I will run off these stencils

TEN YEARS ‘now. I have Just been look-
EHLFJ ) LIAA[SC);ing them over, and have no

'difficﬁlty in realizing, merely by
considering their condition, that a long
time has passed since they were cut.
Many of them are somewhat wrinkled and all
of them are bleached a little from the
light of the tomorrow +that has overtaken
them. The corflu sprinkled over them
here and there seems to have collapsed in
places. Some of the stencils -- not
entirely in sequence, for some reason —-
have been sunstruck along the right
side from 1lying naked on my desk beside
the window, back on Prince street in
summer 1966, when I earlier intended to
print them. When they were first cut,
the events described in the words embedded
in stencil wax were recent history. It
was a very different world from that of
1974. In those days, when I glimpsed
a man with long hair and beard on the cam-
pus or the streets of Berkeley I knew

with perfect certainty he was (see p. iii)

NUMBER 10
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Introduction : page iii

(Continued from front cover)

Walter Breen. Now there are at least five hundred men in town with
heads as shaggy, and indeed every man (except me) has longish hair and/
or whiskers. (Certainly I'm a nonconformist. What are you, chum?)

Fads and fashions are not important in themselves. Whether hair 1is
worn long or short is of little significance. The mnext crop of rebels
will wear short hair. But the fuzzy appearance at present of American
males symbolizes a major social upheaval that has taken place in the ten
years since the following document was written. The changes that have
shivered the world have also trembled through the microcosm. In fact,
fandom's features have become so distorted that we can hardly recognize

the old face, as revealed in these stencils. The events described here
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could no longer manage +to happen in today's fandom, though this is no
improvement. They couldn't happen, but worse things might.

The outward aspect of things has changed in these ten years, and
these changes are striking enough. Some of the people mentioned here
have gotten divorced. Some are married to someone else. Many are liv-
ing far from the city or street where they lived in 1964. 1In at least
two instances, people mentioned here have died. The youngsters who
cavort on these pages have grown up in the intervening years.

But the underlying changes are even more striking than those things
altered by the mere passage of time. They are not altogether welcome
changes, either, as one example will attest. An attendee at the July
1973 Westercon told me of meeting there two or three fans or ex-fans who
are now considered "mentally disabled" by the San Francisco welfare de-
partment, presumably because of the effect of pot, LSD, or heroin, one
delaterious result of the supposed "youth revolution." With many fans,
it would be difficult +to note any loss of mental powers, but two of
these fans were once among our most promising.

Since this account deals with a convention of ten years ago, it is
instructive to contrast that con with present ones. The number of cons
held each year has proliferated incredibly in the interval. Cons have
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gotten bigger, and incomparably more commercialized, with the people who
masterminded them afterwards squabbling over sums amounting to many
thousands of dollars. Since they are now big business, cons have become
more authoritarian, with greater power at the top and harsher police
tactics below, to protect +their investment and assure large profits.
After reading Milton Stevens' '"Convention Pig" (The Passing Parade #2,
November 1972), I can see that the Burns cops mentioned in the following
pages were a very mild and innocuous manifestation indeed.

Ten years have passed since the document below was written. The
times have changed -- for the worse, for the most part -- and we find
that we have changed too.

THIS REPORT on my wunofficial participation in Pacificon II,

| held in Oakland, California, during the Labor day weekend of 1964,

was written in September and October of the same year, immediately

( after the event. Having missed the FAPA mailing for which it was

L intended (#109), for reasons I no longer remember, this report was

further revised and then dummied in Albuquerque in December 1964. Most

of it went on stencil after I arrived in the Bay area in January 1965,

and thus most of these pages are run from stencils at least nine years
0ld. As I say, they are beginning to look a little venerable.

My report, written and stenciled so long ago, is being published
in unexpurgated form despite any second thoughts 1 may have after all
these years. From looking over the original dummy, however, I note that
a few passages were prudently omitted Dbetween dummy and stencil. The
only deletion of this sort +that requires notice 1is one that clarifies
the passage on page 21 describing Al Halevy "standing behind his nose,
blinking his bruised eyes." This refers to an injury suffered by Al at
the con which damaged the referred-to parts of his physiognomy. The in-
cident was mentioned in the dummy, but was removed during the stenciling
presumably because I decided that the passage was (a) gratuitous insult,
and (b) an account based entirely on hearsay.

I wrote this con report from notes I had scribbled in Oakland and
San Francisco during the Pacificon 1itself, which I had gone to great
pains to make as complete and accurate as possible. Later 1 compared
impressions and verified facts with other Pacificon attendees and/or ob-
servers, particularly Kevin Langdon, Bob Lichtman, and Avram Davidson,
although none of these people is responsible for any inaccuracies that
may have crept into this account despite all my efforts.

I also checked my impressions of the convention against those of
Gretchen Schwenn, and with her permission made free use of her own ac-
count of the convention, written as a letter to John Boardman, dated 24
September 1964, Her account was published, in part, in §3gana/Pillycock/
Dagon as "Ten Seconds That Shook the Pacificon." A few passages in "The
Fan on the Mezzanine" are taken almost verbatim from the carbon copy of
her original letter.

Despite any minor errors that may be detected, I certify that this
account 1s as accurate as 1 can make it, and in particular the descrip-
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tion of "the battle of the mezzanine" is (aside from Gretchen's) the
most authentic that has ever appeared in print. In +this connection I
must reject Dick Lupoff's ill-conceived theory (stated in 1964) that
participants in such an event cannot attain accuracy in telling about it
simply because they are participants. Deliberate falsehood is another
matter, but it is bystanders, mere witnesses, who are inaccurate obser-
vers because they are bewildered by sudden action and are not certain of
wvhat is happening. This is part of the point of demonstrations in psy-
chology classes in which one man "shoots" another with a banana and the
startled eyewitnesses are asked to writo a report on the occurrence. The
participants are perfectly able to say what happened; not so the wit-
nesses. I was a participant in the "battle," though not as active a one
as Gretchen. To double-check my own impressiomns, I have drawn wupon
Gretchen's account for that part of my description where I was not im-
mediately present and was only a witness myself.

I have often heard of irresponsible and inaccurate reporting, but
till I began to hear and read stories purporting to describe the so-
called battle of the mezzanine I scarcely realized the extent of such
stuff and nonsense in the fan press.

Take Elinor Busby's account of the event in Salud #10, in the Nov-
ember 1964 FAPA mailing:

«..0ne report has it that Bob Buechley tried to pin a badge on
Gretchen, another report, that he tried to push Kevin away and
his hand fell on Gretchen instead. She cried, %He touched my
breast!? and clawed his face. Then she grabbed him by the leg
and threw him on his back, all the while yelling, %Help! He's
killing me!Y while Buechley asserted, “Look, I'm not even
touching her!% and Redd Boggs demanded, 2Kill him! Kill him!l
As I say, I wasn't an eyewitness, and it's probably just as
well, As reported, it was quite an exciting scene; the actual
facts are very likely drabber.

Most accounts have Gretchen "clawing," "scratching," or "throt-
tling" Buechley, probably because everybody assumes that's the way all
women tight or defend themselves. Here is Ed Meskys' account, in Niekas
#9, page T4:

Gretchen Schwenn, a member, refused to pick up her con badge
at the registration desk and so the Sergeant at Arms tried to
get her to leave the con area. The rule was that only people
with badges would be allowed to remain on the Mezzanine.
Boggs and Langdon were there too, and a scuffle developed be-
tween them and the SaA, for they were not members and refused
to leave. The way I heard it, Gretchen then pounced on Buech-
ley, the SaA, knocked him over, and started +to scratch and
strangle him before she could be pulled off.

It is completely untrue that Gretchen either scratched or +tried to
"strangle" Buechley. While she did not pick up her con badge, she later
consented to carry it in her pocket, only refusing to wear it on her
sweater. The alleged scuffle between Buechley and myself is fantasy; no
such thing took place.
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George Scithers, in a Pacificon report published by Richard Tney in
Avanc #8, pulled out all the stops on the scratching theme:

Boggs, Langdon, and Gretchen Schwenn appeared on the conven-
tion's floor...and refused either to join the con, display a
membership badge, or leave. After a long argument...Bob Buech-
ley moved in and invited the trio to leave....Reaching out to
put a hand on Langdon's shoulder, he brushed the Schwenn woman
and she went for him with fingernails bared. Drew blood, too.
In what has been inaccurately described as a fistfight but was
actually a shoving, wrestling, and (on the Schwenn woman's
part) clawing match, Bob grabbed her wrists to keep her from
scratching him any more....It says something about Boggs' and
Langdon's competence that Bob was able to fend off both of
them even with his hands immobilized.

Despite the tone of absolute certainty in Scithers' account he is obvi-
ously imagining most of the details. It says a good deal about Scithers'
competence as a reporter that he can transform the whole fight into a
"clawing match" on Gretchen's part by totally ignoring the fact that she
singlehandedly threw a big man down on his back. Or was it less incam-
petence than malice that caused such fantastic inaccuracy?

Similar errors, though less malicious in their telling, appeared in
two brief mentions of the "battle" in John Boardman's fanzines. In Dagon
#10 Boardman reports: "Gretchen Schwenn has sent me an account of what
happened when she and her friends dropped in at the CopCon. The trouble
began when Buechley tried to pin a Con badge on her and let his hand
wander...." In Knowable #8, he added: "Buechley, acting at Halevy's in-
stigation, apparently tried to mix business with pleasure by grabbing
hold of Gretchen at a point where most women do not care to be grabbed
by men they haven't been introduced to. Gretchen hung one on Buechley
and was about to follow up her counterattack when several other fans
broke up the struggle." These inaccuracies were corrected in Gretchen's
"Ten Seconds That Shook the Pacificon," published by Boardman. Buechley
did not "let his hand wander." And Gretchen no more "hung one on" him
than she clawed, scratched, or tried to throttle him.

DESPITE FIERCR COMPRTITION from George Scithers (quoted above)

| Dick Lupoff won the brass goboon for writing the most inaccurate
—{ account of the battle of the mezzanine ever +to hit the fan press.
0 appeared in Sam #12, January-February 1965, as part of an arti-

U cle called "A Con Report for Steve Stiles." Editor Stiles said he
had "ripped the guts out of Dick Lupoff's con report," and one wonders
how many more inaccuracies, distortions, misstatements, exaggerations,

and deceptions may have appeared in the original passage concerning the
"battle." A complete version of the con report appeared in Lupoff's Opo
#11 through #17 in distributions of APA F, but I have not read this.
The edited version of the description of the "battle" is sufficiently
inaccurate and irresponsible, in any case. So determinedly inaccurate
is it, indeed, that again one begins to suspect malice: otherwise, one
would think Lupoff would strike a solid, ringing fact every once in a
while, just by sheer chance.
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In Spirochete #6, 22 April 1965, in
tribution, I reprinted Lupoff's account
passage by passage, together with my own
the record, here in the lefthand column
Sam #12), along with my own annotations
Spirochete) in the righthand column:

o ——

the twenty-seventh APA L dis-
of the battle of the mezzanine,
comments and corrections. For
is Lupoff's account (taken from

(here somewhat revised from

"One night -- Pat said it was Pat Lupoff contributes one of the

Friday, and I believe her -- " few facts in the whole account!

"several boycotters decided that Perhaps some boycotters decided to
they would enter +the mezzanine enter the mezzanine and attend the
area and attend the open party in open party. Gretchen, Kevin, and
the con suite."” I had no intention of attending

the party, and I object to the im-
plication +that attendance at the
party automatically followed en-
trance onto the mezzanine, which
was a public area.

"Bob Lichtman came, saw a plain- Lichtman told me later +that this
clothes Burns man's badge, and was not quite the case.

left quietly.”

"Gretchen Schwenn and Redd Boggs Wrong. There were three of us to-

arrived en couple" gether: Kevin Langdon, Gretchen,

L e i and myself. We entered and 1left
together.

"and were met at the door by Bob Wrong. The mezzanine had no door.

Buechley, the (feh!) sergeant-at- Presumably +the con suite did, but

arms." we did not try to enter that. We

did not see Bob Buechley till per-
haps half an hour after we first
entered the mezzanine.

"The precise details of what took In all fairness, then, since Dick
place between Gretchen and Bob are Lupoff did not himself witness the
unfortunately denied to history, "battle," it would seem proper to
for each participant and/or wit- print some of the versions favor-
ness to the incident seems to have able to Gretchen, Kevin, and my-
a startlingly different story to self. It seems odd that Lupoff
tell," decided arbitrarily +to print a

version that made the con commit-
tee appear in a favorable light.

"ranging all the way from a vio- If the facts were as Lupoff pre-
lent and unprovoked attack of Bob sents them, how could there have
upon Gretchen, +to a violent and been an "unprovoked" attack either
unprovoked attack of Gretchen upon way?

Bob."

"As nearly as I can piece it to- Lupoff's account is widely at var-
gether from descriptions by Dick iance with the descriptions given
Ellington and Al halevy," Gretchen and me by Ellington and

Halevy verbally at a later date.
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"Buechley barred Gretchen and Redd
from the con suite."

"They insisted on entering, at
least on temporary passes. Buech-
ley agreed, and offered temporary
badges."

"Now, here 1is where the story gets
very unclear."
"Bither Gretchen or Redd standing
behind her, refused %o pin the
badge on her dress / his shirt.
Buechley either attempted to pin a
badge on Gretchen's dress or +to
reach across her shoulder and pin
one on Redd's shirt.

"In either case, Gretchen took ex-
ception to what she regarded as an
unwelcome familiarit (“How dare
you TOUCH MY BREAST!EX"

"and flew at Buechley's throat,
knocking him to the floor, kneel-
ing over his chest and throttling
him."

"Redd attempted +to race to Gret-
chen's (!) rescue but was held
back by Halevy and/or other by-

standers."

: page Viii

At the time, I confess, I was not
even aware that there was such a
suite, or that it was somewhere
nearby. Nor did I ever learn just
where it was 1located. Neither
Gretchen nor I entered any suite
at all, then or at any time during
the whole con. In any event, we
were standing near +the middle of
the mezzanine, nowhere near the
entrance to any suite.

As the con committee well knew,
Gretchen was a paid-up Pacificon
member (membership #10), and thus
had a perfect right +to enter the
con suite, wherever it was, had
she wished. Sbe did not wish.
Had Buechley or any of the commit-
teemen tried to give me a "tempo-
rary badge," I would have thrown
it in his face. Nobody tried.

Only here, huh? T%verything so far
is pure crystal, of course.

Buechley offered no badges to us.
However, Al Halevy did abttempt to
pin Gretchen's duly-paid-for badge
on her without +touching her. He
was unsuccessful. Of course Al
did not try to pin badges on Kevin
or me; since we were determined
non-members of the Pacificon.

Can anyone who knows Gretchen even
imagine her protesting in such a
shocked and decorous manner?

Buechley, attempting to eject
Gretchen, even though she was a
bona fide member of the Pacificon,
grappled with her and tried to
drag her toward the stairway. She
threw him down, and they fell in a
heap, but Gretchen did not kneel
over his chest. She did not try
to throttle him.

I won't swear that someone didn't
try to stop me, but if so he was

unsuccessful. Nobody held me back,
and 1 ended up with my face only
inches from Buechley's.



Introduction : page ix

o e e et S e o —

"After Gretchen had been pulled Nobody pulled them apart. Both
from Buechley's quivering body," Gretchen and Buechley got up sepa-
rately and without assistance.

"she and Redd either stalked off We were thrown out, but not bodi-
in a huff, or were thrown out, or ly. We hardly 1left "with full

left in their leisure and with dignity"; we had been ejected from
full dignity, depending on whom a public part of the hotel for no
you believe." other reason than that we were on

Walter Breen's side and against
the con committee.

Lupoff implies that we were trying +to force our way into the con-
vention and that we had to be prevented from entering the con suite —-
since presumably we were burning with thirst that could be quenched only
by the free drinks being dispensed there. Nothing could be further from
the truth, as I attempt to make plain in my own account. When the con
committee sicced sergeant-at-arms Buechley onto us, we were peacefully
chatting with friends and harming no one.

Let me summarize by stating three unequivocal facts about the bat-
tle of the mezzanine:

1. It was not an attempt to remove non-members from the convention
area, since Gretchen -- the first person the sergeant-at-arms attacked
-~ was a paid-up Pacificon member. None of us attempted to stray from
the public part of the hotel.

2. It was not an attempt to prevent us from entering the conven-
tion suite, since none of us ever made any attempt to enter the suite.

3. It was not a drunken brawl. None of us, Gretchen, Kevin, my-
self, had quaffed so much as a thimbleful of beer or any other alcoholic
beverage -~ the convention's free drinks, or any .other. Ve drank none
of their free drinks at any time during the whole convention.

/ NEITHER FRIEND NOR FOE will be pleased to see this account in

print at this late date, and 1 apologize for any hurt feelings on

| anybody's part. I know that it is fashionable +to gloss over the

Boondoggle affair, and not to mention it, if possible, as one tries

to avoid embarrassing subjects of any sort. It is even viewed as

Correct to minimize the importance of the event in fandom, and to mini-
mize the character of the opposition to the Pacificon committee.

Greg Shaw, writing about a party at Bill Donaho's house on Ganges
avenue in El Cerrito over Labor day weekend 1970 —-- the sixth anniver-
sary of Pacificon II -- remarked gleefully on the presence there of
various people who had been at sharp odds with Donaho in 1964. Party
attendees included Bill Blackbeard, Miriam and Jerry Knight, Greg and
Jim Benford, Pat and Dick Ellington, and others who fit into that cate-
gory, including Gretchen and myself. I have visited Donaho's place on
several occasions; he has been here a few times, and I have seen him at
various other times during these many years. I have briefly met Rogers
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and Stark of the con com at other times, and at the party Greg mentions
Gretchen and I chatted amicably with —- of all people —-- Al Halevy.

However, Greg did not allude, as he should have, +to the people in
the Bay area who, after all these years, do not speak to the one-time
con committeemen. In fact, the burden of bitterness from the Boondoggle
affair is still not entirely lifted from the part of fandom I am able %o

see (if dimly). Part of the reason I have been inactive in fandom since
1964 traces directly to the Boondoggle. (I even avoided the 1968 world-
con held in Berkeley at the Claremont, only a few minutes' drive from my

home, which was headed by some of the former Pacificon committeemen.)

Given the supposed divinity of forgiveness, I should think that the
people who have resumed friendship with Bill Donaho should be praised
rather than laughed at. I only wish that there would have been more of
a growth of tolerance on the other side. Jack Speer's gratuitous and
malicious Full Length Articles #6, postmailed in FAPA a year after the
Boondoggle affair, was unfortunately a rather typical example of how
some of the anti-Breen people hold animosity. Another, more recent, ex-
ample is a postalcard I received in July 1973 from Richard Eney.

Bill Donaho, +to do him justice, has at least made some gestures
toward apologizing and making amends (see the appended bibliography) —-
gestures which are said to have infuriated a number of people on "his"
side. He remarked in conversation +that the Boondoggle affair was "not
in character" for him, and I agree that it was not. That was one of the
reasons why some of us found it so shocking. It is a little late for
fandom in general to forgive Donaho -- presuming +that it hasn't -- be~
cause he 1s no longer active, and his giant Gestetner is silent.

While having friendly feelings toward Donaho in light of his post-
Pacificon statements in print and in person, I have no intention of for-
getting the whole thing, if forgetting implies a readiness to give in

and say, either, "The con com was right,” or "Who cares whether they
were or not?" The issues involved in the Boondoggle affair are still
important.

I am under mno illusion that publication of +this document will
change anybody's opinion now. Probably it wouldn't have, even if it had
been printed in the autumn 1964 mailing, as intended. There really isn't
much one can say to people like Mike Deckinger, who after reading George
Scithers' Pacificon report, wrote in Godot (again, see bibliography): "I
didn't witness it /the "battle'"/, of course, but from various accounts
I've read...I'm convinced that Miss Schwenn was very much in the wrong,
and if Buechley belted her after this nonsense, then good for him, say

I." Such people are hardly worth bothering about. In any case, I anm
not publishing "The Fan on the Mezzanine" and +this long introduction
with any intent or hope of convincing anybody about anything. I am just

publishing it for the record.
—— BOGGS
Berkeley, California

3 November 1974
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THE MAGAZINE OF LITERATURE, SCIENCE, ART, AND POLITICS
Number 10 Redd Boggs, editor Autumn 1964

"Improve every opportunity to express yourself in writing, as if it were
your last." -~ Thoreau, Journal, 17 December 1851.

The Story of the Renaissance Popes, Told for Young Chlldren.

THE FAN ON THE MEZZANINE
or, How I Learned to Stop Worrying and Love the Con

l: Prolog to a Report

"Haw haw haw!" Bruce Pelz yelled at me as I walked into the Hotel
Leamington coffeeshop accompanied by Gretchen Schwenn and Kevin Lang-
don. "Look who's attending the convention after swearing up and down
that he wasn't coming!"

"I'm not attending the convention," I said. I was not attending
the convention. I did not attend the convention. I have not attended a
convention since the Cinvention in 1949,

Prior to February 1964 my plans and attitudes concerning the con-
vention had vacillated wildly. I turned down Dick Lupoff's offer to
participate in the fan editors' panel at the Pacificon on grounds that I
might not attend the con. Being slightly broke and owning a car that
limped badly when driven even as far as Garden Grove, I wasn't very op-
timistic that I could attend even if I wanted to. However, I was still
desirous of attending, and I hoped some means could be found so that I
could attend my first convention in 15 years.

After February 1964 and my perusal of Bill Donaho's The Great Breen
Boondoggle or All Berkelev is Plunged into War -~ I never received my
own copy of this "Do Not Print, Do Not Quote and Most Especially Do Not
Blab My Name When You Mention Thls Letter Substitute" Ffanzine and the
copy I first read was handed me by Walter Breen himself, who held it
gingerly at arm's length, between his thumb and foreflnger -~ 1 reso-
lutely put away any lingering hopes I still had about going to the Paci-
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ficon unless the convention committee apologized and allowed Walter to
attend the convention. I had not joined the convention; when Al Halevy
was accepting memberships at the Noncon at +the Turners' on Labor day
weekend 1963, I was far too broke to buy one. (The publisher of a sex
novel co-authored by Jim Harmon and myself, one Ed Schnepf, had just re-
nigged on his promise to pay an advance on the book. Subsequently, he
published the book, Passion Strip, without ever bothering to pay us a
jitney, then or later.)

I made no secret of my anger and distress at Boondoggle, though for
some reason, probably my display of cynical acceptance of the inevit-
able, Jessie Clinton +told me afterward that she was still uncertain
whether I was for or against the con committee even after we discussed
the matter at the Fourth of July Noncon at the Turners' 1last summer.
Strangely enough, I had been uncertain about the Clintons, too, up till
the Fourth of July Noncon. At the Noncon, however, +they turned out to
be the most eloquent critics of Bill Donaho and the convention committee
I had heard.

"Al," Ed Clinton said to Halevy as some of us were discussing Boon-
doggle in the Turners' kitchen, "it doesn't matter whether Walter did or
did not do the things he's accused of. Boondoggle is indefensible. You
simply don't do that to a man.™

As Pacificon time approached, I was invited by various Los Angeles
fans to ride up to the Bay area with them. I turned down every offer,
although my decision to avoid the con did not prevent me from urging
Edith Ogutsch to attend. She read the Progress Reports I had borrowed
from Bill Blackbeard, and decided at the last minute to go.

Gretchen Schwenn arrived in Los Angeles on 28 August, only a few
days after I had been paid for my half of Sex Burns Like Fire, another
sex novel I had co-authored with Jim Harmon. Gretchen was heading
north, intending to start work for her PhD, at Berkeley, and planned to
arrive in the Bay area just before +the convention. She urged me to
accompany her on the trip, and offered the best terms yet: a free ride,
since she had room in her car and was going up in any event, and lodging
at Kevin Langdon's apartment in San Francisco, where she had arranged to
stay during the convention weekend. The check from the sex novel pub-
lisher would pay for incidental expenses.

Like me, Gretchen was distressed about Boondoggle. Donaho's Apolo-
gia -- which she had not seen till she read my copy: her copy had ~arri-
ved in Albuquerque just after she left -- did not change her opinion.
She did not intend to go to the Pacificon, even though she possessed a
paid-up membership, number 10, which was one of the low-numbered member-
ships bestowed by committeemen on particular friends and deserving
people. (Gretchen had known Bill Donaho since the summer of 1963, when
she had stayed at the communal household in El Cerrito, along with Bill,
Danny Curran, Marcia Frendel and her son Glen, Terry Burns, Gail Colman,
and occasional visitors.) "But they can't keep you out of the Leamington
hotel," she said. "It's a public place where we can meet friends. Come
along with me, and meet Grania Davidson, Judy Merril, and Chris Mosko~
witz." At last I decided to accompany her to the Bay area, but not to
attend the Pacificon.



2: The Road There

We planned to take off for San Francisco soon after dawn on Thurs-
day, 3 September, but the scheme a-gleyed sufficiently so that we didn't
get started till about 0900 o'clock. Bill Blackbeard showed up just in
time to help carry suitcases, serapes, and sketchpads out to Gretchen's
car. He had arranged to ride up to Oakland with Bill Rotsler, along with
The Ogutsch and Jody Lynn (who was to become the celebrated Naked Lady
of the Pacificon masquerade). They were to leave in the afternocon and
travel the high road (route #101), while Gretchen and I intended to take
the low road (highway #1)— and they intended to be in Oakland afore us.
We bade Bill farewell and Foospeed, and headed out of town on the heavi-
ly traveled Hollywood freeway.

Not long afterward we passed through historic Camarillo, where Bill
Rotsler once raised nuts, and paused in Ventura for breakfast: a coffee-
shop called the Red Balloon, which served us a very good meal for a
total of $2.43. Gretchen was driving her 1955 Ford tudor, in which I
had not been checked out. Somewhere north of Santa Barbara, she decided
to let me drive., We stopped and attempted to move the front seat back a
few notches to give me more legroom, but we couldn't budge it. There
was a service station a stone's throw away, and we trundled into it and
asked the attendant to lend a hand. He struggled with it umsuccessfully
and Gretchen decided she had better drive a while 1longer. The summer
sun was blazing into the car, and she sent me into the station washroom
to dampen a towel to lay over her legs as protection against sunburn. 1
soaked the towel as full of cold water as I could and shambled forth,
proffering a double-handful of dripping towel.

Gretchen and the station man goggled at me in amazement. "You
IDIOT!" said Gretchen, cringing back. "Wring it out!"

"Lady," the station attendant confided to her later, shaking his
head pityingly, "he wouldn't be of any use to you at the laundromat."

Gretchen drove a few miles more, then convinced me that I ought to
relieve her at the wheel even though the seat was shoved up to within
ten inches of the dashboard. She steered off the highway onto the paral-
lelling frontage road and let me climb behind the wheel. I decided to
get the feel of the car before venturing onto the superhighway, by drive
ing along the frontage road to the next access, but we had zoomed along
only a short distance before the frontage road ended abruptly in some-
body's farmyard. I turned the car around and started back, but in per-
forming this maneuver the car aerial, which was in +the extended posi-
tion, became entangled in the peachtree branches overhanging the road.
The aerial ripped off and twelve bushels of ripe peaches came pelting
down. Alas, none of the fruit fell through the open car windows.

At San Luis Obispo we stopped to buy picture postcards at the Grey-
hound bus station. Each of us sent a fistful; one of mine went to John
and Bjo Trimble, I remember, and another to Nan Gerding. At Morro Bay
we bought a couple of cans of Busch Bavarian, which we quaffed shortly
afterward, while reclining on a serape under a eucalyptus tree that
stood by the entrance to a ranch.
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The road, now highway #1, began to skirt the coastline, and we saw
miles and miles of white sandy beach being washed by gentle green comb-
ers. The sight became so alluring after a while that we turned into a
convenient pull-off, climbed through a barbwire fence -- ignoring a "No
Trespassing" sign -- and followed a dim trail through the buckbrush +o
the edge of a rocky cliff. Here we discovered a rope anchored to some
thick bushes at the top of the incline. The rope 1looped downward amid
the rocks and brush, and clinging to it when our feet slipped, we des-
cended to the beach. The rope was thick and stout enough to moor a
fishing smack and might have been left by fishermen, smugglers, or lov-
ers, but probably not by surfers, because +the sea at +this point was
studded with black rocks against which the Pacific crashed lazily. The
sand was warm but not very soft, and the tide was coming in, sloshing
green seawater higher and higher up the sloping beach. Ve felt as lazy
and lonely as the ocean itself, but decided to escape before we were
floated away.

Gretchen insisted that I don a jorongo (a Mexican garment which is
a blanket with a slit in the middle) against the freshening breeze. I
took off my glasses to thrust my head through the slit, and held them in
my hand as Gretchen reached up to straighten the blanket over my shoul-
ders. Somehow her hand flicked the glasses out of my grasp and they
fell to the sand. As we reached down simultaneously +to make +the re-
trieve, I saw that one lens had fallen out of the frame, and as I picked
up the glasses I noted that either the light blow or the fall +to the
sand had split the frame near the nosepiece on the right side. I was
going to be unspectacled till we found an optometrist. Luckily, I am in
no sense blind without my glasses; I take them off frequently; but it
would be prudent not to drive without them, if only because my driver's
license specifies "with corrective lenses."

Gretchen and I climbed up the cliff, clinging +o +the rope, and
trudged back to the car. It was already late afternoon. At blue dusk,
we entered Monterey county, and the scenery, already beautiful, grew
ever more rugged and lovely. Remote and unspoiled, even though it is on
the shore of our most populous state, Big Sur is one of the loveliest
and most spectacular regions on the face of the planet, an unsurpassed
scene where mountain grandeur confronts the surging ocean. Highway #1
had become a narrow, two-lane road, looping along the magnificent cliffs
with the sea to our left and far below, full of shifting colors and
moods. Gretchen was driving because of my broken glasses, but my dis-
tance vision is good even without glasses, and I missed little of this
land of twilight and mist.

By 1945 hours it was almost dark, and only a few lights glimmered
in the quiet wilderness. We seemed to be on an unsettled planet except
for a few cars on the road. Once we stopped at a turnout and traced the
constellations pricked out in the velvet darkness overhead. But a glow-
ing light on the dashboard of the car told a more disquieting story than
the sparks of the exploding universe: The needle of the fuel gauge, we
belatedly noticed, was trembling close to '"empty" -- and we had just
passed a sign, warning us about +the lack of "services" in the Big Sur
region. We began to feel concerned when we stopped at the next gas sta-
tion and found it deserted. A cafe nearby was still open for business,
however, and Gretchen walked over and knocked at a side entrance where
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she saw someone moving inside. A woman peered out into the thickenin

night. She replied with a shrug to Gretchen's "Can't we buy some gas

Where is the station attendant?," remarking indifferently, "He's gone
over the hill." VWe weren't sure whether she spoke literally or figura-
tively. There were lots of big hills thereabouts.

We drove on, eyeing the fuel gauge fearfully. At 2020 hours and 14
miles further on, we passed through Lucia, a tiny settlement clinging --
though it was hard to discern it in the dark -- to the cliff above the
shadowy sea. Again, there were still lights in the cafe but none in the
service station in front. Gretchen said, "We'd better try to get gas
here. It's a long 20 miles yet to River Village." (Actually we were
probably 56 miles from the nearest open gas station ahead: We discovered
later that no station in the Village sells gas after 2000 hours.) We
turned around and drove into the service station. We asked a boy where
the attendant was, and explained to him the urgency of our plight. He
harangued an o0ld man inside, and we heard the latter say sarcastically,
"I'1ll bet!" when the boy +told him we were out of gas. He emerged at
length and upon learning that we weren't exaggerating he became gracious
and accommodating. He reopened his pumps for us, working by flashlight,
as if all electric power were off. The Ford drank up 34.80 worth of gas
and $31.16 of o0il, and we proceeded on our way.

About 2100 hours we reached Deetjen's Big Sur Inn and walked stiff-
ly into the coffeeshop. Though it was still early by civilized stand-
ards, the time in Big Sur Inn seemed to be 0300. A few bohemian types
wandered to and fro, and a bearded young man conversed quietly with a
pretty young woman at the counter. The atmosphere was somnolent, and
over a cup of coffee I sleepily scanned a copy of Proceedings of the
College of Universal Wisdom, volume 7, number 6, September-October 1964.
In an article titled "Saucers and Sorcerers"” I learned that "...The true
space ships do not have landing struts that meke depressions —in ~the
ground or drip hydraulic fluid." 1 was pleased to possess this informa-
tion, and gladly pass it along to you.

A list of the rooms available in Deetjen's Big Sur Inn adorned one
wall. Each room had a name like Occidental room, Honeymoon room, PFire-
place room, Friendship room, Pavilion room, and Florentine room, each
with appropriate prices. But upon inquiry we learned that all the rooms
had been rented for the night.

Up the road about four miles, however, was Redwood Lodge where we
found that a cabin, number 8, was still unoccupied. The manager, loung-
ing on the patio outside a bar or coffeeshop in the Lodge building, sug-
gested we go look at it. Following his directions we drove a winding
and rutted singletrack road downgrade through a grove of redwoods. It
was dark as a Boondoggle accusation in this forest and we had trouble
finding the cabin. Next day we found out how densely the lordly red-
woods roofed us in: The sun slanted through +the interlacing branches a
remote distance above us; below was the glowing morning +twilight. The
Coast redwoods (Sequoia sempervirens) were beautiful but a little dis-
dainful of our admiration. One tall redwood near the car-path had suf-
fered the indignity of having a reflector and an electric-light standard
attached to it near its base. It bore +the indignity quietly, not even
bothering +to notice or protest: It seemed +to know that it would be
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standing there centuries after Redwood Lodge had gbne out of business
and even after our civilization had passed from the earth.

We ate breakfast on Friday morning, 4 September, at Glen Oaks, a
small pleasant coffeeshop where the waitress seemed to be new at her job
— she was being coached by an amiable man behind the counter — and had
not yet grown tired and bitter at serving the tourists who stopped at
the place. Some original oil paintings and silverpoint sketches by
Cyril M. Brown and others hung on the walls; some were quite good. A few
were for sale; others were +the property of Mr Rageneau, the owner.
Gretchen studied the artwork while I considered the pretty blue knee-
length bloomers on the waitress; she showed froths of lace each time she
moved while bustling about, serving our breakfast.

The morning was bright, but fog drifted like smoke across the
mountain slopes above us and occasionally obscured the road. We were
anxious to reach San Francisco, but every turn of that road with many
turns brought us views that compelled admiration and awe, and we found
ourselves stopping at turnouts every mile or two along the highway. Ve
stopped at Bixby brldge and Garrapata creek bridge, and at a spot that
gave us a panoramic view of Point Sur lighthouse and the white curving
beach that led out to the big black rock and the castle-like structure
on top. (En route home after the con we visited the lighthouse itself,
parking at the foot of the rock and climbing up the road around the
cliff in order to view the light that has served faithfully ever since
it was installed in 1889. They don't make lights like that anymore.)

Having dawdled all day, we didn't reach Monterey till midafternoon.
I wanted to have my glasses repaired here, and we consulted the Yellow
Pages for a handy optometrist. I was fascinated by the discovery of one
optometrist with the same name but not middle initial of an oldtime Bay
area fan: Joe P. Fortier. We searched him out, but found Joe couldn't
help me immediately. He suggested we look around historic old Monterey
and come back later. We left the car parked across the street from his
office and wandered around awhile, ending our brief walking tour at the
Golden Skillet, where we ate. Monterey peninsula, which we explored a
little more thoroughly on the return trip, is very attractive, but much
more combed and civilized than the Big Sur country. It struck me as a
nearly ideal place to live, though, like Gretchen, 1I'd really prefer to
live in the wilder regions south along the coast from the peninsula.

Joe Portier fitted me with a pair of dark frames that I fancied
made me look like Barry Goldwater. I spent a lot of time posing before
the mirror, holding my arms upraised and crying "Fellow Republicans!"
although I am not a Republican and although Gretchen denied that I re-
sembled our then-current presidential candidate.

We left Monterey in the middle of the Friday-before-Labor-day traf-
fic jam, and sped on to Santa Cruz, where we made a phone call to Kevin
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Langdon in San Francisco. Kevin had expected us to arrive the evening
before and had been worried. We estimated it would take us two hours to
drive in from Santa Cruz, and it was exactly one hour fifty minutes
later when we pulled up in front of 649 Tenth avenue, where Kevin lived.

Gretchen had warned me that it was much cooler in the Bay area than
in God's country, but I hadn't believed her. After all, Frisco was in
California, sunny California, wasn't it? I found out differently when 1
opened the car door and stepped out into three feet of snow and the
teeth of a 179-below-zero gale. I hadn't beemn so chilled since I left
Minnesota in 1962. Shivering, I turned up my shirt collar against the
cold, and we mushed up to Kevin's doorstep ~- or +the doorstep we sup-
posed was his. We rang the doorbell in vain, them ran back to the car
to consider what to do. We were about to look for a telephone to call
Kevin, on the off-chance that he had been at home but asleep when we
assaulted his front door when I glanced around and spotted Kevin peering
out at the street from a nearby doorway. It turned out that in the dark-
ness we had knocked at the wrong door, not at 649 at all.

Kevin led us inside, and while we were thawing out we discussed the
Pacificon. Like us, Kevin was boycotting the con, but was eager to
scout the Leamington and to meet old friends who might be attending. We
moved some of our baggage into Kevin's apartment and cleaned up a lit-
tle. Gretchen phoned Leland Sapiro at the number he had given us before
he left Los Angeles; he wasn't there just then, but was expected, and he
phoned 15 minutes later. Lee told me that he hadn't attended the con,
refusing to enter the hotel, but that he had had lunch with Ed Wood that
day. He said he was leaving for Saskatoon next morning -- he is working
for his doctorate at the University of Saskatchewan -- so Gretchen and 1
bade him a sad farewell,

Outside, we paused to don extra clothing against the cold. Gretchen
was standing in the street behind the car, struggling into a pair of
black tights when a sightseeing bus passed. She thus became part of the
grand tour of the Bay area, along with the Golden Gate bridge, Alcatraz
island, and Nob hill. She lent me a black sweatshirt, which felt so
comfortable in that frigid climate that I wore it throughout +the con-
vention. In combination with my new black-frame glasses, the sweatshirt
made me look like a prematurely old, slightly seedy intellectual. I was
disappointed when waiters didn't address me as "Professor" or "Doctor."

We drove across the Bay bridge and arrived at the Leamington in
Oakland less than two hours after we had reached San Francisco.

3: Across the Mezzanine and Into the Soup

The first fan we spotted, as Gretchen, Kevin, and I walked warily
into the hotel lobby, was Bill Rotsler +talking earnestly on the house
phone. At the sight of us, he hung up -- he was only talking with some
female, no doubt -~ and came over to converse. We marveled at his Holly-
wood style grey dress suit with a red vest, and inquired whether Edith
Ogutsch, Bill Blackbeard, and Jody Lynn had arrived intact (or as intact
as they had been when they left Los Angeles). After a brief conversa-
tion Rotsler excused himself and made for the elevators, saying, "I can
talk with you anytime. I'm going to find me some east coast faans."
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As we looked after him, watching his familiar face merge into the
shifting throng of strangers, we heard a feminine voice call out behind
us in a friendly manner, "Gretchen, you're a fink!" I turned around and
saw a tall, striking blonde sweep out of the hotel coffeeshop and em-
brace Gretchen heartily. Gretchen introduced us, and I found that I was
confronted by Sidonie Rogers. She shook hands with me, then said loudly,
"And you're a fink, too!"

Gretchen and I stared at her puzzledly, wondering what she meant by
calling us "finks." We deduced later that this was the term she -- and
presumably the convention committee -~ was using to refer to people who
intended to boycott the convention, but for some reason had shown up
after all.

Bob Lichtman came up and greeted us. Like Andy Main, he was boy-
cotting the convention, haunting the hotel lobby, but holding aloof from
the con itself. Gretchen said, "Hey, Bob, Sid just called me a fink!"
Sid said amiably, "I didn't mean it, Gretchen. TYou're not a fink."
Gretchen asked her if she had received the birthday card she had sent
Sid early in August. Sid said she had, and thanked her. A moment later
she said with more conviction and the same vigorous amiability, "Gretch-
en, you're a fink!"

But Sid wasn't at all rancorous, and seemed eager to be friends.
She said, "We're all in the coffeeshop. Come along." She herded us in-
to the coffeeshop, where we found a group of eight or ten fans sitting
on the curving bench behind a large table. Most of them were strangers
to me, and none of them could or did get up +to shake hands. Sid's in-
troductions passed by, all unnoticed, and it was only later that I
learned that two of these people were George Scithers and Alva Rogers.
Gretchen told me afterward that she had identified Scithers by reading
the nametag pinned to his tartan sports jacket. "I +thought the nasty
bastard* was in Germany," she remarked.

Bruce and Dian Pelz, sitting at the far end of the table, were the
only persons in the group who showed any animation. Everybody else was
staring at us unblinkingly, like a jury that had made up its mind. "Haw
haw haw!" Bruce yelled at me. "Look who's attending the convention af-
ter swearing up and down that he wasn't coming!"

"I'm not attending the convention," I said. Hardly anybody else
said anything at all.

About this moment Gretchen dropped +the bloodstone pendant on her
key-ring which she had been fingering meditatively, and Tom Hall -~ whom
I recognized just then (he had been sitting on a chair, facing the other
fans at the table) from the 1963 Noncon in Long Beach, helpfully got
down on hands and knees to hunt for +the little jump-ring that had con-
nected the stone to the key-ring. I helped him hunt, +too, feeling un-
comfortable under the frozen gaze of these uncommunicative strangers.

We decided to retreat to the lobby. There we found a number of
fans congregated, some of whom we know, including various LASFS members,
who were ubiquitous throughout the convention. "Go on up to the mezza-
nine," somebody suggested. "Everybody's up there, drinking free beer."
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We must have looked dubious, and other people added encouragingly, "Go
on up —— it's open, it doesn't matter. Everybody's there."

Finally we decided a visit to the mezzanine would be enjoyable, but
as we started up the stairs Bob Lichtman said banteringly, "Hey, Gretch-
en, better look out. I hear they're throwing people out of the mezza-~

nine." 4/%;V\0“&’/

We climbed the stairs to the mezzanine. The area around the top of
the stairs was so crammed with fans that we had difficulty forcing our
way more than a few feet into the crowd. The fans were clustered about
in little groups, chattering at high  volume, and drinking the beer pro-
vided by the convention committee‘aﬂa;dispensed from a room opening off
the mezzanine. The mezzanine itself was a large, irregularly shaped
area vwhich offered egress not only to the rooms rented by the conven-
tion but to the stairways and elevators to the upper floors. The con
committee had mentioned in the program booklet that the convention was
lucky no other conventions, with which the fans would have been forced
to share the mezzanine, had been scheduled in the Leamington for the
weekend. The mezzanine was certainly to be considered a public part of
the hotel, and we presumed that anyone could enter the mezzanine without
encroaching upon the affair we were boycotting.

Immediately Gretchen, Kevin, and I were caught up in +the whirl,
meeting old friends and new friends so rapidly that their names and
faces hardly had time to register. O0ld friends introduced us to friends
of theirs, and they introduced us to still others. It is difficult +to
remember whom I met at this time. I think I shook hands with Bob and
Barbara Silverberg then; this culminated a correspondence and a friend-
ship of long standing. Such meetings as this made the trip worthwhile;
this was why we had come, why we had entered the con hotel.

I spotted Edith Ogutsch across the room. She was sitting with her
back to me, holding a paper cup in her hand and +talking with several
people. I made my way over and, suppressing a desire to startle her
with a sudden kiss, bent over her and said, instead, "Hi, doll!" She
looked gratifyingly pleased to see me. She introduced me +to the woman
on her left, who turned out to be Mrs Irene Scortia. Irene carefully
explained to me that she was once known as Irene Baron; of course I re-
membered Irene from her SAPS contributions of the early 1950s.

I asked Edith about her trip up as part of the Rotsler expedition,
and she stood up to talk to me. I could (in theory, at least) talk with
the lovely Ogutsch almost any day I chose, but even though I had tra-
veled 412 miles north from Los Angeles, I was still happy to converse
with her. People kept interrupting us, however, with introductions of
people they knew we wanted to meet. Gretchen pulled me around in order
to introduce me to a vague but friendly Frank M. Busby, who shifted a
can of beer to his left hand to shake hands with me.

Gretchen remarked afterward that she wasn't sure Buz knew who I was
-- or, indeed, even who she was. It was the only time Gretchen or I saw
him during the whole weekend, although a month before she and Buz had
made an agreement to meet and "discuss the hell out of everything" on
Tuesday morning after the con. The Busbys left the convention early, on
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Monday afternoon, and seem not to have enjoyed +the con very much.2 It
is significant that +these characters who vehemently supported the con
committee didn't manage to enjoy the
con as much as some of us who boy-
cotted the convention.

AWV AN A A I tried to return %o conversa-

¢!

i IR — tion with Edith and other pretty
Vit IR girls who were in sight, and Gretch-
en and I Dbecame separated as the
tides of people shoved wus apart.
Kevin was to one side, talking with
friends. Al Halevy came along while
I was some distance away and, spot-
ting Gretchen, embraced her and
kissed her heartily. "I'm glad to
see you, Gretchen!" he said enthusi-
astically. A moment later he sought
me out and pumped my hand cordially.
I said, smiling, "I've got a pocket-
ful of cherry bombs with me, Al," a
reference he may or may not have un-
derstood. (At the Fourth of July
Noncon he had urged me to attend the
con although I was angry about the
Walter Breen matter, and I had told
him kiddingly, "I'll show up with a
pocketful of cherry bombs and you'll
be sorry I came." I was referring to
an incident at the Noncon involving
Dik Daniels and a cherry bomb. Al
had replied, banteringly, "OK, bring
all you want, but come yourself.")

Al introduced me to a vacantly
smiling J. Ben Stark, another of the
famous con committeemen. Stark said
he was mighty glad +to meet me at
last, even though he had met me Dbe-
fore, only a month previously, at
the Trimbles' in Garden Grove.

I returned to conversation with Edith who, as usual, was full of
interesting talk conveyed in her shy but eager tones. Meanwhile Al Ha-
levy held Gretchen with his glittering eye and informed her that the con
committee had bought gallons of free beer for convention members and by
god, it wasn't going to be wasted on people who had not paid for a mem-
bership. Gretchen, Kevin, and I were not drinking. We did not touch a
drop of the con's precious free liquor during the entire weekend. Kevin,
as Halevy well knows, is a teetotaler. I drink sparingly, and often en-~
joy entire evenings at parties while quaffing only one or two beers.
Gretchen likes beer, although she was not then drinking, but as she re-
marked to Halevy, if she were, why not? She was a fully paid up conven-
tion member, membership #10, she reminded him. Why was he bugging her
about the free beer? Halevy said he objected, not to her, but to Kevin
and me, who were not members. She replied, "And they're not drinking."
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Halevy disappeared and when he returned a few minutes later he was
carrying a cardboard box filled with the membership badges that had not
yet been passed out. He delved into the box and brought forth Gretchen's
badge, which he said he wanted her to wear so that there would be no
confusion. He opened the pin and lunged toward her. She cringed back,
objecting, "No, wait, Al! What confusion?" She went on to point out
that everybody on the committee knew very well that she was a member, so
how could there be any "confusion"? Al continued to insist. He reached
out gingerly and tried to take hold of her sweater without touching her
breasts, in order to pin the nametag through the fabric. She was wear-
ing a thin black sweater that clung tightly to her size 40 bustline, so
his attempted separation of garment from flesh was rather difficult.
Her breasts are as sensitive as such things wusually are, and she was
somewvhat unwilling to have them pierced by a pin. She continued to draw
back, suggesting if she had to accept a badge, she would keep it in her
pocket, to be produced if necessary. Halevy said querulously, "But
you've got to wear it!" -- and continued to press at her with the pin.
Gretchen put up her hands before her front, and Al finally went away.

I was still conversing with friends nearby, and only vaguely aware
of the discussion between Gretchen and Halevy. About this time a smil-
ing, bespectacled stranger came up to me and slipped a membership card
into my hand, whispering in a conspiratorial tone, "Listen, they're go-
ing to throw you out, but when they try, show them this membership card,
understand?" I didn't understand. I was puzzled and confused. I did
not know this man nor did I comprehend his ploy. I presumed in my con-
fusion that he was trying to bestow a convention membership on me -~ a
kindly but sadly misplaced gesture. I said loudly, "I don't want to be
a member of this damn convention!" -- and ostentatiously ripped the card
to shreds. The man yelped, "Hey, that's my membership card!" and an
amused bystander said, "This is Dick Ellington, Redd." I realized then
thet this was a friend, trying to be helpful. I apologized, flushing
with embarrassment. '

While all this was going on, Gretchen was tugging at me and saying
insistently, "Redd! Redd! They're going to throw us out, Redd!"™ Deep
in conversation with Ellington, and +then with others in the shifting
throng, I paid little attention. "Ha!" I said. It seemed to me unlike-
ly that the convention committee would try to toss anybody out of the
public section of the Leamington, and in the event that they tried such
a foolish thing, I knew very well that the best tactic of avoiding being
victimized was to ignore their attempts. An officious person usually
bumbles around in helpless circles if +the person he is ordering out
blithely ignores him and drifts away when the person in authority tries
to confront him. I eased away from Halevy's vicinity and continued to
converse with friends. The milling crowds hemmed me in.

Meanwhile Al Halevy had returned to Gretchen once more, and this
time he said, "All right, Gretchen, you can stay." She considered this
a generous concession, since after all she was a paid-up member. "But,"
Halevy added grimly, "your friends are going to have to go!" He pointed
angrily at Kevin, who was nearby at the moment, and then in my general
direction.

"My friends are here as my guests, Al, " Gretchen said quietly.
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"He's leaving, that's all!" Halevy replied, grabbing at Kevin, who
drew back in surprise and dawning alarm.

"Now, Al," Gretchen said hurriedly, "take it easy." But Al was al-
ready too angry to see or hear. He furiously ordered Kevin to leave the
"convention" (!) and, as he noticed me through a rift in the crowd con-
versing with a pretty girl, he yelled at me, "And you're going too!"

I glanced back at the source of the disturbance, and found Halevy
stomping up, waving his finger under my nose, and saying threateningly,
"You're going! You're going! You've got to go!"

"Ha!" I said, and drifted away in the tide of people. I still did
not realize the seriousness of the situation.

Al Halevy disappeared again, and when he returned a moment later,
he was not alone. Gretchen looked up and saw that he was accompanied by
one Bob Buechley, a Bay area fringe fan she had seen around on her pre-
vious stay on the west coast but I had never met nor even heard of. Bob
Buechley, a fellow as tall as Bill Donaho but not as bulky, weighing
only about 215 pounds, turned out to be the sergeant at arms. I glanced
around and saw this musclebound man who wore glasses and a foolish half-
frozen smile, but I was too far away and too immersed in conversation to
realize what was going on.

Halevy was saying, "I'm sorry, Gretchen, but YOU'RE GOING!" The
last half of the sentence was seemingly directed not at Gretchen, but
at Kevin, the youngest and least ferocious of the three of us. Gretchen
realized instantly that the strategy was +to deal with us one by one,
peeling off the least aggressive and thus +the most vulnerable person
first. This was the usual convention committee tactic, of course: Who
in fandom could be more pacific, and thus more vulnerable than Walter
Breen?

Gretchen reached out again and tugged at me, saying, "Redd! Kedd!
They're throwing us out!" Again I glanced around and said, "Ha!" I was
still not taking the whole thing seriously. It was too hard to believe.
We were surrounded by happy, chattering fans; there was no disturbance,
and everyone was friendly and eager to talk with everybody else. A far
cry from F. M. Busby's picture of fans who had "set out to try to sabot-
age a WorldCon"!4

4: The Battle of the Mezzanine

Al Halevy turned to Buechley and said something in a sharp and pre-
emptory tone. Buechley responded by lunging suddenly at Kevin, who was
nearest. Kevin naturally drew back, wary of such tactics after Halevy
had tried to grab him a few moments before, and Buechley couldn't quite
reach him without knocking down a dozen innocent bystanders. Buechley
hardly paused, but turned upon Gretchen, who was standing nearby. I was
still a short distance away, and my back was partly turned, and I did
not see what happened till an instant later when sounds of battle hit
my eardrums.
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I swung around and saw Buechley grappling with Gretchen, his hands
on her arm and shoulder, +trying to drag her toward the stairway. She
was trying to twist around to confront him, trying to get a hold on him,
trying to take a fighting stance. Buechley continued +to clutch at her
as she got her feet under her and regained her balance. Since he was
much bigger and much taller than she, Gretchem pulled herself at his
middle, and tried to free herself from his grasp. She couldn't reach up
to grab his shoulders, so instead she tried an old and simple wrestling
hold: She bent down, grasped his left leg just above the knee, straight-
ened up, and threw him onto his back.

The hotel rocked with the impact of Buechley crashing to the floor
with Gretchen atop him. In fact, +the seismograph at Palo Alto was
knocked off its pin. The struggle had surged around a big pillar and I
was trying vainly to butt through the crowd to reach the scene of action.
I arrived there just an instant after Buechley struggled away from under
Gretchen and stumbled to his feet. Suddenly Gretchen's glasses went
flying, and landed almost at my feet. She yelled, "Get my glasses!" --
not knowing whether there was anyone to hear. I scooped them up an in-
stant before they could be crushed beneath somebody's tromping feet, and
jumped into the center of the fight.

Buechley was on his feet, breathing heavily, and Gretchen started
to come off the floor too, still battling like a basketful of wildcats.
Buechley was getting the better of it at the moment, but he wore a very
bewildered expression -- exactly the expression of somebody who has un-
covered a bushel of wildcats by mistake. I hurled myself between them,
pushed Gretchen firmly away, and then turned to confront Buechley. A mob
of people were rushing around us, trying to see what was happening or
attempting to separate the battlers, but if anyone was touching me, I
couldn't feel it. I shoved myself close to Buechley, who took one look
at my angry expression and cringed back three feet. "You do that again,”
I yelled at him, "and I'1l1 kill you!" The way I felt just then, if he
had looked at me crosseyed, or even directly, I would ha