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THIS ISSUE OF el is in memory of two of my dear old friends, Roger Phillips Graham
and Ed Emshwiller.

In the exclusively science fiction world, it is also in memory of Elly (Mrs. Robert) Bloch,
Mary (Mrs. Robert) Bonfils, Patrice Duvic, David Honigsberg, David Masson, and Kurt
Vonnegut.

#

As always, everything in this issue of el beneath my byline is part of my in-progress rough-
draft memoirs. As such, I would appreciate any corrections, revisions, extensions,
anecdotes, photographs, jpegs, or what have you sent to me at earlkemp@citlink.net and
thank you in advance for all your help.

Bill Burns is jefe around here. If it wasn’t for him, nothing would get done. He inspires
activity. He deserves some really great rewards. It is a privilege and a pleasure to have him
working with me to make el whatever it is.

Other than Bill Burns, Dave Locke, and Robert Lichtman, these are the people who made
this issue of el possible: Martin Alger, Robert Bonfils, Bruce Brenner, Charles Burbee, Jim
Caughran, Mike Deckinger, Alex and Phyllis Eisenstein, Carol Emshwiller, Jacques
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Hamon, Elaine Kemp Harris, Earl Terry Kemp, Barry Malzberg, Luis and Karan Ortiz,
and Robert Speray.

ARTWORK: This issue of el features recycled artwork by Ed Emshwiller, Ray Nelson,
and William Rotsler.

Writing for a living is like being a rich man, without all the worries about one’s
millions. It isn’t really work, in one sense of the word, because as I've found, when it
becomes work, it doesn’t come out as good work. It has to be fun. All absorbing,
intensely pleasing fun.

--Rog Phillips, “The Club House,” November 1950

...Return to sender, address unknown.... 21

The Official el Letters to the Editor Column
Artwork recycled William Rotsler

By Earl Kemp

We get letters. Some parts of some of them are printable. Your letter of comment is most
wanted via email to earlkemp@citlink.net or by snail mail to P.O. Box 6642, Kingman, AZ
86402-6642 and thank you.

Also, please note, I observe DNQs and make arbitrary and capricious deletions from these
letters in order to remain on topic.

This is the official Letter Column of el, and following are a few quotes from a few of those
letters concerning the last issue of el. All this in an effort to get you to write letters of
comment to el so you can look for them when they appear here.

Sunday February 18, 2007:

My usual "Wow!" reaction. “Fritz Leiber and Eyes” was staggeringly brilliant, one of those
pieces I couldn't stop reading and will want to read again more than once.

Real class seems to be fading away today -- it's good to know we can always find it here.
It's a special honor to have my story, “Neighbors,” included here, and for thank I thank
you.

--Victor J. Banis

Well, CorFlu has ended and zines are popping up on eFanzines again. I was so pleased to
see a new el, that is until I read it.
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You see, I never met Bob Tucker. I never met Lee Hoffman. I never had the chance and
hearing about the meaning of them from all the sources I've been looking at since they
both passed, I've realized that I missed a massively important part of the story of fandom.
I never smoooooothed until Geri Sullivan passed around a bottle of Straight Rye Jim Bean
and led the charge at CorFlu this year. I'm a sucker for Straight Rye Beam and discovering
that it was Tucker’s bourbon of choice makes me even more unhappy that I never had the
chance to tip a little back with him.

Perhaps it’s the fact that I never met LeeH that bothers me more. She was so damn
talented. I remember seeing issues of Science Fiction Five Yearly from the ’50s and ’60s
when I was young and again recently and they were just so amazing. I've read as much of
her stuff as I could and she was so damn talented with a sense of humor that seemed to
have a bark of its own just below the surface. She was an amazing writer and a fine artist
too. She was either an N3F member or at least contributed to The National Fantasy Fan
magazine in the 1950s, because I came across a couple of her illos in an issue I bought at
an auction about a year ago. It’s a damn shame.

And it all plays to a larger story that annoys me the most. I've
missed so many people who were the basis for this fandom we’ve
built. I've missed so many important people, including the guy who
probably had more influence over my fan writing Harry Warner, Jr.
I made it a point to seek out Dave Kyle, Forry, Jack Speer, and
Rusty Hevelin when I was at WorldCon this year (well, I ran into
Rusty and made an ass out of myself) and have been lucky enough
to get a chance to talk old days with R Twidner. It’s important to
me that I get a chance to talk about those things I missed with the
people who were there and not just read about them in zines and in
All Our Yesterdays. Missing both Tucker and Hoffman means I’ll
\_\ never get the fullest picture of the times that I had wished.

Thanks much for another great issue, and for the clearing up of the

Who Killed Science Fiction problems. It was interesting to read
SilverBob’s emails. Even when firing off a simple email about a small matter he’s
eminently readable.

--Chris Garcia
Downloaded el 30 and printed it this morning. Really like Steve's cover. Looking forward
to reading it all, but for now note that Mari Wolf in the early '50s photo attributed to Rick
Sneary was a real looker. Or so I think....

--Robert Lichtman

Tuesday February 20, 2007:
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I enjoyed this issue as always. I have to find sufficient time because -- unlike anything else
I've read on the net -- it's so absorbing. I get mesmerized by tales of people whose names
I've heard here for the first time. You really know how to pick 'em.

--Rose Idlet
Thursday February 22, 2007:

I confess that I just started reading el. (Corflus have a way of
inspiring fanac.) It's a massive treasure trove of wonders. This m—
neo really appreciates the reprinting of Justin Leiber's piece, as il By
I'm sure that even if I hadn't missed it when it came out, I was L L
probably too young to appreciate it anyhow. I hadn't been ,?,.-f"’
familiar with Fritz Leiber's work, but this essay has aroused my 4 / )J;
curiosity. I'm going to read "Who Killed Science Fiction," as I'm - ="
afraid it's sadly prophetic in many ways. There's more dreck to f'l.
dig through these days, but there are some wonderful gems here “~ -é_'v.-; -
and there. y
_.-in"
"

I loved the story by Victor J. Banis; very erotic.
I only briefly met Len Moffatt at a couple of LosCons and LACon, ) - .
so it was good to learn something about his life.

You do have children who love you; it shines from their pieces in this ish. This brought
tears to my eyes.

It was great seeing you at Corflu Quire. See you at Corflu Silver, if not before.
--Teresa Cochran
Friday February 23, 2007:

It is always weird (to me at least) to read articles about myself even when I am being
quoted accurately. But June and I were surprised to see the quote from rich brown (he
always wrote his name in lower case). I met him when he was a teenager years before he
moved east and always enjoyed his letters, etc. in fanzines. June has no memory of ever
meeting him, which makes his take on her first marriage a puzzlement.

Eph did not forbid her to participate in fan activities. She and he are among the
LASFSIANS who kept Shangri-LA, the club magazine, alive after Burbee resigned. The
problem was that they couldn't afford baby sitters so often she stayed home to look after
the kids while he attended club meetings or conventions. They did make it to local
noncons and she managed to attend a few hours at the SoLacon in 1958.

The three kids were a few years away from being almost-adults when June and I married.
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Bob, the oldest came closer to fitting that description being fifteen at the time with Caty
next at thirteen. Jay was only eleven. But rich was right about one thing--I couldn't have
loved them more had they been fathered by me and 1 still feel the same way today.

A couple of corrections to the Awards list:

We CO-chaired BoucherCons in 1972, 1976, and 1991.

The 1994 Evans-Freehafer Award was given to both of us by LASFS.

The 1999 Anthony Award was given to both of us for Lifetime Achievement in mystery
fandom.

The 2004 Forry Award was given to me by LASFS for Lifetime Achievement in the
science fiction field.

The other listings are correct.

Some of the photos came out a bit too dark but then they weren't great photographic art
to start with.

The group photo of me, Ernie Wheatley, Rog, etc. has a couple of caption errors. The man
on the far right (to Rog's left) with elbow sticking out is Alan Hershey (not "Creasley").
And Bjo's married name at that time was Wells, not Welles.

Allin all, a good job.

--Len Moffatt
Wednesday February 28, 2007:
[In eI30, in the Len Moffatt piece, at the photo with the caption “Roger and Honey
Graham and Ray Nelson”] The photo of me with Rog Phillips is definitely not me. I don't
think I even owned a blazer or suitcoat in those days. I wasn't a suit kind of guy. And is

that a pocket protector in the pocket of the guy who is not me? In those days I wouldn't
have worn a pocket protector for less than two grand.

--Ray Nelson
Saturday March 3, 2007:
Steve Stiles is one of my favorite fan artists. Remind me to ask him for a cover for a future
issue of my fanzine. "Dodo Noir" is wonderful. He's so damn good, and a class act, too;

withdrawing his name from the FAAn awards to give other fine artists a chance was an
incredibly noble, classy thing to do. Someday I'd like to meet the guy.



Earl, your remembrance of Bob Tucker was brief, but touchingly effective. It just never
ceases to amaze me at how much Bob touched so many lives. As you noted, even four
months plus after his death just the mention of his name makes me pause for a moment.
Nothing we write could ever plumb the depths of his influence. God speed, Bob. Great
photo, by the way, of Lee Hoffman with Tucker. I never had the chance to meet LeeH, and
certainly wish I had. At least her zines and writings survive, as well as many of her friends.

Perhaps that's the legacy we should be the most grateful for:

knowing these people and appreciating all that they have done
e ing the: ating all
¢V D ) for this fann}sh corner of the mgltlverse. Since we have the

technology, it is a Real Good Thing that so many people are
archiving old fanzines before the paper crumbles into oblivion. I
love paper fanzines; I cut my fannish eyeteeth on them, and
doubt that they will ever completely go away. Or least, not for
quite a while yet. The main thing is that I am very glad that so
many people are preserving our fannish heritage, passing the
mythology on to future generations. I will try to do my part.

rﬂfr_f: Terry wrote a wonderful piece on Len Moffatt, someone whose
history I know thanks to guys like Harry Warner, Jr., Richard
Lynch, Mike Glyer, Ted White, and so on, but again, I have yet to
meet the guy. Here's yet another person to add to my "hope to meet someday" list. Shit,
this listing's getting pretty long...!

But back to Terry's article. This was an exhaustive work, and tells me things about Len
Moffatt that I never before knew from fan history books. His service in WWII, for
instance, as part of the occupation force in Nagasaki was sobering. My father, a radioman
2nd class, was probably just offshore on his destroyer at the same time. Len's duties in
Nagasaki possibly influenced some of those "weird science fiction" stories he wrote in the
post war years.

One other thing of note I learned in this article: I didn't know that Rog Phillips Graham
was Terry's godfather. That is kinda cool. I think I have some old pulps with his
godfather's stories in them. I know that old Rog wrote a lot of stories under various names.

Thank you, also, for running the Fritz Leiber piece. Justin Leiber is a fine writer, I have to
say. This has got to be one of the most in-depth writings about Fritz Leiber, even
considering that it's an abridged version of a much longer piece. I will have to peruse the
TAMU on-line catalog to see if they have a copy on hand; I have been able to find a lot of
critical sf books at the A&M library. Hal Hall, curator of special collections in the TAMU
Cushing Library, is a long-time fan and has slowly been building up a sizeable SF & F
collection housed in the Cushing. A couple weeks ago I had the pleasure of a tour through
it with Hal; very impressive collection so far. I mention this because there is a decent
amount of Fritz Leiber stuff back in those movable stacks.

Many thanks for the fine effort, Earl. I have to agree with other fannish pundits by saying
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el is one of the top e-zines being produced at present.
--John Purcell
Wednesday March 14, 2007:

Great Stiles cover, and great quotation by Vonnegut on the contents page. This is a quote
environmental groups should adopt. I know what you mean about recycled Rotslers...I've
been helping John Purcell get his new zine going, and as I started digging, I found not
one, but three stashes of Rotslers, one going back to the zine I did with Keith Soltys,
Torus, in the early ’90s.

I wanted so much to go to Corflu, and my regrets increase with each glowing report about
good times, innovations, and Pat Virzi’s conrunning skills. Now that the 2008 edition will
be in Vegas...the temptation is there, mostly because for the next three years or so after
that, I simply will not be able to go; they’re too far away.

Great commentary about WKSF?. You've got a real fan in Greg Benford. If you were to do
it again, Earl, I still think it would be a valuable tool for those who can and will manage
and change the genre, presumably for the better.

I have been involved in fandom for 30 years this coming
December, and First Fandom will get an e-mail from me
soon asking about auxiliary membership. As I became
aware of the history of fandom, and what fandom was
like beyond the city I was living in, I learned about the
characters and personalities in fandom. So many of them
are gone now, which indicates to me how much time has
passed, and how long I've been around here myself. We
need sites like eFanzines.com and fanac.org to keep those
memories and personalities alive. It may just come down
to sitting down and reminiscing, but in the long run, it
may be all we have left as time marches on.

Earl, I saw online that you just came back from the LA
Paperback Show, and that both Ackerman and Bradbury
are in rough shape. This is hard to hear and bear, but I Ray Bradbury in the

am so glad we went to the LA Worldcon to see them both foreground and William F.
while they were still alert and could enjoy, perhaps one NOla{l behind h.lm.' Photﬁ by
last time, the adulation of their fans. I couldn’t get Ray’s Earcgeﬁgéxllsflzggl >
autograph, but I did get one from Forrie, and I shook his ’ » 2007
hand. And, I regret that I will never see these two

gentlemen again. Of all the people in the photo on page 25, the only person I know there is
Bjo, and even though she is in relatively good health, I will probably never see her again,
either. We suffer from a surfeit of geography.
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I cannot add more to this letter other than to say that I enjoyed Terry’s fanarkle on Len
Moffatt and Rog Phillips, and the reprint of the Justin Leiber article on his father. These
are memories to be preserved for others to enjoy in the future.

--Lloyd Penney
Tuesday March 27, 2007:
Uncharacteristically for me, some comments on your most recent issue...

“So, who’s going to put ‘Ah, Sweet Idiocy!’ on the Web?” asks John Boston. No one that
I'm aware of, but Toronto fan Taral is working on a CD edition that ought to be out
sometime this year. In addition to the entire text of Laney’s “me-moirs” it will include
Alva Rogers’s 1963 “FTL & ASI,” a critical look at ASI through the eyes of someone who
was there. There may be other special features as well. Undoubtedly its release will be

well publicized.

I really loved your daughter Elaine’s letter. Of your house guests long ago she wrote,
“Remember 1960... Walking in the halls of our house I could still see the faces of my
heroes. Were they heroes? Or were they the friends and delighted guests that came to our
house. These were the people I'd come to know as family.” Her words so echo those of
Johnny Burbee in the letter column of Trap Door No. 23, who also grew up with fans in
his childhood: “Reading your publication took me back to a time when fanzines were
everywhere around the house (and frequently so were visiting fans). The smell of fresh
mimeograph ink is etched forever in my brain.” And, “I pity the fan who publishes at
Kinko’s, missing out on the fun of creating stencils, then collating, stapling while someone
turned the mimeo drum at j-u-s-t the right speed. I believe I was present and pressed into
service (as a child) at the creation of a few ‘One Shot’ pubs, crafted in just such an ancient
manner. And I tell you, those adults were sure having a lot fun.”

It would be interesting to know Alexei Panshin’s thinking when he wrote that he found his
copy of WKSF? “just under my copy of Sex and Rockets: The Occult World of Jack
Parsons, where, no doubt, I should have looked for it in the first place.” What’s his
nexus? That aside, I'm glad for the mention of Sex and Rockets, a marvelous book (and a
great read except for some chapters that dwell on details of Alistair Crowley’s OTO in
much the same way some chapters of Moby Dick cover exhaustively the minute aspects of
whaling) that opens a window on a portion of Los Angeles fandom of the ‘40s that
overlaps in many ways with Boucher’s novel, Rocket to the Morgue, and was under-
noticed by fandom when it appeared. Parsons was a fringe-fan at best, but he intersected
with many fans and pros at the time. Alva Rogers wrote an article about him,
“Darkhouse,” in the fifth issue of Terry Carr’s Lighthouse, which is quoted extensively in
the book. Written pseudonymously by “John Carter” due no doubt to its less than
flattering view of L. Ron Hubbard, the trade paper edition remains available through
Amazon and other sources and to me is a must-read. A much more recent book on
Parsons, Strange Angel: The Otherworldly Life of Rocket Scientist John Whiteside
Parsons, plonks by comparison.



In your “Shuttering the Brick Hotel” you make reference to “Just Another Brick in the
Wall,” which you say “was written for Bob’s 9oth birthday celebration party.” You cite the
August 2001 issue of Spirit of Things Past for its publication. Looking it up, the editorial
blurb written by Dick or Leah Smith says that it was "written for the August 4 Tucker
fanquet in Bob’s hometown of Bloomington.” Since Bob was born November 23, 1914, he
wouldn’t have been ninety in 2001. All that quibbling aside, “Just Another Brick” is a fine
article that doesn’t deserve the oblivion of being forever stuck in a Ditto progress report.
You should reprint it here sometime.

I enjoyed Terry’s article on Len Moffatt, someone I've known since my own early days in
fandom and whom I haven’t seen nearly enough of in the past four decades since I moved
away from Los Angeles and didn’t go to enough of the conventions he also attended. We
were fellow FAPAns for many years, though, and I retain a large file of fanzines he did
either on his own, with June, or with Rick Sneary and others. The mention of him being
“a founding member of the Western Pennsylvania Science Fictioneers” reminded me that
in my fanzine Frap’s January 1964 issue I published an article by Len looking back on the
days when he was new to fandom. It’s called “Her Sensitive Fannish Face” and tells of an
encounter he had with an older woman in a Pennsylvania town near the one in which he
lived and how it played out. She learned of the WPSF through the pages of Super Science
Fiction, which “chartered” the club. I'm attaching a PDF of the article, which upon
rereading I think might be a good reprint for el, although I suppose you would need to get
Len’s permission.

Len remembers that Rog Phillips’s “Christ: An Autobiography” originally appeared in an
issue of one of Charles Burbee’s FAPAzines. This didn’t sound right to me, and sent me to
my files. I have copies of just about every fanzine Burbee ever published—he gave them
all to me when he divested himself of his fanzine collection—and I can say with some
authority that the article first appeared in the giant “Insurgent Issue” of Spacewarp
published in September 1950 by Burbee, Laney, and other members of the L.A. Insurgent
element. And ghod it’s good! You ought to reprint it, too.

--Robert Lichtman

A good story can be almost unreadable because of stilted and artificial dialogue. It’s
not exactly any single line of dialogue but the overall thing. You can argue that the
talking is being done by people of the future or of another race or civilization; but the
fact remains that if that is accepted as true, the story is still “translated” into language
of today, and must therefore sound like people talking. Languages often change but
meanings seldom do in the abstract. Stick to the language the reader knows.

--Rog Phillips, “The Club House,” June 1951




Through EMSHwiller’s Eyes....*

...visions of time and space....
By Luis Ortiz

In 1949, a French-Italian publisher Edizioni Mondiale (World
Editions) had decided that the American market was ripe for
Fascination, a heavily illustrated, romance-themed magazine
it was publishing in Europe. The American edition of
Fascination was launched and immediately failed in selling to
a jaded post-war American audience. Salacious gossip
magazines like True Confessions were what Americans were
reading. A knitting magazine was attempted and also
floundered. Casting around for alternative publishing ideas,
one of World Editions’ New York-based editors suggested a
science fiction magazine. Galaxy Science Fiction was born in
October 1950 with that editor, Horace L. Gold, at the de facto
helm.

Galaxy had to go up against the gold standard of science _ _
fiction periodicals: John W. Campbell, Jr.’s long-established Luis Ortiz

and popular Astounding Science Fiction, as well as Anthony p}}llgtographed Our;iide
Boucher and Jesse Francis McComas’ more literate Magazine 18 apartment. Lhe
WTC is two blocks over

of Fantasy & Science Fiction. To fans, Campbell was a science
fiction godhead. He was believed to have the magic touch
when it came to finding and publishing the best science
fiction, but by the early fifties Campbell was beginning to take
a bizarre turn into metaphysical quasi-science, including
Dianetics, the creation and pet project of pulp writer L. Ron Hubbard.

to his left. Photo by
Karan Ortiz, February
2007.

Canadian-born Gold had little editorial experience before Galaxy. He did have an eclectic
writing background: science fiction and fantasy, radio, comic books, and true-life
detective tales. Many of Galaxy’s authors remember Gold as a “nagging presence.”
Frederik Pohl, an author’s agent at the time, wrote, “Before Galaxy was a year old it was
clearly the place where the action was.” It didn’t hurt that Galaxy was also paying the best
rates for the material it published, and this forced Campbell to play catch up. Gold had
bigger ambitions for Galaxy. As author Barry Malzberg once pointed out, “Horace Gold
earnestly believed that Galaxy could eventually appeal to as many people as The Saturday
Evening Post.”

The man who directed Galaxy and made it an immediate contender on newsstands was
looking to publish upscale science fiction that was intelligent and socially aware.
Physically and emotionally, Gold seemed unsuitable for the job. A spinal injury during an
army stint in the Pacific would handicap him throughout his life. The whole time he
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worked on Galaxy, Gold admitted that due to “... being so high on anxiety and Seconal —
and having agonizing back pains...my mind was in a constant fog.” Gold also suffered
from severe agoraphobia and rarely left his Manhattan apartment.

Unknown to many of its writers and artists, Galaxy’s future
was on shaky ground during that first year. Behind the scenes
there were rumors that the magazine was going under. In
September 1951, the magazine was sold to print broker
Robert M. Guinn, who formed Galaxy Publishing
Corporation, and for all intents and purposes World Editions
left the North American magazine market. Galaxy found its
footing with Gold in complete editorial control. Six months
earlier Ed Emshwiller had sold his first professional art to the
magazine.

#

At the start of his art career, Ed focused on the science fiction
field. After leaving art school, and getting married to a fellow
Ed EmShV}’ﬂler at his art student, Carol Fries, Ed decided that fine art was too risky
easel. Circa 1956. a proposition, and realized that slick magazines like Saturday
Evening Post, Look, and Colliers would allow him little
freedom. His father was a pulp reader and Ed grew up with the images of science fiction.
He thought that in smaller venues, like SF pulp magazines, he would be free to explore his
own ideas. By the early fifties, the physical format called pulp magazines, 7 by 10 inches in
dimension, printed on low-grade pulpwood paper, were already looked upon as old-
fashioned and newsstand distributors mostly saw them as unprofitable. To survive, most
of the pulps were moving to a digest size 5.5 by 7 inches format.

Galaxy’ art director, Washington Van der Poel, appreciated
Ed’s ability to create evocative cover art that contained a g&l axy
narrative hook. Emshwiller’s appearance, in the spring of 1951, S 3
at Galaxy’s midtown offices with ready-to-use paintings in
hand was any art director’s dream. From the get-go Ed had no
trouble understanding the economics of pulp publishing,
especially “ghetto science fiction,” as it was called by one of its
early women practitioners, Judith Merril.

Ed’s debut as an artist was the June 1951 Galaxy science fiction
magazine, with a gouache pulled from his portfolio. The piece
was titled “Relics of an Extinct Race.” It is hard to imagine
today that the scene it presented, of alien archeologists coming
across the historical record of mankind’s self-destruction — as
depicted through the strata of weapons deposited by successive epochs of violent human
civilizations — was not painted with Galaxy in mind, but this painting was done at Carol’s
parents’ home in Ann Arbor while the first issues of Galaxy were hitting newsstands.
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For the most part, H.L. Gold worked out of his apartment in Stuyvesant Town on East
14th Street where it seemed that much of Galaxy’s business revolved around the weekly
poker games that Gold held in his dining room. There, between manuscripts, galley
proofs, cover press sheets, beer, and make-ready copies of the magazine, the Friday night
games of fifteen-cent-limit, seven-card high-low, Stud, Anaconda, or Iron Cross (all
played on a green baize cloth that covered the dining-room table) would engage regulars,
and such semi-regulars as Jerome Bixby, Fred Pohl, Algis Budrys, Robert Sheckley, and
avant-garde composer John Cage. Ed was one of the semi-regulars. (Carol Emshwiller
remembers, “I got mad cause he always lost.”)

This is the dust jacket for EMSHWILLER: Infinity X Two.

Like John Campbell, Gold badgered his writers with story ideas. Both editors were
constantly polling their readers for their preferences in stories. Gold had even asked the
opinions of writers regarding the layout and logo of Galaxy before the first issue came
out. Boucher commented once that the SF field was rich in editors that “truly edit rather
than merely assemble” by stimulating authors with seed-ideas, then reaping the harvest.
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Some Galaxy authors appreciated Gold’s coaching more than others.

One writer, William Tenn, wrote of Gold’s housebound working arrangement: “Horace
created a unique milieu in that cave in Stuyvesant Town [...] just as Campbell had earlier
created one in his Street & Smith office. If you lived in that milieu, if you moved in it at all,
if you did nothing more than correspond with it from time to time, you were enlarged in
special ways and began to move in directions that were novel to you and remarkably
exciting.” Tenn also called Gold “[...] one of the most irritating and aggravating men I've
ever known.”

Gold had many contradictions: as an ex-radical he was afraid, at the height of
McCarthyism, to publish fellow traveler William Tenn’s “The Liberation of Earth,” a story
attacking both American and Russian involvement in the Korean War (Robert “Doc”
Lowndes wound up taking the story for Science Fiction). To be fair, Gold did publish other
stories attacking McCarthy’s methods, including Asimov’s “The Martian Way” and
Bernard Wolfe’s neglected “Self Portrait,” about the sort of person who would thrive in a
McCarthy world. However, by the end of the decade Gold was allowing his emotional
predilections to color his selection of stories, and authors who knew which buttons to
press believed they had an advantage in selling to Galaxy.

GALAXY e

SCIENCE FICTION

Y i -
' THE 'WORLD OF DCTORIR 2057 By WRLE LBy 0

On September 12, 1952, Ed was one of the people at Galaxy’s second anniversary party.
Gold knew how big an accomplishment it was to survive two years in the magazine world.
The party was held at a steakhouse around the corner from Galaxy’s West 40th Street
office — without Gold’s presence. Ed memorialized the event on the cover of the October
1952 issue of Galaxy, but pictured the occasion at Gold’s apartment — with Gold at the
center of the party.

By any standard the 1952-53 period was a pretty good time for science fiction. Ed
socialized with SF writers but got his directives from the various magazine art editors: W.
I. van der Poel at Galaxy, and George Salter at Fantasy & Science Fiction, were both
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creative professionals and not real SF fans. Salter at Mercury Press was a German
expatriate who had learned his trade in theatre and book publishing, and possessed an
almost ethereal sense of design and typography, which gave the early issues of Fantasy &
Science Fiction a sophisticated and classy look. Ed’s early paintings for F&SF reflected a
more artistic approach, and a general shunning of pulp clichés. Other art directors, like
Milton Luros at Columbia Publications (before editor Robert W. Lowndes took over the
job), came out of the pulp field, and Ed’s work for them reflected this pulpishness.

Rates for cover art ranged anywhere from a high of $150 for the top science fiction
magazines like Galaxy and F&SF to the bottom rate, starting at around $50. Ed could do a
cover painting in two or three days and was soon making a comfortable living. For interior
black and white line drawings, Emshwiller would average $20 an illustration.

By the end of 1952 Ed had achieved a big measure of
recognition for himself in the science fiction field. Twenty-nine
different American science fiction titles appeared in that year,
with a total of 153 individual issues — Ed’s art was in a third of
all those SF magazines. He had also begun to create dust jacket
art and design for (“Doc” Lowndes at) the small SF publisher
Avalon Books and in December 1953 Marty Greenberg,
publisher of Gnome Press, most successful of the science fiction
specialty houses, ordered four hardcover dust jackets. These
were black and white paintings that would be converted into
color by the printer. On February 3, 1954, Greenberg invited Ed
on a trip to Lebanon PA, where Gnome Press did its four color
printing, to see how monochromatic artwork was turned into
color. Ed learned the printer’s trick of “faking of color” by using
overlays to indicate where a particular color ink will appear.

The Emsh cover

painting for the Ace
) ) ) edition of Valley of the
Most of the editors were on friendly terms and did not see each Flame by Henry
other’s magazines as competitors. Ed saw the clubhouse Kuttner.

camaraderie among editors, and began studying the various

magazines with the intent of doing art for as many as possible. Besides his art appearing
in three of the four premiere SF magazines Amazing Stories, Galaxy, and F&SF, by mid
1953 Ed was working for Thrilling Wonder Stories, Space Stories, Startling Stories,
Science Fiction, Rocket Stories, Fantastic Story Magazine, and Fantasy Magazine. The
only place he had not been able to break into was Campbell’s Astounding Science Fiction.
Street & Smith had its own established artists and Ed was an unknown quantity to them.

Galaxy’s policy during the fifties was to keep the original art after getting it back from the
printer. Ed, however, needed his samples to show to other art directors and asked to get
these paintings back. Van der Poel accommodated Ed. Many magazine publishers had the
same almost paranoid tic of not returning art—some created “glory walls” to display art in
their offices. The official line given for hanging on to original art was to keep it from being
used in other competing publications. Of course, once art began to overwhelm offices and
storage rooms, it was routinely tossed into trash bins without a second thought.
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Ed’s request for the return of his samples saved many of these early paintings and allowed
his family to benefit from the sale of original art later. Afterward, Galaxy covers done on
commission were not given back. (In an ad in the January 1972 Galaxy, publisher Robert
M. Guinn made an offer to readers that they could buy art from the magazine as
souvenirs, and in this way he managed to get rid of art taking up room in his garage and
make a secondary profit at the same time.)

One incident worked to the benefit of both publisher and artist. Ed walked into F&SF’s
offices in Manhattan and as usual spent a little time looking at their “glory wall” of art. He
would use his waiting time to examine other artists’ work, but this day he noticed that one
of his own works had changed. Looking closely he saw that his first piece for F&SF titled
“Love” had two inches trimmed from the bottom of the painting. This had been one of his
original portfolio samples and Ed hit the roof.

“What have you done to my painting? You have modified it!”

The original painting had a flat expanse of reddish color in the foreground and this area
had been trimmed off to fit the frame they had available. In Ed’s view, the Procrustean cut
had changed his whole composition. “We didn’t think it was important,” someone in the
office said, trying to mollify him.

“It’s very important. You can’t do that to my art.”
An abashed office worker reassured him that such a thing would not happen again.
“If I can’t trust you to hold onto my art, I will have to get it all back.”

Tony Boucher, and publisher Lawrence Spivak, had an old-
fashioned, gentleman’s sense of publishing and had no
problem with returning art when Ed’s request was relayed to
them. This began a standing policy that Ed had with F&SF.
One Emsh art collector, Alex Eisenstein, believes this may
have led to Ed doing his best art for that magazine.

In other cases, several of Ed’s unused early samples were
eventually updated and refined by him for later use. The cover
to Space Stories for October 1952 showed a group of
spacemen racing to board a delta-wing rocket poised on a
take-off ramp. In the original sample the spaceport is under
bombardment by missiles. In the printed piece all evidence of
the space battle has been removed (very likely at the direction
of an art editor), but the spacemen are still racing to the spaceship, making the viewer
wonder, “what’s the rush?”

#
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Ed and Carol discovered how challenging a Manhattan tenement apartment is when in the
summer of 1951 they moved into a tiny, airless one-room studio, with a shared bathroom
at the end of the outside hall, on West 110th Street near Columbia University. Ed’s notion
of a job went against the grain of what a million other ex-GIs across the country were
doing (mostly manufacturing work). He woke early every morning, and after shaving, he
would set up his art materials on a small table, along with the photo clippings he had
collected from magazines and the Midtown Library Photo Department, and worked on
samples or commissions. At night Ed took classes in lithography and silk-screening at the
Art Students League on West 57th Street.

Ed’s art was everywhere — sophisticated, artistic scenes for Fantasy & Science Fiction;
monsters threatening spacemen for Space Stories; sexy girl art for Startling Stories;
gigantic rockets dwarfing the landscape for Thrilling Wonder Stories; the witty use of SF
tropes for Galaxy and Rocket Stories. The only other artist in the field nearly as prolific
was Frank Kelly Freas. Robert W. Lowndes, editor of Future Science Fiction and Science
Fiction Stories (and Avalon books), recalled “Kelly was great fun and came forth with
brilliant things; Emsh was more reliable in the long run and could do more with
seemingly ordinary scenes — while he seldom matched Freas at Freas’ very best, I do not
recall him ever being as thoroughly bad as Kelly could be in an off period. I refuse to try to
decide which was the better SF artist; both are unforgettable for anyone who was a science
fictionist during that time.”

There were times when Ed tried to push other styles of art to
his clients. On May 6, 1953, he was in the offices of F&SF for e
an art conference with Lawrence Spivak and George Salter. Ed
had the idea to do a symbolic cover for a story called “Letter to
a Tiger” (October 1953). At first Spivak and art editor Salter
objected to Ed’s idea. Ed spent a few hours talking them into
going along with his original concept. Ed said afterward, “As
far as I know it is the most symbolic, non-illustrative cover
they’ve used since they have gone in for SF covers.” Ed had
gotten away with a highly unusual cover for the story “Beyond
Bedlam” in Galaxy, though here the case could be made that
the art matched the story idea of a schizophrenic society.

Even though Van der Poel tried to have a balance of artists in

every issue, the June 1953 Galaxy included Emsh art on four stories. Ed was prolific
enough that magazines began using pseudonyms for him: Ed Emsler in Amazing Stories
and Planet Stories, Ed Alexander and Willer in Galaxy; other pen names included Harry
Gars and Ed Emsch. He worked primarily in gouache, opaque watercolors, since most
other mediums were too slow drying for the tight deadlines he had to make many times.
Most of his black and white interior illustrations were done on scratchboard (a board
covered with chalky substrate which is then inked and scratched with a sharp object to
reveal white lines in the manner of a woodcut).
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Ed’s SF art was seen to good effect in F&SF and Galaxy due to the better 4-color printing
and cover stock used by both magazines, but he got some unjustified flak from fans at
other publications. In response to negative letters for a cover Ed did at Fantastic Story
Magazine (September 1952), editor Sam Mines replied, “The story on that Emsh painting
for September was mostly one of loss in printing. The original cover was very good and
very effective. Otherwise we wouldn’t have bought it. But no one could foresee the almost
complete loss of detail, which ensued in the printing and the general muddying up.” This
was a problem Ed would encounter throughout his career.

Over the Labor Day weekend in 1953, the Eleventh World Science Fiction Convention was
held at the Bellevue-Stratford Hotel in Philadelphia. Some 650 fans and professionals
attended, including Ed Emsh. On Sunday, September 6, Ed served as one of the judges,
along with Kelly Freas, at the masquerade. Later that night at the overpriced banquet,
with Isaac Asimov serving as toastmaster, the first ever Hugo Awards were handed out
(though they were only called achievement awards that night) and there was a tie for
professional magazine: Galaxy and Astounding Science Fiction (which could be
considered a rebuke of Campbell’s pseudo-science dalliances), and a tie for cover artist:
between longtime fan favorite Hannes Bok and Ed Emsh. (The awards were for work done
in 1952, a year when Bok had been mostly inactive in the field.) Then, as now, the winners
of Hugo awards reflected the best of science fiction as recognized by hardcore fans—
making it more of a popularity contest.

Where artists like Bok looked to older schools of art, Ed,
Richard Powers, and Freas were part of a new generation of
post-war artists, steeped in 20th modern century art, who
had emerged with the general boom in science fiction. As if
to underscore this growth, within walking distance, or a
short bus ride, of the convention hotel, there were six SF&f
movies playing: It Came from Outer Space; Beast from
20,000 Fathoms; Invaders from Mars; The 5000 Fingers of
Dr. T: Scared Stiff; and Four-Sided Triangle. (Obviously,
theaters were catering to the SF fans in town, but the wide
choice of recent movies is telling.) What the general
population thought of science fiction could be seen in the
Philadelphia movie houses, and in one local newspaper
account of the con: Would Be Zoomies Meet In Philadelphia.

Cover by Emsh for
. . - . Harlan Ellison’s Science
The science fiction crowd saw Ed as a cool “big-name-pro. Fantasy Bulletin,
For one thing artists were still rare at SF cons: Bok and January 1953.
Finlay avoided crowds; Powers appeared at one 1950s Image Courtesy Robert
gathering and was not seen again for years. Freas was one of Lichtman Collection.

the few regular artist con attendees during the decade. For

many journeymen artists, toiling in the science fiction fields was a minor part of their
output. A teenaged Harlan Ellison first met Ed face-to-face at the Philcon after having
contacted him by mail to get art for his fanzine.
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Many SF artists were based in and around New York, but (with very few exceptions)
seemed to lack any interest in the cauldron of modernistic schools of fine art bubbling
around them, much less catering to science fiction fans. For these artists, art was a job—
the more direction they received, the better they were able to produce. Their point of
visual reference was more likely to come from B films, such as Rocketship X-M and
Destination Moon. And, of course, Hollywood was not above using images and ideas
pilfered from SF magazines.

Commercial artists did not endear themselves to art directors by bringing new ideas into
the air. Then as today, art editors saw artists as craftsmen deployed in the service of an
idea already fixed, if not fully focused, in the art director’s mind. (Richard Powers appears
to be the only other artist making any attempt at fusing SF art and modernistic art—in his
case, surrealism. Most art directors knew better than to try to give detailed directions to
Powers.) Where Ed’s drawing skills and his awareness of modern art led him to
experiment, most SF artists were content to stick with straightforward figurative and
realistic art. Even though he was shot down many times, Ed was always mixing in a few
concept sketches that pushed the boundaries of SF art when making the rounds of
magazine art directors.

#

In January 1954 Ed produced over $1,300 worth of art, his best month ever. That month
he finished four hardcover dust jackets, three magazine covers, and a dozen or more
interior illustrations. Ed also learned that he had overpaid his last quarterly income tax
for 1953 and had enough credit to cover his first tax payment of 1954. For the first time,
he had a sense of doing more than just making a subsistence living. Ed believed that his
most recent work had taken a big leap in development and would open new doors once art
directors saw it.

In the mid-fifties every newsstand carried a spate of SF magazines and any writer of
minimum competence, who could fill the bill, had a better than even chance of selling to
the field. It didn’t hurt if a writer was already a fan reading the stuff. Most of the field’s
editors were not looking to transcend the genre—it was hard enough finding writers that
weren’t trying to turn westerns into SF. Emsh was seen as someone who could give instant
visual cachet to a new magazine. Infinity Science Fiction appeared at the end of 1955, and
after the first issue editor Larry Shaw snared Ed as the magazine’s excusive cover artist.
Editor Larry Shaw knew what he was doing. He also used Robert Silverberg as one of the
primary writers for Infinity, under various pen names.

“Doc Lowndes” was another SF fan turned pro who had been slogging in pulp publishing
since 1941 as a jack-of-all-trades for Columbia Publications. Over the interim he had
developed close friendships with many SF writers and artists, who he used in an
assortment of magazines he helmed: Famous Detective, Future Science Fiction, SF
Quarterly, Dynamic Mystery, Sports Winners, and Double Action Western. Lowndes
began working in pulps as a young man and was one of the original members of the
Futurians, a New York City kibbutz of SF fans that included Damon Knight, Fred Pohl,



Cyril Kornbluth, and Isaac Asimov. As Lowndes later reflected, “... my connections, and
freedom from some of the more pointless taboos of formula pulp fiction, resulted in my
getting many stories which another person might not have gotten at the rates we could

pay. ”»

Carol began taking an interest in the contents of the science fiction magazines that came
into the house and tagged along with Ed to some of the local science fiction conventions.
“I guess what triggered my first stories was wanting to join all those SF people I met
through Ed and the fact that they talked about writing as if it was a chess game and a
normal person could learn to do it.” The science fiction boom was as fortuitous for Carol
as it was for Ed. Robert Lowndes, perpetually working with a shoestring budget, bought
Carol’s story “This Thing Called Love” in the summer of 1955 for Future Science Fiction at
half a cent a word.

Ed would have his own bust and boom period, times where he would work 60-70 hours a
week and times where he would find himself mowing the lawn midweek. He was doing
mystery covers for Mercury Publications, including Ellery Queen and Mercury Mystery
Book-Magazine, and was considering getting an artist’s rep to go after higher paying
markets. Digging up new accounts was a “grind” and a rep could do the legwork for him.

He was hoping to crack the paperback field. “If things go
through as hoped I'll get $250-$300 per cover, which is better
than I've done to date.” He had shown some surrealistic color
photos to Van der Poel who was “quite enthusiastic” about
them. Ed’s aim was to get him to use them for Galaxy and
Beyond, but both magazines stuck to illustrative covers.

At the beginning of 1955 Ed heard from the art director of True
Detective, who was looking to see some current art samples.
Ed felt that this was one more “unproductive” going through
the motions, but made the trip into the city. Much to his
surprise, he got the assignment to do a cover at $300. This was
two to three times the amount his covers had been bringing in
to date. The same publisher was putting out Saga, one of the
leading men’s magazines and better paying art markets

The Emsh cover

ainting for Super
around. Ed had also managed to hook up with Gun and Rod P Scienége Fictioﬂ,
magazine at the same time. February 1959.

Columbia Publications paid some of the lowest rates in the field for art and fiction, but Ed
found Robert Lowndes, who had learned every aspect of magazine publishing from the
ground up, one of the more likeable editors to work with and offered to illustrate Carol’s
stories published in Future Science Fiction and Original Science Fiction Stories. This led
to Lowndes using more Emsh art. A cost-saving trick that Lowndes used extensively was
to have stories written around already purchased cover art.

Magazine publishers could get cheaper printing by “gang printing” covers from different
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magazines on one sheet (this led to many publishers having a stable of companion
magazines to cut cost), but this also meant that covers had to be created well in advance,
with stories to match — in many cases written later. (Hugo Gernsback got around this by
running contests for the best story written around cover art.)

The Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction had used Ed’s
cover art to generate the story “Love” by Richard Wilson in
their June 1952 issue. (It had been one of Ed’s original Ann
Arbor art samples, bought straight out of his portfolio.) This
practice worked better in theory than in execution, but
publishers believed readers looked for stories connected to the
cover art in a magazine. All major SF writers did at least one
story using this method at some point in their careers. The list
includes Sturgeon, Leiber, Merril, Knight, Kornbluth, and
Asimov.

Ed was adept at “dreaming up ideas” for his own “story”
images, and Lowndes utilized Emsh’s paintings as inspiration
for authors to write catch-up stories later. Lowndes assigned
stories based on art to various authors, but was unhappy with the results—until he began
using Silverberg.

Lowndes would supply Emsh sketches or a cover proof to Silverberg—sometimes Ed
would be in the office and give a verbal description of his next cover, or do a quick sketch
for Silverberg. “Ed’s cover ideas were always clever ones, with a clear narrative line visible
in them, and I had no difficulty turning them into stories.”

Silverberg, who did quite a number of Lowndes’ art first, story second science fiction
assignments, remembers: “[In] one situation Ed Emsh and Bob Lowndes presented me
with: a log raft, moving through space with a kind of rocket engine clamped onto the back,
with two people sitting upon it. Well, I brooded about that for a while and I worked out
what I thought was a convincing enough explanation for how a log raft would be going
through space, how it would hold together, and how they would ever get it off the ground.
I had them leaving an asteroid where there wasn’t much of a thrust problem.”

Silverberg saw these cover assignments as “amusing challenges.” The space life raft was “...
more fun than usual because of the oddball imagery of the painting.”

Another author, Randall Garrett, invented the Remshaw Drive for a story after he was
given a black and white photostat of a painting showing a strange gadget. Ed had placed
his signature on the circular band of a vacuum tube and Garrett saw it as the partially
visible brand name of this piece of electronics.

Ed thought of these narrative paintings as “... poster[s] which [had] a gimmick [....] There
have been covers where I have tried to do a little bit more; tried to imply a little sequence
of events; but I think that a painting is a very limited medium in that sense. It can, at
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most, imply and sometimes tell a story. But most of the time, despite the Chinese with
their painting that equals a thousand words, the statement that can be made with a
painting is only sort of a one-shot, whereas a story is an evolution. I never try to tell that
evolution in a painting.”

During the summer of 1957, Ed brought in a cover showing two men in spacesuits on a
dismal planet racing away from a glass dome station melting in the first rays of sunrise.
Lowndes gave Silverberg a photograph of the art and the author quickly worked out an
explanation for the unexpected fiery sunrise by setting his story on the planet closest to
the sun. He wrote “Sunrise on Mercury” in a day. Another time in Lowndes’ cramped,
dingy Church Street office near the pointed tip of Manhattan, Ed joined Silverberg to work
out an idea for a cover and story. The three hashed out ideas till they settled on one, and
Ed and Silverberg walked out to the street—each reassured that they had the story concept
well in mind. A week later, artist and author were surprised to see that their finished work
appeared to have nothing in common.

Harlan Ellison remembers that a day would be set aside for the )
KOMMELUTH » ¢ grim, fary dery

viewing of cover art at Amazing Stories. On that day authors INFINITY
would arrive at the magazine’s office to see the paintings 0 SCIENCEFICTION ~ ~
already set up on chairs, and select one to write a story around. o s

There would be nine or ten paintings, and if you got there late,
as Harlan once did, you might be stuck with a painting of a
giant praying mantis watching a girl sunbathing nude on a
rooftop. Most SF authors preferred working from Ed’s art,
which always used plausible scientific principles. Though Ed
stated in a panel at Pittcon in 1960, “I've been encouraged to
do...flagrantly wrong ideas on covers simply for the effect....
believe in doing scientifically accurate work in many cases...
[but] I will do jobs, gladly, that have an effect which I know full
well is not supportable scientifically.”

parmreTT - St i

Ed’s SF machinery looked like it could work in the real world. The cover to Infinity
Science Fiction for October 1957 showed a woman (with Carol the model) in a sleek space-
bubble craft waving to a man in a spacesuit riding an open tri-rocket-chair that looks
perfectly functional — and fun. His robots were not Mr. Machine toys, but show honest
thought on how they would function in the real world.

An arbitrary publishers’ quirk that happened to Ed more times than he liked to
remember, was changes made to his art without his knowledge. In one instance, Ed had
painted a scene of a spaceman in profile with an alien flying insect alighting on his bubble
helmet for the August 1955 Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction. His original art
showed foliage behind the spaceman, with the nose of a rocket peeking above the treetops.
Without informing Ed, the magazine had some unknown artist paint out the foliage and
render in its place a sparse environment with purple mountains and a futuristic city in the
distance. A space-rocket with fins is now fully shown in the middle ground. The changes
were done either on a separate piece of illustration board, that was removed when the art


http://efanzines.com/EK/eI31/infinity_5710.jpg

was returned to Ed, or on the film pulled for printing. Even the distortions and reflections
visible in the spaceman’s transparent helmet were redone. There seemed to be little
rhyme or reason for these changes.

#

One quirky SF editor (in a field fraught with

eccentric editors) who gave Ed and many September 1962 was particularly
writers pause during the fifties, was John special for me. My obsessions and my
Wood Campbell Jr. at Astounding Science fantasies were crashing head-on in a
Fiction. Campbell spent endless hours mighty orgasmic rush. Ten years
tucked away in his cell-like office situated earlier those obsessions and fantasies
above the printing plant of his publisher had taken root and then began

Street & Smith. The two things he seemed to = running almost on automatic.
like best were smoking and talking — usually
done together. In outward appearance, SF
was a marginal and disposable literature,
mostly alive in magazines from 1926
through the 1950s, but beginning in 1938
Campbell single-handedly gave SF a gravity
heretofore unknown by forcing his writers to
work harder for their penny a word. He
expected his authors to know their science as
well as to be able to write to his standards. It
is a testament to Campbell’s despotic vision
that he did shift the field, single-handedly,
onto a new path.

Science fiction may have been on an
evolutionary fast track after John W.
Campbell, but book publishers still lagged
behind, afraid to publish what they
considered absurd fantasies. It took two
1946 anthologies, Random House’s
Adventures in Time & Space, put together
by J. Francis McComas and Raymond J.
Healy, and Crown Publishing’s The Best of
Science Fiction—both books culled most of

their stories from Campbell’s magazine—to “The Third Eye.” Polaroid self-
alert non-pulp purveyors to some of the portrait by Edward Emshwiller, dated
marvels available at dime-store newsstands. September 1962.

In a post-atomic world, both hardcover

science fiction collections sold over 30,000 : :
copies at $3 a book, surprising their It was my first Worldcor.1, ChiCon II,
respective publishers. and I was a total nonentity. I had met a

few rather prominent science fiction
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On February 14, 1955, Ed met with Campbell
in his Manhattan office. Their previous
meeting four years earlier had led nowhere.
This time Campbell was more receptive, and
Ed left with a cover art assignment.
Astounding had the best rates in the SF
magazine field and Ed was glad to get the
work.

For a long time Campbell was the field, but
by the fifties Astounding Science Fiction was
showing some chips and cracks along its
edges. Campbell’s zealous espousal of
Dianetics, then the Dean Drive (an
antigravity engine), followed by advocacy of
the advantages of a future society having a
rigorous class system (including slavery),
and the pushing of psi sciences of the mind,
alarmed and drove away some readers.

Robert Silverberg remembers: “Campbell
put everybody who entered his office
through an intense philosophical inquiry,
grilling them in the Socratic manner about
whatever subject was uppermost in his mind
that day, and I think Ed felt a little
intimidated by that. Sometimes when we left
John’s office together, Ed would say, ‘Did
you have any idea of what he was talking
about?’ or something similar. But Campbell
admired Ed’s work and probably didn’t give
him a hard time as an artist, just as someone
on the receiving end of the day’s
interrogation. I'm sure Ed enjoyed his visits
with the kindly, twinkling, soft-spoken
Lowndes much more, even though Lowndes
didn’t pay as well.”

In John W. Campbell Letters, Vol. I, Frank
Kelly Freas recalls the limits of Campbell’s
art appreciation: “He was perfectly willing to
admit that he knew nothing about art, but he
knew storytelling and he knew what it took
to illustrate a story. John had no use
whatever for abstraction, very little for
stylization, and barely tolerated anything

personalities, but wasn’t really sure of
that or if I was just imagining I had
met them. As it turned out, a few of
them remembered me as well, so it

wasn’t totally Dreamsville on my part
after all.

So there I was, from nowhere going
nowhere and finding myself in the
middle of home. I wanted it all. My
way. Just for me. Instantly. I would be
content with a Hugo and a Worldcon
all my own. The Pulitzer and Nobel
could wait; I had time. What ego?
Insanity in command, driving beyond
the limits, unable to see anything
except the goals ahead....

Instantly sure takes a long time to
arrive. And a hell of a lot of help from a
lot of people. A smattering of blood
and tears, eons of waiting, co-
conspiring, deal-making, plotting,
scheming, defeat, and a modicum of
treason...all necessary to bring it
about. I felt honored to have had so
many people working so hard just for
me...and a share in my ambitions...
betting that I could bring them all
along to share a piece of my fantasy
reality.

In 1961 I got that Hugo, for Who Killed
Science Fiction? [see el29], sporting a
fantastic cover by my friend Ed
Emshwiller.

In 1962, the rest just naturally
followed. And, again, my friend Ed
Emshwiller was heavily involved in
ChiCon III, my convention. And
created the dramatic convention
program wraparound cover as well,
contributing more of his valuable time
and tale