americans...in many ways, it doesn’t
matter where they play.) As much as I said above that
a travelling Corflu is a good thing, perhaps there
needs to be national versions, with the international
version once a year. I see nothing wrong with a Corflu



Joyce: The ease of doing electronic zines leads to
more frequent publications; that’s the reason I think
and hope that we are on the edge of a New Golden
Age of fan publishing.

I’m extremely lucky to have Alan White designing
Smokin’ Rockets. Not only is his art fabulous, but his
good eye for layout produces a look I could never
accomplish on my own.

You write as if the “advisory board for TA F F, made
up primarily of past administrators,” were an
innovation. As I understand it, this is nothing new, but
simply the standard way policy decisions on TAFF have
been made for, oh, at least 15 years, probably longer.

Joyce: I think almost every TAFF winner has
called on past administrators for help and advice. But
this makes it a lot more convenient for them to consult
and for all of them to chew things over. I think this is
a good thing.

Arnie seems a little confused when he says that
“popular Corflus in Leeds and Seattle restored
confidence” after Corflu Sunsplash, given that Leeds
was *before* Sunsplash. 

Joyce: We’re moving so fast, here in Vegas, that
the past and present just melt together. Pretty soon, we
expect to completely bypass the future as well, so that
the three eras will be as one. It may make it a little
difficult to hold an intelligent conversation about
current events. But it sure will give Vegas gamblers a
new edge that can’t be equaled by Atlantic City or the
reservation casinos.

Arnie later writes that “the [Worldcon] rotation
plan . . . is probably more organization than Corflu
needs.” Hell, it’s even more organization than the
*Worldcon* needs, given that the rotation plan has
recently been abolished there. Indeed, the basic
problem for both Worldcons and Corflus is finding
enough qualified people willing to run them at all,
without adding any restrictions on who can bid when.
And certainly one should regard with some
trepidation the concept of a Corfluvian equivalent of
the NASFiC . . .

Joyce: Worded like that, I quake in my boots. But
you are right: finding qualified people to ru n
conventions is a challenge. Even easy Corflu requires
some talent for organization. I definitely agree that we
should avoid too many restrictions on the few people
willing to do it.

Richard Brandt
How unfair an advanage of you to have a captive

artist like Alan White on hand. (Hey, wait a minute, I
have a cover by Alan for my next issue. Damn, what’s
keeping me?)

Joyce: The whole fan world is asking the same
question. Pub Your Ish, Richard!

Hey wait, you mean people aren’t supposed to
campaign for TAFF?

Joyce: This is a new Millennium, and these rules
seem definitely changed.

How sad only 23 Americans could make it to
Corflu UK. They should have had it somewhere else,
like Panama City.

You know, Chappell had a good idea; someone
ought to reprint that old stuff...

J o y c e : R o b e rt Lichtman is certainly bringing
some gems to light.

I was always of the opinion that Corflu was a
convention of fanzine fandom, and the fanzine
fandom I knew was no provincial, parochial, purely
American thing, but as I learned from heated
discussion at Corflu Nova mine was not a universally
held opinion....

Joyce: The fear of “giving up” Corflu to foreign
shores is merely a reflection of how badly fans want to
see each other, at least once a year. The fear of not
being able to do that makes some fans want to keep
Corflu forever stateside.

Robert Lichtman
Alan White’s artwork and layout in SMOKING

ROCKETS No. 1 isn’t completely my cup of tea, but
his draftsmanship is interesting and his use of color is,
seemingly contradictorily, both restrained and yet
f l a s h y.  I particularly liked the heading to your
editorial column.  The only thing I don’t particularly
care for is his penchant for putting cartoons in the
middle of twin columns, which results in some rather
unattractive wrapping of text.  But this is a small cavil,
and overall it doesn’t detract from the words which
are, after all, the meat of any fanzine.

Your comments that Ulrika O’Brien “established



all, regarding whether fan fund candidates should be
nominated by others or if it’s okay for someone to
declare their own interest, I’ve got mixed feelings.
Over TA F F ’s long history, both situations have
obtained and yet the fund itself has not particularly
suffered as a result.  (What has happened at times is
that “preordained” candidates have not carried the
day.)  Sometimes, as is the case this time around,
unless several people step up to the plate there’s no
race at all.  In my opinion, there should be a steady
flow of races unless the fund’s coffers lack the
wherewithal to support such frequency, because that
keeps people conscious of TAFF’s (or DUFF’s or
GUFF’s) existence and contributes to its vitality. As
for the mater of whether or not someone standing
could afford to go on their own steam, that’s not so
much a consideration these days as it used to be when
fandom as a whole was far less affluent.  I served as
one of Victor’s nominators because he asked me first,
even though I was fully aware of his trans-Atlantic
travel in recent years; but if my nominating record is
of any relevance, it will likely be Tom we send off on
a trip next spring.

Joyce: I think my aversion to self-promotion is not
really a fannish thing, but general good manners.
However, I do recognize that fandom’s tradition in this
regard has changed. And I am very glad Tom and
Victor stepped forward, for all the reasons mentioned
here and in Smokin’ Rockets #1.

Although, as you say, “only” twenty-three
Americans were able to make it to the Leeds Corflu,
you overlook in your exposition here the fact that
twenty Brits managed to make it to Seattle for last
spring’s outing, and if there’s any disadvantage it’s
mutual.  Just as a large number of Americans were, as
you put it, “disaccommodated” by moving the Corflu
venue to Leeds in 1998, so perhaps are sizable
quantities of Brits who’d like to attend Corflu in the
States similarly left out.  It seems inevitable to me (as
it does to Arnie in his column) that Corflu will
occasionally travel out of the country, and I like your
suggestion that perhaps an alternate fanzine fan
convention could take place on those years.  As you
point out, this might lessen the American presence at
an overseas Corflu, but that’s unavoidable.  Along
with Arnie in “The Golden Bagel,” I suggest that
Toner might serve as a substitute, and further offer the
notion that it might not be limited to Las Vegas as its
venue over the long run.  Others might suggest Ditto,
but that convention has its own history and partisans.
I’m sure this subject is far from settled.

Joyce: For that matter, there’s no reason it should
be the same convention each time. I’d be happy if it
were Toner, here in Vegas, but have no objection at all
to any other stateside convention being the substitute
on the years Corflu goes abroad.

Your writing about How It Was back before the

an advisory board for TAFF, made up primarily of
past administrators” aren’t entirely correct. What she
did was begin another on-line forum, Fan Fund
Administrators, into which former winners of all fan
funds have been invited.  The initial discussion
revolved around Ulrika and Vijay’s announcing the
awarding of Bill Bowers’ 1976 trip.  That caused a
flurry of feedback from the lot of us that a 2001 trip
was also called for, especially given the healthy
financial state of the fund and given all the
considerations you recount here.  As a result Ulrika
and Vijay decided to go ahead with the one we now
can vote in. (And given the short deadline for voting
this time around, I encourage everyone not to put it
off.  Ballots can be downloaded from the SQUIB
Website (<http://www.galaxy-7.net/squib/TAFF2001/>)
if a paper one doesn’t come your way.)

Consulting with previous administrators isn’t a
new thing with Ulrika, of course.  During my
administration I frequently checked out my plans with
every prior TAFF winner whose counsel I could enlist
as well as my prime touchstone, co-founder Chuch
Harris.  More recent administrators have, in turn,
sought my advice.  What’s happened with the Fan
Fund Administrators list is that cross-fund discussion
has taken place, most recently concerning the now-
extant DUFF race.  I consider that a healthy state of
affairs.  

Joyce: I’m glad you explained exactly how the list
is functioning. And I think most of us probably agree
that this is a healthy move.

Regarding where the line should be drawn, if at



able to be flexible and make up our own minds about
this, we are also able to change our minds if we wish.

Erika Maria Lacey
I have thoroughly enjoyed Smoking Rockets #1 -

a very attractive (not quite so little) package. Passing
on commenting on Corflu and TAFF - I’ve not the
experience to comment on the latter, and the former I
have not attended.  I know that Eric and Jean are
interested in having it in Australia.  It does seem like
a good idea - there are a number of fanziners over
here.  It would be more accessible if held in
Melbourne or Sydney, which would be a long way
away for both of them from where they live. 

Privacy always has been a strange thing -
sometimes something said ‘in confidence’is suddenly
spilled over everyone’s lips - and have nothing to do
with e-mail or the like.  Telephones and mail are just
as likely to carry words over distances, as is meeting
with people at parties.  Parties are the best sources of
gossip of all time.

Reprinting stuff that people said is probably best
dealt with by asking for permission.  It’s polite, and
for me, having been in academia for too long, helps
with legalities - though the thought of fen suing
each other doesn’t quite jell.  Stuff said online,
unless in private mail - and even then! - should
never be considered private. Anything said on
rec.arts.sf.fandom can be looked at in search engines.
DejaNews is especially good for doing things like
that.  Defining rules are always good to have.  Things
that are tacit are easier to break rather than what is
explicit.  At least, that way, if things go wrong there
are always the rules to point to and say ‘ah-hah! You
broke them’ or the like.

Joyce: I think most fans bend over backward to try
to do “the right thing” where privacy is concerned.
The trouble is that fandom is going through mighty
upheavals now, thanks to the Electronic Revolution.
The trick is to adapt the old rules to the new setting,

I can keep adults awake
for days on end.

What’s your mutant power?

sexual and other revolutions of the sixties is right on,
but having known Ardis I’m aware that her dalliance
with Ted was the exception to her being a generally
self-sufficient woman who, as Ted wrote, preferred
not to be dependent on any man for her livelihood.
I’m not going to expound further here, but refer you to
my comments in the lettercol of Nic Farey’s THIS
HERE No. 5.  

Mark Plummer
Thanks for Smokin’ Rockets, by far the best-

looking PDF fanzine I’ve seen so far—-unless Arnie’s
looking over your shoulder as you’re reading this in
which case it is of course *one of* the best PDF
fanzines I’ve seen so far, alongside Baloney and
Jackpot! of course. It seems almost a shame to reduce
Alan White’s splendid colour artwork to humble black
and white in transferring the computer file to a
traditional printed format.

As somebody who has little direct experience of
the subject I’m initially reluctant to comment on the
subject of ‘Whither Corflu’ but having read both your
views I find myself wondering what’s in a name.
Arnie supports the occasional non-North American
Corflu but thinks they’d need to be some kind of
North American event to fill the gap—-a Corflu
NASFIC as it were—-whereas you favour keeping the
Corflu name for the American convention, but I
wonder how much difference it really makes. And
anyway, maybe there’s a way to keep everybody
happy.  I mean, there’s no real reason why we have to
restrict ourselves to one Corflu per year, is there?

OK, so Eric and Jean want to run a Corflu in
Australia in 2002. Assuming they do so I think it’s a
pretty safe bet that  the majority of American (and
indeed British) fanzines fans won’t be able to go for
simple economic reasons. So we have an alternative
North American event—-and why not simply call that
Corflu as well? The scheduling obviously needs a bit
of thought, to ensure that those who want and can
afford to attend both can do so, but this shouldn’t be
insurmountable. After all, as Arnie says, we’re not
burdened by the rules and regulations that surround a
worldcon; we can be flexible over this.

Oh, should just say I loved that ‘Entropy Reprint’.
Joyce: Some people have a strong desire to

attend every Corflu, and establishing multiple
Corflus per year would probably stymie their
plans. Just to be argumentative, I suggest that the
fanzine convention in other countries does not
need to be a “Corflu” but would work just as
well under another name.

I’m certain the Group Mind will find
a satisfactory answer. Discussions such as
this will help fans pin down exactly what
they want Corflu to be, a national or
international gathering. We not only are



or make new rules that better fit our situation.
I’d read Lilian Edwards’piece in GLOSS 1, too, and

was thinking about it ... I couldn’t judge, not having
known Ardis.  There are always many sides to a tale, and
a n y h o w, to make a decision with today’s standards on
events that happened 30-40 years ago is not quite right.
There are a number of women who do today what she
did then, and often people denigrate their choices.  If
someone is (or was) happy doing something, then it is
not for others to judge - though I suppose that it’s one of
those things for a utopian society!

Joyce: You are completely right; it is hard to judge
events that happened long ago by today’s standards.

The opportunity to read older pieces is enchanting.
If not for reprints, I would never see anything that is
older.  My access to fanzines is sadly limited to the
electronic.  I’ve never read anything of Moskowitz’s -
the closest of anything that I have of his is a book
edited by him with collected works of various known
SF writers of the time.  I still haven’t read it.  Older
fan politics go over my head somewhat - my
knowledge is very limited indeed.  Being a neofan in
the extreme, I barely know other fen in Australia - so
knowing of fen in the US or elsewhere is no less than
a miracle!  Interesting little pieces on places like
fanac.org do help flesh out the history, though.  

Reprints with all of the original variations in
spelling and grammar certainly adds a distinct flavour
to the article.  Consistence is good!  I couldn’t help but
laugh while reading through the article.  It was ever so
clever - the writing so different from the previous
piece, a very obviously satirical poking at Moskowitz’
publication. 

Joyce: It was extremely funny. But you should try
to read Moskowitz! Once you get past his outré
spelling and grammar, he presents a fascinating look
at the history of early fandom. 

Looking at Corflu again ... things are best shared?
Personally I would probably not attend if it were to be
held in Australia, unless in my home city of Brisbane
... money is always an object, and rarely is a
convention (other than the two annual mediacons)
held here.  It’s one of the reasons that not too many
ozzies make it overseas - those that do save up for
years beforehand quite often (or have high paying
jobs, the arses.  Share!) 

It would be doubtful anyway that Corflu would be
held out of the US more than once every five or so
years.  Not too many Americans would be willing to
let it out of their hands - completely in my opinion, of
course.  Plus it’s even further to the UK than it is to
the US from Australia.  No ... I’m not being oz-centric
at all.  Plus, Australia is nice and sunny and stuff?  (I’ll
just ignore the past two weeks of continuous rain
about now.)

John Berry’s piece was very touching and
l o v e l y.  Being part of local folklore would

undoubtedly be one definite way to be remembered
- people saying that nobody ever dies for as long as
there is a person that remembers you.  John will
have a great number of people remember him, and if
there is ever a local historian, then he’ll go down on
paper too.  The child that spooked the horse and had
it run down the street, etc.  He’s lucky to have
learned the lesson he did at a young age - some
people never do.  Getting even is never without
repercussions, and it probably would have had hurt
his Uncle a great deal if he’d won that day.

Ross Chamberlain
I just finished reading “Smokin’ Rockets” —

somehow I keep feeling that an exclamation point
belongs after the name. I didn’t get to see a lot of the
early TV stuff, including Tom Corbett or Captain
Video or some of the other SF kidshows, but isn’t that
p/i/c/k/e/d/ /u/p/ /f/r/o/m/ a tribute to one of them?

I have to say initially, and I should have done so
much earlier in a response to Jackpot! or at least
Baloney, that I’m not as keen as you and Arnie on the
“format correct” approach to electronic fanzine
publishing. It has its place, but in part I feel that way,
even now that I’m used to using Acrobat, because to
me there is an awkwardness about maintaining an
inflexible format on a medium designed for flexibility.
And I would like to be able to read the whole fanzine
together, rather than opening it piece by piece. I don’t
see an option in Acrobat’s help files for concatenating
a set of documents, but I haven’t studied it all that
much yet.

I think that if I ever get around to putting in the
effort on a zine again (and I keep telling myself I will,
One Of These Days, or even RSN), if I do it on-line
then I will do it in HTML format. If I want to get it to
non-electrified folk, I’ll run off a copy especially for
them, but as with printouts of my website I’ve made
for my brother and sister, it is largely just a
representation, not the site, or zine, itself. But that’s
me — and, Gemini that I am, I’ve been known to
change my mind. Any number of times...

Meanwhile, you and Alan have created a
beautiful fanzine! As always, I enjoy reading what
you have to say, and Alan has a gift for imagery that
I can only envy.

I started to make notes on each section of the zine
and then I noticed that you have actually assembled a
rather integrated concept into this one zine;
sometimes I’m slow on the pickup, I know, but this
time it actually came to me after reading the zine and
looking back on it. It has to do with the changes and
evolution of Fandom. Of course, in the opening
paragraph of Mojave Mojo you refer with marvelous
imagery to the amazing way changes spread across
fandom in the electronic age. Yet every article
bespeaks the longer changes in the microcosm. In that



editorial alone you speak of the changes in TAFF and
Corflu in fandom, and both losses and gains in privacy
and personal freedom that have affected us all,
mundane and fan alike.

Then Robert’s “Entropy Reprints,” while
introducing Fred Chappell’s “The Goldfish Bowl,”
evokes something of both the changes in his own past
as well as that of Chappell, and “The Goldfish Bowl”
takes pokes at certain attempts to codify the history of
Fandom — I think there were more typos in there than
may have appeared in the original, though I finally
(slow me!) finally figured out that most were On
Purpose. And I wish Robert’s revisions of his
introduction from ‘95 had included the point that SaM
was gone now and wouldn’t be attempting any further
additions to The Immortal Storm. Arnie documents his
own change in viewpoints on Corflu’s place in the

Fannish World, and John Berry’s sweet tale evokes a
moment when his own life added a touch of wisdom
and growth.

I think I’m inclined more to your point of view re
C o r f l u ’s venues, though I see his point. Ditto might
well fill in when Corflu’s away (assuming Ditto’s
supporters would want it to), but I’d like Toner to
stay local.

Joyce: You win the Golden Reader Award for
finding the hidden picture! Yes, Smokin’ Rockets is
about Change. There seems to be a never-ending
supply of that particular commodity, no matter how
frequently I decide to publish.

Thanks to everyone who noted their receipt of the
issue; this time maybe you’ll feel more like writing?
Meanwhile, keep watching the skies for those Smokin’
Rockets!


	SR2a.pdf
	SR2b.pdf
	SR2c.pdf



