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Fage dhmee ——a disgustingly regular feature

of ——-C*R¥Y-—, This is-#l4ld"for July 196@, of your friendly monthly fincubus.
.CRY can be obtained for moneys 25¢ or 1/9 each, 5 for §1 or 7/— 12 for §2 or

'"’14/—, from Box 92, 920 3rd Ave, Seattle 4, Vash (mahe checks payable to Elinor Busby)

‘or from.John Berry, 31 Campbell Park Ave, Belmont, Belfast,- Northern Ireland Try to
isend the right currency to the right country, Won't you?
: CRY can be obtained by successfully contributing gems:of artlstlc merlt to its
jovorstralned pagecount (a chancy process at best), or mastcrpleces of comment to its
cxploding lettercol (a better bet), or fanzines in trade (a hopelessly haphazard
arrangement, at this end). Or by sending money. (Zlinor sez trades aren't haphazard)
On the other handy; there is no known way of not obtaining CRY if we once have
it in for you. DZach and (up to now) every month, you get CRY; it's frightening...

-Thodretically,-this paee is devoted to the CH*OXN*T*E*N*T*S of the issﬁe, so:

. Cover by Ray Nelson, illustrating Terry's SolaCon Report page 1
Tage Three .- Buz 3
I Heard the Beat of Fannish Drums... Terry Carr : 4
1ith Kcen Blue Iyes and a Plow P M (Renfrew) Busby- 24
Officer s Mess (a Factual Story) John Berry 28

IHN*U*T*E*S i Vlally Weber 30

.”hm Cuckoo Crumbles (Leﬂends of Lancaster Layabouts—— Part 3)
- Mal Ashworth ' 32
UrackerJacks. Jeff Vianshell ; 34
I'm Not Beat J Les Piper ' 35
CRY of the Readers conducted by Wally Weber : 36-54

oops ¢ ,goofed againg it's_Vieber
Tllo- crcdlts(toP A/ ELng/ 36, g léon 18 9, Zrenberg 35, Vanshell 34, Veber 6 13 16

18" 20 22223, Top 40.
Stencil-cutting credits to: Weber 23, Webbert 20, Elinor 5, Buz. 5.

This month the CRY owns, operates; edits, publishes, and distributess: Vally Veber,
Jim Webbert, Elinor Busby, F M Busby, and possibly a number of innocent passersby -
such as perhaps Toskey, Doreen, and Wally Gonser. Or it could be you.

OQur next issue (#142, for August) will doubtless be published on Sunday, July 31lst,
in the usual fashionj ;%142 will be the 60th consecutive monthly issue of CRY, marlking
five years of adherence to a relentless monthly schedule that never lets up.

You knowy it could be we're geiting in a rut?

At any rate, CRY ;7143 is giving itself a birthday present or somethlng of the
sort. Instead of being published on August 28th or Sept 4th, CRY #143 will skip
Oeptember entirely and will hit print on October 2nd.

After 60 consecutive monthly issues, we need to take a breather;, like. OK?

llo, CRY is not going "irregular". CRY is just easing-off a trifle on this
utter-slavery routine that has held your friendly neighborhood CRYstaff in such
ubgect terror for the past five years. DMNow we can begin to call our souls our ovm,

alternate /ednesdays and Fridays. Social Progress is wonderful.
.So from now on we shall feel free to skip maybe one or two monthly appearances

in any given year if circumstances warrant, and will always try to let you know
about it ahead of time, so's you don't fret and languish and grow pale and wan. OI?

YJe alrcady have quite a backlog for next month, plus. expectatlons that our
fine sturdy loyal regular-contributors will Come Through (John? Mal? Terry? Les?).
Redd Boggs' article is on-stencil, and George Locke's Con(?)report is stubbornly

.resisting efforts to edit it down from 5 pages to 2 or 3. A couple of items have
been turned over to Vally for 'RR, and I am forced to admit that there are one or
two that we just plain can't find at the moment; we haven't given up, BIACUEN G o ¢

The Next Meeting of the Nameless Ones will take place at the Owyhee Hotel, Boise,
Idaho, Sunday afternoon, July 3rd, 1960-- after the Fan Panel winds up. You're all
invited; - just follow Webbert, Weber, et al (probably to the Coffee Shop) Cheers!




| I heard the b;a‘t OJC

—éebl"ﬁ Ca.l"r*
THURSDAY .
At 9:00 a.m. the day before the Solacon, I was on a Greyhound bus rolling through the
streets of Los Angeles toward the downtown depot. I'd made the trip from San Francisco
alone, since all the other Bay Area fans had made other plans for attendance - the
Gibscns and Grahams were probably just starting their trip by car, Ron Ellik had been
south for two weeks already on a tour of duty with the Marine Corps, Dave Rike and Pete
Graham weren't coming till later etc. The bus ride had been harrowing, with the bus
breaking down and extending a dull tem-hour trip out to twelve hours, and I'd had 1little
sleep the whole night. I'd brought a couple of Heinlein books, but either they were pretty
bad or I wasn't in the mood, because I'd given up on both long before. I was tired,
bus-weary, and depressed, as is usual at the end of a long trip.

But I reflected with mounting anticipation that within the hour I'd be getting off the
bus, walking a few blocks tc the con hotel, and thence plunging directly into the fannish
melee of the con. I knew there'd be fans there already - Boyd Raeburn, for one,; hed
passed throvgh San Francisco the weekend before on his way down - and since the Con hadn't
started yet I presumed there'd be some up by the time I got there. It was a Tine feeling.

And it turned out as I'd hoped - almost. I almost got lost walking the four blocks or
so to the hotel, but I asked directions and inside of ten minutes of leaving the bus was
walking into the lobby of the hotel Alexandria. I looked around, but saw no fans I
recognized nor even any people who looked like fans. I went to the registration desk and
asked if Raeburn had checked in. They said no. Then I asked if Ron Bennett had checked
in. Yes, he'd been there, but he wasn't around just now - he'd probably be back later
that morning.

S0 I walked over to a bank of telephone booths and called Mirian Dyches, as arranged, to
let her know I'd arrived. It was a rather hectic phone conversation during which I asked
a sleepy Miriam who was in town yet and she told me in snatches of meeting Dave and Ruth
Kyle, Bob and Barbara Silverberg, Bob Bloch, and others, when two people walkad by the
phonebooth who looked familiar. "Just a minute," I said to Miriam, and stuck my head out.

"Noreen?" I said to a retreating back. Noreen Falasca turned around, recognized me,
ard came back with Nick. I hadn't seen them since the SFCon in 1954, and felt quite
happy to see them again. I asked them to wait 2 minute while I finished talking with
Miriam. Miriam said she'd get ready and take a bus downtown from South Pasadena, and
‘would arrive in a couple of hours. I said I'd meet her bus, hung up, and went out to
tall to Nick and Noreen.

“Where's Carl Brandon?" they asked immediately. "Is he here yei?"
This was it. I'd been looking forward to breaking the Brandon hoax at the Solacon ever
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since we'd decided to do so over a year before.
LEapiNdoeisnittEexsiis ), e as.d'.
et s
"Carl doesn't exist. He's a hoax."

Noreen sat down. "You mean - there's no Carl Brandon? You made him up? He isn't real?"
I nodded. "He's a hoax concocted by me and Dave Rike and Pete Graham and Boob Stewart

and Ron Ellik," I said.. : -

U Bu t-athis plisafamtidstd’c 'k Niekwsadd . :

"le've been looking forward to meeting Carl Brandon for months!" said Noreen. .'He's
one of the reasons we came all the way out here! And ncow you tell us he doesn't even ;
exist! He's just you and a lot of other people I've already met. Damn you, Terry Carr!"

I grinned. ] :

"Have you met Ron Bennett?" Nick asked. I said no. "Well turn around and meet him,"
said Nick. ; :

I turned around and there was Ron Bennett, smiling. "This is Terry Carr, Ron,'
Nick. Ron and I shook hands.

"Yes," said Noreen, "and he's just told us some fantastic news. I don't think I even

n

believe him! _

"You're just wishful-thinking," I said mildly.

"What's all this?" asked Ron.

"I told them Carl Brandon doesn't exist," I said. "He's a hoax."

Ron just looked at me. "That's inhuman," he said.

"We came all the way from Ohio to meet Carl Brandon!" said Noreen.

"I came from England," said Ron.

The conversation developed ‘nto a questioning of me on who had written the Brandon
material, and T did my best to explain the rather confused system of actual authorship,
what with me writing 75% of it and the rest being authored by Ronel or Pete or Boob or
Dave, often in collaboration. . 4

"By the way," said bennet, "I might as well tell you now that Eric Hartman doesn't
exist either."

"Who's Eric Hartman?" I asked.

"I just made him up," said Rcn.

' gaid

I finished my coke and excused myself to go out tc the desk and check on my reservation.
I didn't want to check in until after 1:00 that afternoon, thereby saving a day's rent,
but I wanted to be sure I had one reserved.

"A reservation of Carr?" said the desk clerk. "Let me see..." He riffled through some
pages. "G.M. Carr?"

SHeBL . caiiid sheiisl s

"Hummm. . .ump. . .ah yes, Terry Carr, yes you have a reservation.

I thanked him and went back to rejoin the Falascas and Bennett. I met them coming across -
the lobby. They said they were going to their rooms. I asked them if they'd store my
luggage till that afternoon and they consented, so I gave them my suitcase but kept the._
‘large sackful of INNUENDOS I'd brought for distribution. I handed copies to the
Falascas and Bennett as they left.

I turned around and wandered into the coffee shop again, looking for more fannish faces.
I didn's see any. Coming back out into the lobby, I encountered two beards. One of them
I recognized from photographs.

"You're Ted White," I said, extending a hand.

"You must be Terry Carr," Ted White said, shaking it. "I recognized your from
photographs."

"I'm Jerry DeMuth," said the other beard, and I shook hands again.

Then Ted and I eyed each other. We'd been sniping at each other more or less goodhumoredly
in the Cult for some time, and in the previous issue of INNUENDO I'd printed Pete Graham's"
dissection of Washington D.C. fandon, "Clayfeet Country". Our meeting certainly didn't
have to be a friendly one, one might say.



Ty But neither of us felt much like arguring, and
é we soon got into a pleasant three-way conversa-

= tion with Jerry. They told me of several inci-

now-famous one of the mctel manager who stuck a
gun in Bill Donaho's gut.

Before long, a somewhat larger group began to
collect. Bob Shaw came in, fcllowed a little
later by Boyd Raeburn (who, it developed, had
registered at a nearby hotel instead). I was
fascinated by Bob Shaw's pleasant Irish accent,
and the way every statement came out sounding
like a question, due to his natural .rising
inflection at the end.

About that time 1 noticed a fellow wandering
around the fringes of the grcup, but not talking

: ' to anyone.

Aopp* NO VACANCY HERE/ . "Isn't that Wally Weber?" I asked Ted.

"Eldon" 1, Know; ' saes Tedy

It being the day before the con, nobody was wearing identification badges, and also
the atmosphere hadn't quite warmed up to the point where anyone would ordinarily walk up to
someone who might turn out to be a nonfan and ask him who he was, so we had to wait Tor the
fellow to introduce himself. He did, and it was indeed Weber. But a few minutes later he
wandered off with some Seattle fan and I never did get to exchange more than two words
with him.

e all moved into the drugstore's soda fountain which connected with the hotel lobby and
continued our conversation over coffee. Bennett, as soon &s he sat down, ‘pulled out a sheaf
of postcards and started sending wish-you-were-here cards back to England, passing them
around to the rest of us to be signed. As Raeburn, who was on my right, passed the third
one to me, I got an idea. I signed it, and under that signed "Carl Brandon" in the special
signature I'd concocted two years before for Brandon letters. This signature soesn't look
at all like mine. Then I passed the card on to Ted White.

He started to sign it and stopped short. "What," he said suspicicusly, "is this doing
here?" - '

"I put it there," I said. "You see, Carl doesn't exist - he's just a hoax."

"I don't believe you," Ted said flatly.

Raeburn grinned and said, "I found it hard to believe myself."

Boyd, of course, had been convinced when I'd handed him the first ten pages of a Brandon
parody I was working on when he came through' San Francisco. But his statement was
ambiguous and didn't go far in convincing Ted.

About this time someone came in and started talking to Raeburn. It turned out to be Walt
Liebscher, he of CHANTICLEER fame, and more recently the poem "I Want To Pass Away In
Pasadena" in A BAS. He'd heard of the con and decided to drop by. But he had to get back
to work right away, since he was just on a coffeebreak.

Somewhere around this time I left and met Miriam at the bus. She was wearing a bright
red dress, and rather low-cut. This was all very nice, but I immediately had premonitions
of the wclves at the convention making a bee-line for her with intentions which would
shock a clean-cut Englishman like our TAFF guest Bennett.

Well, we entered the lobby and I left her alone for a minute while I checked to see if
my room was ready yet, it being past 1:00 by this time. It wasn't: the residents who were
supposed to be former residents by this time hadn't' checked out yet. So I turned around
and Miriam was gone ;

I spotted Ted White and asked him if he'd seen shere she'd gone.

"Oh, sure," said Ted. "Bennett introduced himself and tdok her to coffee."

In a little while Ron and Miriam came back from the coffee shop and I suggested as

forcefully as I could to Miriam that she check in and change her dress. She went off to
o0 ok

dents in their cross-country trip, including the .
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Meanwhile, I checked on the status of my reservation a couple of more times, uhtil the.
clerk finally decided to give me a different room to that which I'd been assigned originally.
Safely ensconced therein, I then went up to the Falascas' room and retrieved my luggage
with many thanks and apologies for unwittingly walking them up from their pre-con sieste
(smart people, those Falascas).

Back in my room, I looked round with satisfaction. Yes, a nice rpom for $5.00. At least,

I said to myself, it'd better be a $5.00 room - that was what I'd reserved, and I doubt
that I'd hhve the money to pay for a more expensive one.

Nothing much happened that afternoon. That evening, Miriam and I went to Clifton's
restaurant for dinner, but finding it 'closed wandered inb6o a Thrifty Drug Store or
something for hamburgers. The waitress was a goofy type who nattered on i a loud voice to
all the customers, I pulled my beanie out of my pocket and donned it, to catch her
reaction. She was delighted. "We don't get many people in here as crazy as me," she said.

On the way back to the hotel we passed through Pershing Square, where various types
discoursed from soapboxes on religion, politics, and the second coming of the serpent.

I wondered briefly if any of them ever ate at Thrifty Drug.

There was to ba a ILASFS meeting and party at Forry Ackerman's house that night, but it
was already pretty late and the hotel seemed deserted - presumably because all the fans
were already out at Forry's. Miriam said she wasn't feeling well anyway and didn't feel
like going, but I decided to go myself if I could get a ride. I finally picked up the
phone and asked the hotel switchboard for Forry's number. :

"I'm sorry, sir," said the operator, " but a M5. Stark just called that number and
it " SSills]. feasa

Stark: I said to myself. I hadn't expected Larry Stark to make it to the Con! Why,
maybe Andy and Jean Young were there too!

"Will you give me Mr. Stark's room when he completes his call?" I asked the operator
She said yes.

A few minutes latter the .phone rang. "Hello?" I said.

"Hello," said a voice. "The operator said you wanted to get in touch with me."

"Ah," I said, "larry Stark?"

"No, Ben Stark," he said. "From Berkely."

Good grief, I thought; I live in Berkeley, and I forgot about Ben Starl:.

"Well, hi, Ben," I said. "This is Terry Carr. Are you going out to Forry's?"

"I will if I can get directions," he said. So I told him I'd get shold of someone at
the party myself for directions.

I called Forry's then, and after much background-noise and confusion someone succeeded .
in getting Bjo to the phone. I told her that I wanted to come out but that I didn't know
how to get there.

"Wait in your room," she said, "and I'll see if I can get someone to come get you."

"I don't need a ride," I said. "I just need directions to--"

"What? Ican't hear you!" Bjo said over the uproar. "Just sit tight and someone will
pick you up. Don't worry!" And she hung up. _

Well, true to Bjo's word, a little later Milo Mason came by in his car to get me. I
Bot in touch with Ben Stark and Milo gave him directions to Forry's place, and we set
off. We stopped on the way to get some beer and scon were turning into Sherbourne Drisve.

There were two houses in lthe middle of the street.

"Oh," said Milo, "I forgot about fhem. They're moving those houses away, but they were
in the middle of the street at quitting-time so they just left them there. I'll have to
park here and we'll walk the rest of the way.

He parked, and we started walking the block or so to Forry's. Already we could hear
the noise of the party.

I looked at the houses in the street. "Man, you talk about fan-parties!" I said. "This
one is driving the neighbors away, houses an all!"

We walked into Forry's and encountered an unghodly crowd of people, many of whom I
recognized and many of whom I didn't know from Alexander Blade. Ronel was there, and BJO,
and Charles Burbee, Ted White, Jack Harness, Joe and Robbie Gibson, Karen Anderson.
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many, many more, too. Dave and Ruth Kyle, George Fields, Ted Johnstone, John Trimble,
Alex Bratmon. And Sylvia Dees. :
"Well, I'don't care if Carl Brandon doesn't exist!" she said to Ronel. "All I know is,
ilg certalnly do, only nobody would believe me until they met me! T do too exist!"
" "That®s your one hold on reality, eh/" said Ron.
"It's guys like you that make people suspect every new fan who comes along said Sylvia.
"Meet Terry Carr," said Ron as I walked up to them. "He's another one of us guys who
,compromlse your very existence. P '
"I do too exist!" Sylvia flared at me.
Sylvia was a cute, petite blond, and I was quite content to admit her existence and
let the subject drop there. ,
Seeing Burbee in the crowd near us, I asked Ron, '"Does Burb know about Carl yet?"
"Ron snapped his fingers. "No!" he said. "I haven't told him yet!"
So we went over and told Charles Burbee that Carl Brandon, upon whose works He had
looked favorably, was Jjust a hoax.
"I don't believe you," said Burbee. "How can that be?" He looked at us calmly. "Carl
Brandon is a talented Negro fellow who lives with Dave Rike in Berkeley and writes
things whick I like to read between issues of my own fahzine. I know Carl Brandon very
well, though of course I've never met him."
"Carl Brandon doesn't exist," said Ron.
Burbee looked at him. "Carl Brandon is more real to me than you are, and I've met you,"
he said. i
His calm denial withered us, and the subject wandered onto hoaxes in genéral. We talked
of Joan Carr and John Bristol and other non-existant fans. Sylvia said she did too exist.
I said something about "Jacob Edwards'" and "Ron Archer" to Ted White. S
Burbee came back. "You know that woman I;ve been living with all these years who you
thinls i semy wi e naid Blirbee®!'That 's ‘not my. wife. It's a1l a hoax: lp fact, it 1sn't
even a woman. It;s just E. Everett Evans in a disguise.

1t

About this time I plowed my way into the
kitchen to get another beer. The icebox was
empty - someone had taken my last beer. I /
looked around angrily, looking for the tellt-
ale half-quart can of Lucky lLager, a brand
which no one else had brought. I began to
dream up &all sorts of cutting remarks I could
make when I found the culprit.

Then I saw Tony Boucher drinking a half-
quart-can of Lucky Lager. s

I slunk back into the front room, abashed. {
"Tony Boucher is drinking my beer!" I said
proudly to whoever would listen. (Well what \
would you have done:") 7

A little later George Fields, a fan four-
square, got me a couple of cans of beer, and
I felt better all around.

Ronel and I spotted Steve and Virginia
Schultheis in the crowd. They had heaped
extravagant praise on Carl Brandon for his.
"My Fair Femmefanne" in A BAS and "The Pig, -
The Ostrich, And The Rat" in RUR. In fact,
when Ron had seen them at the Midwescon, he
had told them they comprised Carl Brandon Fan
No. 1, Ltd. "Iet#s break the sad news to
Schultheis," I said.

Rori drew: him over to where we were. He
checked Steve's temperature and pulse, told o THONRSERINIE BNy o e MU i)
him to sit down. "Take it easy, boy," he said. - . TR Ly
"This might be hard to take. Now brace yourself." CARL. . BRANC O hyss

|
\
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Virginia looked on inquisitively as Ron went on elaborately preparing him for the shock.
"Breath deeply," said Ron. "This will only hurt for a minute."

"What will?" asked Steve.

Ron leanéd down and looked Steve directly in the eyes. "Carl Brandon...does...not...

rexist!! he $aid. :

Steve 'looked at him. "You mean the guy who wrote 'My Fair Femmefanne' and the piece in
RUR?" 'he asked mildly. b -

"Yes!" said Ron.: ' :

"Then who wrote them?" Steve asked. _

"Carr wrote 'My Fair Femmefanne'," said Ron. "I wrote 'The Pig, The Ostrich, and The
R ;

"I never would have suspected," said Steve. "You have my word as a GDA op. Can I go now?"
And he got up and wandered away, talking calmly to Virginia, who still looked perplexed.
Ron and I watched him go, awestruck.

"It's finally happened," I said. "We made a big deal out of it to somebody who didn't
care." o :

Ron's eyes narrowed. "He cares, all right," he said. "Look how carefully he's walking.
See how he's got his arm around Virginia - he's actually leaning on her for support. He
cares all right. It's just that he;s a trained GDA op., and he can't disgrace his calling
by showing emotion."

I watched him disappear into the melee of the party, his head still high. "Yeulver b sic
admire a man like that," I said.

Well the party went on, we talked of many things and had a fine time meeting people, and
eventually the party started to break up, so a bunch of us piled into John Trimble's car
and he drove us back to the hotel. There was John, Ronel, Jack Harness, Ted Wjite, Jim
Caughran and me.

I think it was staid ole Bennett who brought up the subject of Sylvia Dees.

"A very nice-looking girl," he mused. "I guess she does exist."

"Does she ever exist!" enthused Ted White, who probably hadn't the faintest idea that
she'd be engaged to him within the month.

FRIDAY

I'd meant to be down at the registration desk when it opened at 10:30, but I slept a °
little late and didn't make it till 11:00. After registering, I turned around and saw an
unfamiliar beard. Looking at its I.D. tag, I found it to be F:M. Busby, one of my favorite
people. I introduced myself to him and met Elinor too. Ve chatted a bit, and then the
usual happened.

"Where's Carl Brandon?" asked Elinor.

"Carl doesn't exist. He's a hoax."

"A hoax?! You mean we came to this convention Just to meet you?"

I was getting to know the pattern by this time.

I went downstairs then and into the soda fountain for breakfast. Walt Liebscher dashed in

-and out again on his lunch hour. -

Back upstairs, people were milling aroind on the balcony where the registration desk was,

and: in the room to which it connected, where auction material was displayed. The convention
-was to begin soon, but no one was in the convention hall, which the balcony overlooked. "

I saw a woman sitting off to one side whom I recognized from photos, so I went over. to her.

"Grandma?" I said. "It is you, isn't it?" :

G.M. Carr looked at my name-tag and smiled. We talked a bit about fans who think we're
related. (We're not).

Lbout this time Len Moffat came up and asked me if I'd help some members of the committee
to move some materials up from the basement. I went off 169 'elo) elablE o
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Back on the balcony, I ran into Miriam, who

acted intermittently during the con as a Hostess.

Stan Woolston, who was supposed to conduct

interviews over the loudspeaker system right
about then, had sent her off to round up some interviewees. She asked me to help her. So
we looked around for people for a while, and rounded up a few who mysteriously disappeared
soon after, and returned to Stan to find him still needing someone to interview.

"Tell you what," he said, "I'll interview you to get things going while Miriam brings
some people to follow you."

I agreed, somewhat reluctantly. I'm just as afraid of microphones as the next pearson,
and I hadn't the faintest idea what to talk about.

Stan turned on the mike, said, "As our first interview of the afternoon, 1L Joreg ity IiSaey
Carr," and handed the mike to me. :

I handed it right back to him. "Ask me me questions," I shispered.

- Btan took the mike and asked me how I got to be a Publishing Giant, as I and several
other Berkeley fans are sometimes termed. I didn't know what to say to this that would be
of much interest to a casual audience composed so largely of non-fanzine-fans, and I'm
afraid I wandered all around the subject in my reply, to no great effect.

Stan then asked me something about the Tower To The Moon Of Bheer Cans which we in
Berkeley are supposed to be building, and I natterered boringly on about that, realizing
all the time just how boring I was being and wishing I were somewhere else. I'm certainly
not the greatest public speaker in the world, though I was a whiz at it in grammar school,
and somehow I was feeling far less capahle than usual at that time, just out of bed an hour
or so after partying far into the previous night.

Stan I both were looking around all this time for Miriam to come bacl: with some other
‘interviewee, but neither Miriam nor interviewees were in evidence. ;

Finally Stan said, "Thank you, Terry Carr," and turned off the microphone, giving up on
the interviews. I wandered off, wishing he hadn't mentioned my name.

But I was sheered to note that there was only one person in the convention hall, which
was the only area where the loudspeakers could be heard very well.

It later developed that Miriam had sent several people over to be interviewed, but
either they'd got lost or had heard the way I was verbally tying myself in semantic knots,
and didn't wat to get mixed up in a mess like that themselves, because none of them ever
BIONG TOEEE

{
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It was getting on into the afternoon by now, and Miriam asked me if I'd go out yith her
to the place where the LAGDS meets, to pick up her fanzine, MENTAL MARSHMALLOW. Bjo had
run it off and left it there for assembling and stapling. I said sure, and so off we went.

The trip to and from, and the assembling, took about three hours. There was no stapler
around, so we brought the assembled copies back to the hotel, borrowed a stapler from the
Committee, and settled down in the lobby to staple. :

- Miriam was sitting next to Lou and Cynthia Goldstone, and Dave and Ruth Kyle and maybe
some others. She and Lou were doing the stapling. On the other couch sat Jerry DeMuth,
Boyd Raeburn, and Ted White. I joined them, sitting of the floor.

Noreen Falasca came by. "Terry," she said, "I woke up this morning and thought about g
Carl Brandon, and I almost cried! And I came all the way to California just to meet you.
She went away.

I looked at Ted and Boyd. "That's what they all say," I said sadly. "We built Brandon
into such a fabulous fannish genius that everybody's mad when there's nobody to meet but
n -

"Well," said Ted, "you're hardly the brilliant type of fan that Carl seemed to be, with
those wondertull squelches he got off all the time."

I nodded sadly in agreement.

"Why don't you sit on a seat?" asked Ted. "We could squeeze over. You look uncomfortable
on the floor."

"Yes", said Boyd. "And seeing as how it's still early in the convention, the hotel staff
probably isn't used to people sprawling on the floor in the lobby yet."

¥ess 1 cERE o088 1F We 'can move over,'" said Ted.

"No, don't bobher, el -1 said. 'To Hellithe truth, I've always wanted to be able to
look up to you."

"Boyd broke out laughing, as did Ted. "Does he sound more like Carl Brandon now?" Bovd
said to Ted.

-

us

A little later the crowd thinned out and I got a seat. Bob Block came by, said he'd
heard that Brandon didn't exist, and heaped egoboo on me for writing "The Purple Eastures!',
which had just been distributed in FAPL.

"I was talking to Tony Boucher about that pece," said Bob. "He'd love it - 1t's just the
sort-of thing he likes. Why don't you send him a copy? He said he wanted to read it."

"It just so happens," I sard,; "thati W huaes copy of it in my room. I'll give it to him
when I see him next. Oh, and by the way, Bob, I brought those old Paul Whiteman records
that I promised to give you a year and a half ago." :

"What?!" said Bob. He reeled and fell back against the couch. "You did!?" I'd promised
him long before that I'd mail them to him, but had never been able to figure out how to
package them so they wouldn't get broken in transit - they were 78's.

So we went up to my room and I gave him the records and he staggered off to his room,
thunderstruck.

. It was evening by now, so I found Miriam and we went to dinner at Clifton's which was
open this time. Arriving back at the hotel, we heard that Burbee was in the bar, so we
went, there. ]

Burbee was surrounded by fans -- Raeburn, the Buébies, Bob Pavlat, Elmer Perdue, and so
forth. Miriam and T squeezed our way into the booth, I ordered beers for us, and we
listened to Burbee for awhile.

"Have you all met TCarr, my benefactor/" asked Burbee, "TCarr is the reason I'm at this
convention, you know. He discovered me to modern-day fandom. For this reason I say TCarr
is a fine fellow, even if he does try to tell me that Carl Brandon doesn't exist. I know
that Earl Brandon exists. He is more real to me than TCarr himself, and I've met TCarr you
know. ks

"Terry didn't have to rediscover you to wmodern-day fandom," saud somebody. "You'd have
been known anyway, for your pieces about Al Ashley." i

"Well, many fans already had heard of me,! Burbee admitted. "But they didn't know who I
was. One fan wrote in INNUENDO that he'd thought I was an N3F-type person.” Everybody
laughéd. "And anyway, my stories about Al Ashley were all lies. Al Ashley isn't like I
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depicted him. That Al Ashley never really existed."

I looked at Burbee. "But Burb," I said, "that's fantastic. Why, Al Ashley is more real to
me than you are, and I've met you!"

Burbee looked around the table. "TCarr is a great fan of mine." he said. "He can even
quote what I say. Of course, he gets it wrong sometimes. ; .

I turned around, and saw Elmer Perdue, who is sometimes known as God in certain circles.
"Hello , my son," he said compassionately.

"God!" I exclaimed, by way of greeting. So we talked for a bit and he bought Bheers for
Miriam and me. Mostly we talked about "Ah, Sweet Idiocy," Perdue giving some sidelights on
the various incidents recounted therein.

There was to be a big party in the Detroit suit, so a lot of us made ready to decamp

and move up there. Elmer said he'd stay in the bar.

The Suite was crowded, as might be expected. There were probably a lot of people
shifting back and forth between the Chisago and Detroit parties, but at no time was
Detroit's room very uncrowded. '

We had Just been there a short time when I saw Bill Rostsler standing in the doorway to
the next room, so I excused myself from Miriam, who was talking- or listening to someone,
and Jjoined him. :

"You know, Terry," said Rotsler, "I've been here for almost two hours now, and I've just
realized that I'm at a science fiction convention. I was just driving by tonight and
remembered the convention, so I thought I'd drop by. And now look at me - standing here
with fans moving back and forth past me all the time, talking to people, drinking blog.
It's an uncanny feelingi" '

I made it a point to mentally stop in my tracks and realize that I was at a convention.
I hadn't had time to stop and think about it like that since getting to L.A., and it was
indeed an uncanny feeling.

Bill was drawing cartoons on a seemingly never-ending par of paper he had, tossihg them
off rapidly. I was pocketing them. I'm no fool. : :

"Where'd you get the blog?" I asked.

"In the next room," Bill said. "They have it all mixed up from wine and ghod knows
what else. I suppose it's drinkable. '

So I made my way into the next room, and in between talking to Ted White, Ron Ellik,
Slex Bratmon, and others, and meeting Trina Castillo and Bill Donoho, I got some blog. It
was horrible stuff, but it went down and fans will drink anything at a con-party. I' know.
MUmE aERemeand Ttdsic .

This batch didnit turn out so good as the last time we made it," explained Bill
Rickhardt. I nodded and assured him I wouldn't hold anything against Detroit if I got
ptomaine poisoning. :

Well, T talked to Rickhardt and DeMuth and others, until I decided to take a drink back
into the next room for Miriam, so I got one and made my way back. 'I'd been gone almost an
hour.

When I got back I found Miriam guite drunk. Apparently the blog had been flowing quite
freely 1In that room, too. Right then and there I decided it was time for her to leave,
because that blog was not stuff to mess around with and Miriam tends to drink more and
more ‘as time goes by. So I suggested we leave, but she wanted another dr<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>