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A brave man can escape the Hammiproge,
but he can never escape the black infection.

The Grethapoch quivered in its cage, its swirling
streaming coloration arranging itself into a pair of
balefully glaring eyes. The eyes fixed themselves
on Lawly. But Lawly was unafraid. He laughed.

He chortled with glee. He remembered his many
encounters with this monster on the wilder planets
of the Galaxy. He had once ripped its gelatinous mass
into a million pieces. His only reward had been an
irremovable green stain on his hand. The monster
was absolutely indestructible. It was one of the most
fiendish monsters in existence. The monster used
methods more subtle than death, more fiendish
than torture, but a man could always escape, for the
monster never killed nor injured. Its effect on Lawly
had always been indescribable, yet indisputable.
Here before his eyes was the Grethapoch, helpless!
Lawly danced, he raved, he leaped, he cheered.

Lawly lay on the floor exhausted from his
exuberant demonstrations. After a time Kestyo
touched his shoulder and said, “Come.”

Lawly recovered finally and followed Kestyo
down more of the descending passageways.

They entered the cell of the second monster, the
dreaded Hammiproge.

Lawly smiled down at the black little monster. Its
protruding black veins pulsated as its sluggish black
life fluid was forced through them. A pair of vile
tentacles waved menacingly toward the watching
men, but Lawly was unafraid. This monster was
less subtle than the Grethapoch. Lawly recalled his
many chance encounters with the Hammiproge.

He remembered his weeks of recovery from
Hammiprogitis, the black infection, after each
encounter. A brave man can escape the Hammiproge
with his life, but he can never escape the black
infection. Here it was before his eyes, cowering in a
corner of a cage. Lawly laughed as he grabbed the
bars of the cage. It could not harm him here! He
shook with laughter.

Suddenly the Hammiproge moved. One of its
tentacles lashed out and grabbed Lawly’s fingers
where they clutched the bars. Shrieking with alarm,
Lawly jerked his hand away, but too late! The
black infection had set in! Lawly groaned in mental
anguish as he held up his hand and saw the veins in
his arm turning black, as the blood in his body was
being replaced by the viscous black life fluid of the
Hammiproge. He did not see the wolfishly sadistic
grin on the face of Kestyo.

“Come!” cried Kestyo. “We must hurry.”

Hardly understanding what the hurry was, now
that he had the black infection, Lawly stumbled after
Kestyo, knowing that it would be only a few hours
before the black ooze had infiltrated to every artery,
vein, and capillary in his body.

Lawly hardly knew how he was able to keep
up with Kestyo. His legs were weakened from the
strenuous trip as well as by Hammiprogitis. He could
hardly keep his balance on the irregularly spaced
stairs leading ever downward into the deeper
recesses of the planet. He was hardly aware of any
sensation when they reached the cell of the third
monster.

: ATu ) BER
that meant he had breathed the vapors of the Pathidgrot!
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Lawly lay on the floor of the room near the
cage of the Pathidgrot, breathing heavily. Kestyo, a
fiendish grin on his face, stood far back in a corner.

The silvery Pathidgrot quivered in the corner
of its cage, as if awakening to life. It glided toward
the prone form of Lawly. A pair of beady silvery
eyes looked through the bars and a pair of silvery
tentacles rubbed each other. A cloud of translucent
vapor was emitted through a porous opening in its
tiny head. Its cylindrical body began a weird gyrating
dance. The vapor thinned out to near invisibility,
and the drafts of air caused by the movements of
the monster’s body caused the stream of vapor to
descend onto Lawly’s face. Lawly, breathing heavily,
drew the vapor into his lungs.

Lawly sat up. He felt as though he had just fallen
down an elevator shaft. Weakly he glanced at his
hand. Miraculously there was no black in his veins.
His eyes met those of the silvery monster on the
other side of a row of steel bars.

“The Pathidgrot!” he exclaimed. The only known
instantaneous cure for Hammiprogitis. But that
meant — that meant he had breathed the vapors of
the Pathidgrot!

Lawly screamed. He jumped to his feet and ran
to the wall. Kestyo had withdrawn a gas mask from
beneath his cloak and was wearing it. Kestyo was
therefore safe from the onslaught of the Pathidgrot.
Lawly screamed and ran for clear air spaces, but the
vapor had already closed off both entrances to the
cell. Lawly screamed and ran to a corner. The vapor
closed in and descended. Lawly relaxed, His senses
swam. He staggered to the center of the room.

The floor seemed to tilt, the wall leaned at a crazy
angle. The floor fell up and hit his face. He rolled.
The ceiling was making slow revolutions. He closed
his eyes. He felt as though he was riding on a storm
cloud. He was hardly aware that at that moment
Kestyo was dragging him out of the room, out away
from the influence of the Pathidgrot.

Lawly opened his eyes groggily to find that
he was staggering down through more of the
descending stairway. Gradually the fresh air drove
away the influence of the vapors he had inhaled, and
by the time they had arrived at the cell of the next

monster, Lawly was feeling almost normal.

They entered the cell of the Tharpilogh. Lawly
stared at the huge monster, and the monster stared
back at Lawly through many eyes. Tentacles of every
description writhed and its grayish body convulsed
grotesquely. Lawly was awestruck. He had had only
one previous encounter with this monster, and that
one encounter had nearly robbed him of his sanity.

At that moment a loud roaring filled the room.
The floor of the cage in which the Tharpilogh was
imprisoned began to crumble. A bluish tentacle
appeared in the opening, caught hold of an iron bar.
A huge monstrous bluish shining monster hove into
view. For the first time the face of Kestyo showed
fear.

“The Rettsnege has broken loose!” he exclaimed
wildly.

“Kst, Kest,” said the bird-thing calmly.

Kestyo calmed down and said, “Wait! Look.”

Lawly looked. The Rettsnege was now fully
inside the cage of the Tharpilogh. The two titans
were locked in mortal combat. The Rettsnege was
considerably smaller than the Tharpilogh, but what
it lacked in brawn it more than made up for in
brainpower. Lawly’s eyes bugged from their sockets.
He had never been this close to a Rettsnege before.
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the Tharpilogh raised a ponderous tentacle and
struck a weak spot in the Rettsnege’s armor
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The Shoardpresadge was the smallest of the monsters

He had seen them on just two occasions previously,
and these were at great distances, luckily. If he had
been any closer during his previous encounters, the
mental influence of the monster would have been
too strong, and he would have entered that huge
ravenous mouth which even now was in the process
of trying to swallow several of the tentacles of the
Tharpilogh.

One of the roving eyes of the Rettsnege directed
itself toward Lawly. Lawly felt himself go stiff. He
became paralyzed in every joint and muscle. He was
hardly aware that the Rettsnege had disengaged
itself from the Tharpilogh and was concentrating its
attention on Lawly.

“Come!” came the mental command from the
Rettsnege. Lawly took a step toward the cage. He
didn’t even know that he was doomed, for the
mental power of the monster blanketed out all other
thoughts.

“Come!” commanded the Rettsnege. Lawly
took a step toward the cage again. He took another
step forward, and then another. He was completely
unaware of the devilish grin on the face of Kestyo,
who was standing in the shadows out of sight of the
Rettsnege.

Suddenly the trance was broken. The Rettsnege
had forgotten about the Tharpilogh, who, taking
advantage of this opportunity, had just raised a
ponderous tentacle and struck a weak spot in the
Rettsnege’s armor. The Rettsnege released Lawly
from his mental grasp and again devoted full
attention to its battle with the Tharpilogh. Gasping
with relief Lawly made a dash for the exit hallway in

which Kestyo was standing.

“What are you going to do? What if one of them
gets killed?” Lawly asked.

“Never fear,” smiled Kestyo. “The Master of the
Monsters will handle the situation.”

The Master of the Monsters! The one final
object of his quest, thought Lawly. The Master of
the Monsters was the only one of its kind anywhere.
Lawly had never seen the Master of the Monsters
before, and he only knew of its existence through
hearsay. It was rumored to be indestructible, eternal,
and all-powerful. A question occurred to him at this
moment: How could it be here in captivity?

He had no time for further thought, for at that
moment they came upon one of the most unusual
scenes Lawly had yet encountered on this adventure.
It was the cage of the Shoardpresadge.

The Shoardpresadge was the smallest of the
monsters, consisting mainly of a small drably colored
lump of matter, in the center of which rested a single
large eye. One tentacle with a sucker at its end was
waving the air gently over its eye. The unusual thing
about this exhibit was the fact that the cage had
another occupant, a man! Or, at least, what had once
been a man. The man was engaged in various odd
occupations, the purpose of which Lawly could not
fathom, except that they seemed to be directed by
the waving tentacle.

“What is that man doing in there?” Lawly asked.

“Oh, that’s just old Toot Reeffip,” explained
Kestyo. “He’s the slave of the Shoardpresadge.”

“Slave? Of that monster? It’s unbelievable.”

“Oh, he seems to enjoy it,” said Kestyo. “Old
Toot seems to think he has a purpose in life, now.

He wandered in here one day, just like you did, and
that’s what happened.” He paused, and then said, “I
wouldn’t worry about old Toot. He’s just an old space
dog anyway. Nobody ever pays any attention to him.
Come, | will take you to the Master of the Monsters.”

At mention of the Master of the Monsters, Lawly
forgot all about the Shoardpresadge and its slave,
Toot Reeffip. He quivered with anxiety. Soon he
would behold the most fearsome monster in all the
Galaxy. He would be face to face with an age-old
legendary horror from the black pit of eternity itself.
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He was about to meet the Master of the Monsters.
He followed Kestyo through a vine-enshrouded
passageway.

They paused before a great door, upon which
was inscribed: “Master of the Monsters.”

Lawly grinned from ear to ear. His dream was
at the supreme climax of its fulfillment. The door
opened and the two men walked in. The door closed
softly.

In the center of the large room sat a Thing, and
Lawly knew the instant he saw it, that it was the
Master of the Monsters. Lawly stood enthralled.
The monster before him was the Grethapoch, the
Hammiproge, the Padthigrot, the Tharpilogh, and the
Rettsnege all rolled into one single soul-shattering
entity. In addition, the Master of the Monsters had
its own unique aspects. Lawly was thrilled beyond
words.

Kestyo went up to the monster, and said,
“Another slave, O Master.”

Lawly felt a gentle hand caressing his mind.

SAYS HE
CAN'T COME

Immediately he knew he was the slave of the
Monster. He was happy in this knowledge. What use
had he for Galactic affairs? Here was his destiny. He
would become the menial of the Monster, do its
bidding, live only in its reflected glory. The slightest
wish of the Monster would be his command.

Kestyo rose and came toward Lawly. “Now that
you are one of us, you shall be shown the secret,” he
said.

Slowly, reverently, Lawly approached the Master
of the Monsters. The Monster waved its tentacles
meaningfully, its eyes fixed on Lawly, its mind in
mental communion with his. The Monster’s armored
cylindrical body twisted, exposing a large scale upon
which were engraved a few words.

Lawly bent down to read the sacred words.
Immediately the full understanding of his position
came over him, and he sighed.

The inscription was simple: “The American
Multigraph Co.”

ABDULTED
BY RLIENS
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Virtual Consuite
at Cortlu Zed
by Peter Sullivan and Randy Byers

this year, you can still participate in the

proceedings. Building on the success of the Corflu
Silver Virtual Fan Lounge last year, Corflu Zed will
also be providing streaming video and an open text
chat room for the weekend, open to anyone with an
internet connection.

I f you can’t make it to Seattle for the convention

Joining the Consuite

To use the chat-room, just go to http://www.
corflu.org/virtcon. On the left hand side of the page
is the live video feed — replaced by a slide show
when there isn’t anything happening. On the right
is the actual chat-room. You can see what everyone
else is typing in the top window, and add your own
contribution in the smaller box at the bottom.

You will be assigned an initial user name in the
format “ustreamer-12345.” If you’d rather change
this — to your real name, livejournal name, or
whatever — you can do this by clicking the “Sign Up”
link at the top to register for free. Some people have
been slightly put off by the amount of information
that the registration form asks for, which | can
empathize with. But registration is entirely optional
—you can simply stay as “ustreamer-12345" if you
prefer.

Technicalgubbins

You will probably need at least a low-spec
broadband connection to watch the Corflu Zed video
stream. Dial-up users in the past have reported that
the video gets very choppy, but the text chat room
still works.

If you are using an internet connection at work or
college, be aware that the chat room uses port 6667,
which is often blocked by work or college firewalls.
Mainly because systems administrators know that it
is used by chat room software — so asking them to
unblock it is unlikely to be successfull Home users
should usually have no problem, however.

Schedule for the weekend

Caveat: All of these plans are subject to us getting
a sufficiently good internet connection to be able
to stream video live from the convention. However,
assuming everything works, we will be aiming
to stream video for everything on the scheduled
program beginning with the opening ceremonies
Friday evening, and we will look into streaming from
the real consuite when there isn’t any programming
going on. However, based on last year’s experience,
you are likely to find other fans in the text chat room
pretty much at any time over the weekend.
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The Walrus and
the Letterhack

with interjections by Randy Byers

Robert Lichtman
11037 Broadway Terrace
Oakland CA 94611-1948

It made me smile that you discovered Ella
Parker’s place in the early ‘60s Cry firmament by
reading Peter Weston'’s Prolapse, and that she was at
the 1961 worldcon in Seattle. You know, then, that
there was a special fund run through the pages of
Cry to bring her there—and that, as Harry Warner Jr.
writes, “Only a few weeks into 1960, Wally Weber
became so exasperated by the continuing failure of
his long efforts to irritate her that he called her a
stupid clod of a woman. Immediately, Ella became
the topic of the universe’s third special fund for a fan
trip, in 1961, so she could go all the way to Seattle
and take action appropriate to the magnitude of
the Weberian remark.” The other two funds were,
of course, the original 1952 Willlis fund and the
1959 John Berry Fund. And shortly after the Parker
fund was launched the second Willis fund to bring
both Walter and Madeleine to the 1962 worldcon in
Chicago was also kicked off. | remember meeting Ella
when she stayed in Los Angeles during part of her
stateside visit.

Andy Hooper writes of a convention daily during
Corflu Zed. | haven’t been to all the Corflus so | can’t
be sure, but | believe this might be a first. | look
forward to seeing them if they actually happen.

Jerry’s, Terry’s and Earl’s pieces made for
pleasant reading, but nothing more. | skipped Otto’s
Soames piece—never could relate to them when

they turned up in his SAPSzines and still can’t. Lucy’s
piece made me smile as | wended my way through
her loopy space/time continuum. In 1984 | probably
didn’t wear glasses at the first Corflu, or if | did they
were either the first prescription pair | ever had or
perhaps a pair of drugstore “readers.” My eyes were
just beginning to have their middle-age spread at
that time.

In the letter column, | agree up to a point with
D. West’s view that “A convention for fanzine fans
ought to have something positive to say about what
fanzines are (or should be) doing now,” and | don’t
think that “everything was done so much better
in the old days.” Just speaking of reproduction
methods, even the fanzines that used to be spoken
of in hushed terms because of their mimeography—
for instance, Redd Boggs’s Skyhook and Dean
Grennell’s Grue—look merely competently legible
these days compared to the results achieved from
good photocopying. The contents are the real thing,
of course, and | believe that there’s material in
today’s fanzines that would not have been out of
place, quality-wise, in the fanzines of thirty, forty,
fifty and more years ago.

According to research I’'ve done for our program
book recently, there has been a convention news-
letter at at least one other Corflu: the Plokta Cabal
did one at the Leeds Corflu. We're still hoping to do
one, but the tricky part is finding people willing to
do the work. Where are the neos when you need
them?
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Lloyd Penney
1706-24 Eva Rd.
Etobicoke , ON
CANADA M9C 2B2

| think past Corflus may not have reinforced the
idea of the supporting membership, so some good
marketing in the form of rewards for that supporting
SS is something | hope future Corflus will do. | hope
they’ll also do a series of PRs like this one, which
really has turned into a short-term conzine.

| have put Vote in the FAAn Awards on my list
of things to do. Let’s hope for record participation
this year. And, the programming looks great. | like
relaxacons as much as anyone, but we all know that
to get the most out of your convention, it’s best to
participate.

Jerry Kaufman’s article strikes a sympathetic
nerve. Around the time Jerry moved from New
York to Seattle , my family was moving from Orillia,
north of Toronto, to Victoria, British Columbia . It
was so new and fresh, completely new territory. |
quickly learned to slow down in Victoria (in the late
70s, stores in Victoria usually didn’t open until 10
or 10:30). | learned to shop at Capital Iron for good
clothes, enjoy high tea at the Empress Hotel, explore
Beacon Hill Park at the western end of the Trans-
Canada Highway , explain arbutus trees, and speak
BCese. (Ask anyone from BC if they’ve paid for their
Ickybicky yet.) Living in BC relaunched my life. That’s
where | had my first real job, my first girlfriend, my
first foray into fandom.

Hey, Earl, buying votes with alcohol is tried and
true and effective. When we staged parties for the
Toronto in 2003 bid at Chicon 2000, we literally had
close to 2000 cans and bottles of assorted Canadian
lagers, ales, stouts and other beery delights, and the
convention could not drink us dry. The Chicon con
suite bar may have ended the convention with more
booze than when they started.

Randy, you might have meant that the paper
fanzine is the format that’s leaving us. The e-version
is booming. I've had my busiest year loc-wise, and
there’s more zines coming in the mail, the e-mail
and on eFanzines.com. And, | still want to produce
my own zine, too. | wish fanzines were the centre of

most conventions, but we are all realistic types.

My loc...I have checked with Graeme Cameron
and Garth Spencer about their possible going to
Corflu Zed. Both are interested, but neither has the
wherewithal to get there. If we can have a virtual
fan lounge, perhaps we can one year have a virtual
Corflu. As said before, during that weekend, | will
check in with the VFL live from Seattle from time to
time and send fond greetings from Toronto . We may
have had an early winter here, but from what | see,
you’ve been quite cold and snowy, too. Vancouver
and Victoria have been hit hard, and neither locale is
used to a taste of a typical Toronto winter.

I’'m probably alone in my delusion that fanzines
have a less central place in modern fandom than
they once had (and thus can be considered a dead
form), but | don’t consider the proliferation of
electronic fanzines a counter-argument. It’s less a
guestion of how many zines there are than of who
produces and who reads them and what function
they play in the larger community. But I’'m probably
just wrong and should shut up about it!

We Also Heard From:

Nic Farey: | note that in the loccol of “Arizona and
Czechosolvakia #2”, D West remarks of the Wally
Weber reprint that he “takes a single joke that
can’t have been new even in 1960 and spends
seven pages running it into the ground”. This
would normally be an occasion for a rebuff, but |
do not wish to enter an argument with experts.

D West: No further comment on the PR. | guess it
does the job well enough, so ideological quarrels
are superfluous. But note that my remarks on
living in the past were directed at Corflu in
general rather than John Hertz in particular.

Jay Kinney: By the way, did you notice that if you
toggle quickly between pgs 23 and 24 in the PDF
on-screen, it kind of.... breathes? Nearly triggered
an acid flashback, so be careful!
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Membership List

Membershi

for Corflu Zed

As of February 14, 2009

Committee

Randy Byers, chair:
zed@corflu.org

Ulrika O’Brien, hotel liaison:
hotelzed@corflu.org

Andy Hooper, programming

Denys Howard, treasurer/
registrar: regzed@corflu.org

Claire Brialey, UK Liaison

Suzanne Tompkins,
hospitality:
counsuitezed@corflu.org

Marci Malinowycz, Party Tsar:
partyczarzed@corflu.org

Jack William Bell,
virtual consuite

Jerry Kaufman, eminence grise

Luke McGuff, publications:
pubzed@corflu.org

Hal O’Brien,
FAAN awards administrator:
FAANzed@corflu.org

Tracy Benton, hapless web
lackey: web@corflu.org

Membership
Anonymous
Anonymous 2 (S)
Tom Becker

Joe Berman
John D. Berry
Bill Bodden
Sandra Bond

Bill Bowers, in remembrance (S)
David Bratman
Claire Brialey

Bill Burns

Mary Burns
Elinor Busby
Linda Bushyager

Ron Bushyager
Allyn Cadogan
Graham Charnock
Pat Charnock
Rich Coad
Teresa Cochran
Catherine Crockett
Linda Deneroff
Michael Dobson
Lise Eisenberg
Gordon Eklund
Bobbie Farey
Nic Farey

Terry Floyd
Aileen Forman
Ken Forman
Chris Garcia
Grant Geissman
Don Glover
Mike Glyer
Eileen Gunn
Glenn Hackney
John Hertz (S)
Colin Hinz

Kim Huett (S)
Rob Jackson

Earl Kemp

Jay Kinney

Druh Kolyr

Rob Latham
Ruth Leibig (S)
Hope Leibowitz
David D. Levine
Robert Lichtman
Eric Lindsay (S)
Frank Lunney
Mark Manning
Gary Mattingly
Julie McGuff
Mary Ellen Moore

P List

Murray Moore
Jim O’Meara (S)
Lloyd Penney (S)
Yvonne Penney (S)
Patty Peters

Curt Phillips
Mark Plummer
Carrie Root

Kate Schaefer
Jeff Schalles (S)
Stacy Scott

Stu Shiffman
Andy Smith

lan Sorensen
Elaine Stiles
Steve Stiles

lan Stockdale (S)
Geri Sullivan
Peter Sullivan (S)
James Taylor
Audrey Trend
Gregg Trend
Tobes Valois

Pat Virzi

Michael Waite (S)
Chris Wrdnrd
Damien Warman
Bob Webber (S)
Wally Weber
Linda Wenzelburger
Peter Weston
Ted White

Art Widner

Janet Wilson
Juliette Woods
Bill Wright (S)
Kate Yule

S = supporting membership
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Hotel Deca

4507 Brooklyn Ave. NE

www.hoteldeca.com
Reservations:
(206) 658-2391 (M-F 9-5 Pacific Daylight Time)
Front Desk: (206) 624-2000 § Fax: (206) 545-2103

Email: reservations@hoteldeca.com

Room Rates:
$129/night fora King or Double
$159/night for a Junior Suite

Memberships: MAIL IN DEADLINE: MARCH 7TH

attending (includes banquet) @ S$S75/ea Total S
supporting @ S20/ea Total S
t-shirts Sizes: @ S20/ea Total S
Name:
Address:
City: State/Province: Zip/Post Code:
E-Mail:

Checks payable to Denys Howard.
Postal mail to Corflu Zed, c/o S. Tompkins, P.O. Box 25075, Seattle, WA 98165. Or email zed@corflu.org.
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www.hoteldeca.com
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Front Desk: 00 1206 6342000 § Fax: 00 1206 5452107

Email: reservations@hoteldeca.com

Room Rates:
$129/night for a King or Double
$159/night for a Junior Suite

MAIL IN DEADLINE: 7 MARCH

Memberships:
attending (includes banquet)

supporting

@ £40/ea Total £
@ £10/ea Total £
@ £10/ea Total £

Name:

Address:

Town/City: County:

Post Code:

E-Mail:

Cheques payable to Claire Brialey. Post to Claire Brialey, 59 Shirley Road, Croydon, Surrey, CRO 7ES. Or email zed@corflu.org.



The 2008
FAAn Awards Ballot

The winners of the 2008 Fanzine Activity Achievement (FAAn) Awards will be announced during the Brunch
at Corflu Zed in Seattle, WA, on March 15, 2009. ( www.corflu.org)

There will be no on-site voting during Corflu this year. You are not required to submit the ballot, just your

choices.
* By email: Corflu.zed.faan@gmail.com , with a deadline of midnight. Thursday, 3/5/2009
* By postal mail: Hal O’Brien, 418 Hazel Ave N, Kent, WA 98030, USA, with a postmark deadline of Thursday,

2/26/2009

Please list in each category a maximum of three choices, in your order of preference. You are voting on
work made public in 2008. Each first place vote earns five points; second place, three points; third place, one
point.

Best Fanzine Best Fan Writer
1 1
2 2
5 3
Best Fan Artist Best Letterhack
1 1
2
5 3
Best New Fanzine Fan Best Online Fanac Site
1 1
2
3 3
Notes:

“Best Letterhack” is the short version of “The Harry Warner, Jr., Memorial Award for Best Fan

Correspondent.”




